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Chapter 1

FIRST MEETING

PLAXY and | had beenlovers; rather uneasy lovers, for shewould never
speak freely about her past, and sometimes she withdrew into a cloud of
reserve and despond. But often we were very happy together, and | be-
lieved that our happiness was striking deeper roots.

Then came her mother's last iliness, and Plaxy vanished. Once or twice
| received a letter from her, giving no address, but suggesting that |
might reply to her "care of the Post Office" in a village in North Wales,
sometimes one, sometimes another. In temper theseletters ranged from a
perfunctory amiability to genuine longing to have me again. They con-
tained mysterious referencesto "a strange duty," which, she said, was
connected with her father's work. The great physiologist, | knew, had
been engaged on very sensational experiments on the brains of the high-
er mammals. He had produced some marvelously intelligent sheep-
dogs, and at the time of his death it was said that he was concerned with
even more ambitious research.One of the colder of Plaxy's letters spoke
of an "unexpectedly sweetreward" in connection with her new duty, but
In a more passionate one she cried out against "this exacting, fascinating,
dehumanizing life." Sometimesshe seemedto be in a state of conflict and
torture about something which she must not explain. One of theseletters
was so distraught that | feared for her sanity. | determined thcrefore to
devote my approaching leave to walking in North Wales in the hope of
finding her.

| spent ten days wandering from pub to pub in the region indicated by
the addresses, asking everywhere if a Miss Trelone was known in the
neighbourhood. At last, in Llan Ffestiniog, | heard of her. There was a
young lady of that name living in a shepherd's cottage on the fringe of
the moor somewhere above Trawsfynydd. The local shopkeeper who
gave me this information said with an air of mystery, "Sheis a strange
young lady, indeed. She has friends, and | am one of them; but she has
enemies."



Following his directions, | walked for some miles along the winding
Trawsfynydd road and then turned to the left up a lane. After another
mile or so, right on the edge of the open moor, | came upon a minute cot-
tage built of rough slabs of shale, and surrounded by a little garden and
stunted trees. The door was shut, but smoke rose from a chimney. |
knocked. The door remained shut. Peering through a window, | saw a
typical cottage kitchen, but on the table was a pile of books. | sat down
on arickety seatin the garden and noted the neat rows of cabbagesand
peas. Away to my right, acrossthe deep Cynfal gorge, was Ffestiniog, a
pack of slate-grey elephants following their leader, the unsteepled
church, down a spur of hill towards the valley. Behind and above stood
the Moelwyn range.

| was smoking my second cigarette when | heard Plaxy's voice in the
distance. It was her voice that had first attracted me to her. Sitting in a
cafe, | had been enthralled by that sensitive human sound coming from
some unknown person behind me. And now once more | heard but did
not seeher. For amoment | listened with delight to her speech,which, as
| had often said, was like the cool sparkling talk of small waves on the
pebbly shore of a tarn on a hot day.

| rose to meet her, but something strange arrested me. Interspersed
with Plaxy's remarks was no other human voice but a quite different
sound, articulate but inhuman. Justbefore she cameround the corner of
the house she said, "But, my dear, don't dwell on your handlessnessso!
You have triumphed over it superbly." There followed a strange trickle
of speechfrom her companion; then through the gate into the garden
came Plaxy and a large dog.

She halted, her eyeswide with surprise, and (I hoped) with joy; but
her brows soon puckered. Laying a hand on the dog's head, she stood si-
lent for a moment. | had time to observe that a change had come over
her. Shewas wearing rather muddy corduroy trousers and a blue shirt.
The same grey eyes,the same ample, but decisive mouth, which had re-
cently seemedto me to belie her character, the same shock of auburn,
faintly carroty hair. But instead of a rather pale face,aruddy brown one,
and a complete absenceof make-up. No lip-stick, even. The appearance
of rude health was oddly contradicted by a darkness under the eyesand
a tautness round the mouth. Strange how much one can notice in a
couple of seconds, when one is in love!

Her hand deserted the dog's head, and was stretched out to me in wel-
come. "Oh well," she said smiling, "since you have nosed us out, we had
better take you into our confidence." There was some embarrassmentin



her tone, but also perhaps aring of relief. "Hadn't we, Sirius," she added,
looking down at the great dog.

Then for the first time | took note of this remarkable creature. He was
certainly no ordinary dog. In the main he was an Alsatian, perhaps with
a dash of Great Dane or Mastiff, for he was a huge beast. His general
build was wolf-like, but he was slimmer than a wolf, because of his
height. His coat, though the hair was short, was superbly thick and silky,
particularly round the neck, where it was a close turbulent ruff. Its silki-
nessmissed effeminacy by a hint of stubborn harshness.Silk wire, Plaxy
once called it. On back and crown it was black, but on flanks and legs
and the under surface of his body it paled to an austere greyish fawn.
There were also two large patchesof fawn above the eyes,giving his face
a strangely mask-like look, or the appearance of a Greek statue with
blank-eyed helmet pushed back from the face. What distinguished Sirius
from all other dogs was his huge cranium. It was not, as a matter of fact,
guite aslarge asone would have expectedin a creature of human intelli-
gence, since, as | shall explain later, Trelone's technique not only in-
creased the brain's bulk but also produced a refinement of the nerve
fibres themselves. Nevertheless, Sirius's head was far loftier than any
normal dog's. His high brow combined with the silkiness of his coat to
give him a look of the famous Border Collie, the outstanding type of
sheep-dog. | learned later that this brilliant race had, indeed, contributed
to his make-up. But his cranium was far bigger than the Border Collie's.
The dome reached almost up to the tips of his large Alsatian ears. To
hold up this weight of head, the muscles of his neck and shoulders were
strongly developed. At the moment of our encounter he was positively
leonine, becausethe hair was bristling along his spine. Suspicion of me
had brushed it up the wrong way. His grey eyesmight have beenwolf's
eyes, had not the pupils been round like any dog's, not slits like the
wolf's. Altogether he was certainly a formidable beast, lean and sinewy
as a creature of the jungle.

Without taking his gaze off me, he opened his mouth, displaying sier-
ras of ivory, and made a queer noise, ending with an upward inflection
like a question. Plaxy replied, "Yes,it's Robert. He's true as steel,remem-
ber." She smiled at me deprecatingly, and added, "And he may be
useful."

Sirius politely waved his amply feathered tail, but kept his cold eyes
fixed on mine.

Another awkward pause settled upon us, till Plaxy said, "We have
been working on the sheep out on the moor all day. missed our dinner



and I'm hungry ashell. Come in and I'll make tea for us all." Sheadded
as we entered the little flagged kitchen, "Sirius will understand
everything you say. You won't be able to understand him at first, but |
shall, and I'll interpret."

While Plaxy prepared a meal, passing in and out of the little larder, |
sat talking to her. Sirius squatted opposite me, eyeing me with obvious
anxiety. Seeinghim, she said with a certain sharpnessfading into gentle-
ness, "Sirius! | tell you he's all right. Don't be so suspicious!" The dog
rose, saying something in his strange lingo, and went out into the
garden. "He's gone to fetch some firewood," she said; then in a lowered
voice, "Oh, Robert, it's good to seeyou, though | didn't want you to find
me." | rose to take her in my arms, but she whispered emphatically, "No,
no, not now." Sirius returned with a log between his jaws. With a side-
long glance at the two of us, and a perceptible drooping of the tail, he
put the log on the fire and went out again. "Why not now?" | cried, and
she whispered, "Becauseof Sirius. Oh, you'll understand soon." After a
pause she added, "Robert, you mustn't expect me to be wholly yours
ever, not fully and single-heartedly yours. I'm too much involved inNin
this work of my father's." | expostulated, and seized her. "Nice human
Robert," she sighed, putting her head on my shoulder. But immediately
she broke away, and said with emphasis, "No, | didn't say that. It was
just the female human animal that said it. What | say is, | can't play the
game you want me to play, not wholeheartedly."

Then she called through the open door, "Sirius, tea!" He replied with a
bark, then strode in, carefully not looking at me.

She put a bowl of tea for him on a little table-cloth on the floor, re-
marking, "He hastwo meals generally, dinner at noon and supper in the
evening. But to-day is different.” Then she put down a large crust of
bread, a hunk of cheese,and a saucerwith alittle lump of jam. "Will that
keep you going?" she asked. A grunt signified approval.

Plaxy and | sat at the table to eat our bread and rationed butter and
war-time cake.Shesetabout telling me the history of Sirius. Sometimesl|
put in an occasionalquestion, or Sirius interrupted with his queer speech
of whimper and growl.

The matter of this and many other conversations about the past | shall
setdown in the following chapters. Meanwhile | must say this. Without
the actual presenceof Sirius | should not have believed the story; but his
interruptions, though canine and unintelligible, expressedhuman intelli-
gence by their modulation, and stimulated intelligible answers from
Plaxy. Obviously he was following the conversation, commenting and



watching my reaction. And so it was not with incredulity, though of
course with amazement, that | learned of the origin and careerof Sirius. |
listened at first with grave anxiety, so deeply involved was Plaxy. |
began to understand why it was that our love had always been uneasy,
and why when her mother died shedid not come back to me. | began to
debate with myself the bestway of freeing her from this "inhuman bond-
age." But as the conversation proceeded | could not but recognize that
this strange relationship of girl and dog was fundamentally beautiful, in
a way sacred. (That was the word | used to myself.) Thus my problem
became far more difficult.

At one point, when Plaxy had been saying that she often longed to see
me again, Sirius made a more sustained little speech.And in the middle
of it he went over to her, put his fore-paws on the arm of her chair, and
with great gentlenessand delicacy kissed her cheek. Shetook the caress
demurely, not shrinking away, ashuman beings generally do when dogs
try to kiss them. But the healthy glow of her face deepened, and there
was moisture in her eyes as she stroked the shaggy softness under his
neck, and said to me, while still looking at him, "I am to tell you, Robert,
that Sirius and Plaxy grew up together like the thumb and forefinger of a
hand, that he loves me in the way that only dogs can love, and much
more now that | have come to him, but that | must not feel bound to stay
with him, becauseby now he can fend for himself. Whatever happens to
him ever, INhow did you say it, Sirius, you foolish dear?" He put in a
quick sentence,and she continued, "Oh, yes, | am the scent that he will
follow always, hunting for God."

Sheturned her face towards me with a smile that | shall not forget.
Nor shall | forget the bewildering effect of the dog's earnestand almost
formal little declaration. Later | was to realize that a rather stilted diction
was very characteristic of him, in moments of deep feeling.

Then Sirius made another remark with a sly look and a tremor of the
tail. She turned back to him laughing, and softly smacked his face.
"Beast," she said, "I shall not tell Robert that."

When Sirius kissed her | was startled into a sudden spasm of jealousy.
(A man jealous of a dog!) But Plaxy's translation of his little speech
roused more generous feelings. | now began to make plans by which
Plaxy and | together might give Sirius a permanent home and help him
to fulfil his destiny, whatever that might be. But, as| shall tell, a different
fate lay in store for us.

During that strange meal Plaxy told me that, as| had guessed, Sirius
was her father's crowning achievement, that he had beenbrought up asa



member of the Trelone family, that he was now helping to run a sheep
farm, that she herself was keeping house for him, and also working on
the farm, compensating for his lack of hands.

After teal helped her to wash up, while Sirius hovered about, jealous,
| think, of my handiness. When we had finished, she said they must go
over to the farm to complete a job of work before dark. | decided to walk
back to Ffestiniog, collect my baggageand return by the evening train to
Trawsfynedd, where | could find accommodation in the local pub. I no-
ticed Sirius's tail droop as| said this. It drooped still further when | an-
nounced that | proposed to spend a week in the neighbourhood in the
hope of seeing more of Plaxy. Shesaid, "l shall be busy, but there are the
evenings."

Before | left she handed over a collection of documents for me to take
away and read at leisure. There were scientific papers by her father, in-
cluding his journal of Sirius's growth and education. These documents,
together with a diary of her own and brief fragmentary records by Sirius
himself, all of which | was given at a much later date, form the main
"sources" of the following narrative; these, and many long talks with
Plaxy, and with Sirius when | had learnt to understand his speech.

| propose to use my imagination freely to fill out with detail many in-
cidents about which my sourcesafford only the barest outline. After all,
though a civil servant (until the Air Force absorbed me) | am also a nov-
elist; and | am convinced that with imagination and self-criticism one can
often penetrate into the essential spirit of events even when the data are
superficial. | shall, therefore, tell the amazing story of Sirius in my own
way.



Chapter 2

THE MAKING OF SIRIUS

PLAXY'S father, Thomas Trelone, was too great a scientist to escapeall
publicity, but his work on the stimulation of cortical growth in the brains
of mammals was begun while he was merely a brilliant young research
worker, and it was subsequently carried on in strict secrecy.He had an
exaggerated, a morbid loathing of limelight. This obsession he justified
by explaining that he dreaded the exploitation of his technique by
quacks and profit-mongers. Thus it was that for many years his experi-
ments were known only to a few of his most intimate professional col-
leagues in Cambridge, and to his wife, who had a part to play in them.
Though | have seenhis records and read his papers, | can give only a
layman's account of his work, for | am without scientific training. By in-
troducing a certain hormone into the blood-stream of the mother he
could affect the growth of the brain in the unborn young. The hormone
apparently had a double effect. It increased the actual bulk of the cereb-
ral cortices, and also it made the nerve-fibres themselves much finer than
they normally are, sothat a far greater number of them, and a far greater
number of connections between them, occurred in any given volume of
brain. Somewhat similar experiments, | believe, were carried out in
America by Zamenhof; but there was an important difference between
the two techniques. Zamenhof simply fed the young animal with his hor-
mone; Trelone, as | have said, introduced his hormone into the foetus
through the mother's blood-stream. This in itself was a notable achieve-
ment, becausethe circulatory systems of mother and foetus are fairly
well insulated from eachother by afiltering membrane. One of Trelone's
difficulties was that the hormone caused growth in the maternal as well
asthe foetal brain, and since the mother's skull was adult and rigid there
must inevitably be very serious congestion, which would lead to death
unless some meanswere found to insulate her brain from the stimulating
drug. This difficulty was eventually overcome. At last it becamepossible
to assure the unborn animal a healthy maternal environment. After its
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birth Trelone periodically added dosesof the hormone to its food, gradu-
ally reducing the dose as the growing brain approached what he con-
sidered a safemaximum size. He had also devised a technique for delay-
ing the closing of the sutures between the bones of the skull, so that the
skull might continue to expand as required.

A large population of rats and mice was sacrificed in the attempt to
perfect Trelone's technique. At last he was able to produce a number of
remarkable creatures. His big-headed rats, mice, guinea-pigs, rabbits,
though their health was generally bad, and their lives were nearly al-
ways cut short by diseaseof one kind or another, were certainly geniuses
of their humble order. They were remarkably quick at finding their way
through mazes,and so on. In fact they far excelled their speciesin all the
common tests of animal intelligence, and had the mentality rather of
dogs and apes than of rodents.

But this was for Trelone only the beginning. While he was improving
his technique so that he could ensure a rather more healthy animal, he at
the sametime undertook researchinto methods of altering the tempo of
its life so that it should mature very slowly and live much longer than
was normal to its kind. Obviously this was very important. A bigger
brain needs a longer life-time to fulfil its greater potentiality for amass-
ing and assimilating experience.Not until he had made satisfactory pro-
gressin both these enterprises did he begin to experiment on animals of
greater size and higher type. This was a much more formidable under-
taking, and promised no quick results. After a few years he had pro-
duced a number of clever but seedy cats, a bright monkey that died dur-
ing its protracted adolescence,and a dog with so big a brain that its
crushed and useless eyes were pushed forward along its nose. This
creature suffered so much that its producer reluctantly destroyed it in
infancy.

Not till several more years had elapsed, had Trelone perfected his
technique to such an extent that he was able to pay less attention to the
physiological and more to the psychological aspectof his problem. Con-
trary to his original plan, he worked henceforth mainly on dogs rather
than apes. Of course apes offered the hope of more spectacular success.
They were by nature better equipped than dogs. Their brains were big-
ger, their sight was more developed, and they had hands. Nevertheless
from Trelone's point of view dogs had one overwhelming advantage.
They were capable of a much greater freedom of movement in our soci-
ety. Trelone confessedthat he would have preferred to work on cats, be-
cause of their more independent mentality; but their small size made
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them unsuitable. A certain absolute bulk of brain was necessary,no mat-
ter what the size of the animal, so as to afford a wealth of associative
neural paths. Of course a small animal did not need aslarge a brain asa
large animal of the same mental rank. A large body needed a corres-
pondingly large brain merely to work its machinery. A lion's brain had
to be bigger than a cat's. An elephant's brain was even larger than a
much more intelligent but smaller man's. On the other hand, eachrank
of intelligence, no matter what the size of the animal, required a certain
degree of complexity of neural organization, and so of brain bulk. In pro-
portion to the size of the human body a man's brain was far biggerthan
an elephant's. Some animals were large enough to accommodate the ab-
solute bulk of brain needed for the human order of intelligence; some
were not. A large dog could easily do so, but a cat's organization would
be very gravely upset by so great an addition. For a mouse anything of
the sort would be impossible.

Not that Trelone had at this stage any expectation of raising any anim-
al so far in mental stature that it would approach human mentality. His
aim was merely to produce, as he put it, "a rather super-sub-human in-
telligence, a missing-link mind." For this purpose the dog was admirably
suited. Human society afforded for dogs many vocations requiring intel-
ligence at the upper limit of the sub-human range. Trelone chose as the
best vocation of all for his purpose that of the sheep-dog. His acknow-
ledged ambition was to produce a "super-sheep-dog."

One other consideration inclined him to choosethe dog; and the fact
that he took this point into account at all in the early stage of his work
shows that he was even then toying with the idea of producing
something more than a missing-link mind. He regarded the dog's tem-
perament as on the whole more capable of development to the human
level. If catsexcelled in independence, dogs excelled in social awareness;
and Trelone argued that only the social animal could make full use of its
intelligence. The independence of the cat was not, after all, the independ-
ence of the socially aware creature asserting its individuality; it was
merely the blind individualism that resulted from social obtuseness.On
the other hand he admitted that the dog's sociality involved it, in relation
to man, in abject servility. But he hoped that with increased intelligence
it might gain a measure of self-respect, and of critical detachment from
humanity.

In due course Trelone succeededin producing a litter of big-brained
puppies. Most of them died before reaching maturity, but two survived,
and becameexceptionally bright dogs. This result was on the whole less
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gratifying than disappointing to Trelone. He carried out further experi-
ments, and at last, from an Old English Sheep-dogbitch, produced a big-
brained family, three of which survived, and reached a definitely super-
canine level of mentality.

The research continued for some years. Trelone found it necessaryto
take more trouble about the "raw material" to which his technique was to
be applied. He could not afford to neglect the fact that the most capable
of all the canine racesis the Border Collie, bred through a couple of cen-
turies for intelligence and responsibility. All modern champions are of
this breed, and all are descendants of a certain brilliant animal, named
Old Hemp, who was born in Northumberland in 1893.The Border Collie
of to-day is hardy, but rather small. Trelone, therefore, decided that the
bestraw material would be a crossbetween some outstanding champion
of the International Sheep-Dog Trials and another intelligent but much
heavier animal. The Alsatian was the obvious choice. After a good deal
of negotiation with owners of champion sheep-dogsand enthusiasts for
Alsatians, he produced several strains, which blended the two types in
various proportions. He then applied his improved technique to various
expectant mothers of these types, and in due season he was able to
provide several of his friends with animals of "almost missing-link intel-
ligence" as housedogs. But there was nothing spectacular about these
creatures; and unfortunately all were delicate, and all died before their
somewhat protracted adolescence was completed.

But at last further improvements in his technique brought him real
success.He achieved several very bright animals with normally strong
constitutions, predominantly Alsatian in appearance.

He had persuaded his wife Elizabeth that, if ever he succeededto this
extent, they should take a house in a sheep district in Wales. There she
and the three children and the forthcoming baby would live, and he him-
self would spend the vacations and week-ends. After much exploration
they found a suitable old farm-house not far from Trawsfynedd. Its
name was "Garth." A good deal of work had to be done to turn it into a
comfortable family home. Water-closets and a bathroom had to be in-
stalled. Someof the windows were enlarged. Electricity was laid on from
the village. An out-house was converted into a palatial kennel.

Some time after the fourth baby had been born, the family moved.
They were accompanied by Kate, the long-established servant, who had
somehow become practically a member of the family. A village girl was
engaged as her assistant. There was also a nursemaid, Mildred; and, of
course, the children, Thomasina, Maurice, Giles, and the baby Plaxy.
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Thomas took with him two canine families, One consisted of a bitch and
four hardy little animals that he intended to train as "super-sheep-dogs."
The other family of four were orphans, the mother having died in giving
birth to them. They had therefore to be hand-nursed. The brains of these
animals were very much bigger than the brains of the other family, but
unfortunately three of them were much less healthy. Two died shortly
after the removal to Wales. Another was subjectto such violent fits that it
had to be destroyed. The fourth, Sirius, was a healthy and cheerful little
creature that remained a helpless infant long after the other litter were
active adolescents.For months it could not even stand. It merely lay on
its stomach with its bulgy head on the ground, squeaking for sheerjoy of
life; for its tail was constantly wagging.

Even the other litter matured very slowly for dogs, though far more
rapidly than human children. When they were nearly adult all but one of
them were disposed of to neighbouring farms. The one was kept as the
family dog. Most of the local farmers had proved very reluctant to take
on these big-headed animals even as gifts. But a neighbour, Mr.
Llewelyn Pugh of Caer Blai, had entered into the spirit of the venture,
and he subsequently bought a second pup as a colleague for the first.

The production of these super-sheep-dogsand others which followed
formed a camouflage for Thomas's more exciting venture, of which Siri-
us was at present the only outcome. The public would be led to believe
that super-sheep-dogsand other animals of missing-link mentality were
his whole concern. If the little Alsatian really developed to human men-
tal stature, few people would suspectit. Thomas was always morbidly
anxious that it should not be exploited. It must grow up in decent ob-
scurity, and mature as naturally as possible.

The super-sheep-dogs,on the other hand, were allowed to gain notori-
ety. The farmers who had accepted them mostly with great reluctance
soon found that fate had given them pearls of great price. The animals
learned their technique surprisingly quickly, and carried out their orders
with unfailing precision. Commands had seldom to be repeated. Sheep
were never hustled, and yet never allowed to break away. Not only so,
but Trelone's dogs had an uncanny way of understanding instructions
and carrying them out with no human supervision. They attached the
right meanings to the names of particular pastures, hill-sides, valleys,
moors. Told to “fetch sheepfrom Cefn" or from Moel Fach or what not,
they succeededin doing so while their master awaited them at home.
They could also be sent on errands to neighbouring farms or villages.
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They would take a basketand a note to a particular shop and bring back
the required meat or haberdashery.

All this was very useful to the farmers, and extremely interesting to
Trelone, who was of course allowed every chanceof studying the anim-
als. He found in them a startlingly high degree of practical inventiveness,
and a rudimentary but remarkable understanding of language. Being
after all sub-human, they could not understand speech as we do, but
they were incomparably more sensitive than ordinary dogs to familiar
words and phrases."Fetchwood from shed," "Take basketto butcher and
baker," and all such simple familiar orders could be distinguished and
obeyed, asarule without distraction. Thomas wrote a monograph on his
super-sheep-dogs, and consequently scientists from all over the world
used to turn up at Garth to be shown the animals at work. Throughout
the district their fame was fully established among farmers, and there
were many demands for puppies. Very few could be supplied. Some
farmers refused to believe that the offspring of these bright animals
would not inherit their parents” powers. Naturally, all attempts to breed
super-sheep-dogsfrom super-sheep-dogswithout the introduction of the
hormone into the mother were a complete failure.

But it is time to return to the little Alsatian, in fact, to Sirius. Trelone
was from the first very excited about this animal. The longer it remained
a helplessinfant, the more excited he became.He saw in it the possibility
of the fulfilment of his almost wildest hopes. Discussing it with Eliza-
beth, he fired her imagination with the prospects of this canine infant,
and unfolded his plan before her. This animal must have as far as pos-
sible the samekind of psychological environment astheir own baby. He
told her of an American animal-psychologist and his wife who had
brought up a baby chimpanzee in precisely the same conditions as their
own little girl. It was fed, clothed, cared for, exactly as the child; and
with very interesting results. This, Thomas said, was not quite what he
wanted for little Sirius, becauseone could not treat a puppy precisely as
a baby without violating its nature. Its bodily organization was too dif-
ferent from the baby's. But what he did want was that Sirius should be
brought up to feel himself the social equal of little Plaxy. Differences of
treatment must never suggest differences of biological or social rank. El-
izabeth had already, he said, proved herself an ideal mother, giving the
children that precious feeling of being devotedly loved by a divinely
wise and generous being, yet fostering their independence and making
no greedy emotional claims on them. This was the atmosphere that Tho-
mas demanded for Sirius; this and the family environment. And their
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family, he told her, had taught him a very important truth. Unfortunate
experiences in his own childhood had led him to regard family as a
hopelessly bad institution, and one which ought to be abolished. She
would remember his wild ideas of experimenting with their own chil-
dren. She had tactfully and triumphantly resisted every attempt to re-
move her own first two children from her; and before the third was born
Thomas was already convinced that a really good family environment
was the right influence for a growing child. No doubt she had made mis-
takes. Certainly he had made many. No doubt they had to some extent
unwittingly damaged their children. There was Tamsy's occasional mul-
ishness and Maurice's diffidence. But on the wholeNwell it would be
false modesty and unfair to the children not to recognize that they were
all three fine specimens, friendly, responsible, yet independent and crit-
ical. This was the ideal social tradition in which to perform the great ex-
periment with baby Sirius. Dogs, Thomas reminded Elizabeth, were
prone to servility; but this vice was probably not due to something
servile in their nature; it sprang from the fact that their great social sens-
itivity was forced to take a servile turn by the tyranny of the more de-
veloped specieswhich controlled them. A dog with human intelligence,
brought up to respect itself, would probably not be servile at all, and
might quite well develop a superhuman gift for true social relationship.
Elizabeth took sometime to consider her husband's suggestion, for the
responsibility would be mainly hers. Moreover, she was naturally
anxious about the effects of the experiment on her own baby. Would her
little Plaxy suffer in any way? Thomas persuaded her that no harm
would be done, and indeed that the companionship of child and super-
canine dog must be beneficial to both. With fervour he insisted that the
most valuable social relationships were those between minds asdifferent
from one another as possible yet capable of mutual sympathy. It is per-
haps remarkable that Thomas, who was not himself gifted with out-
standing personal insight or sympathy, should have seen intellectually
the essential nature of community. It would be very interesting, he said,
to watch the growth of this difficult but pregnant companionship. Of
course it might never develop. There might be mere antagonism. Cer-
tainly Elizabeth would have to exercise great tact to prevent the child
from overpowering the dog with its many human advantages. In partic-
ular the little girl's hands and more subtle eyesight would be assets
which the puppy could never attain. And the whole human environ-
ment, which was inevitably alien and awkward for the dog, might well
breed neurosis in a mind that was not human but humanly sensitive.
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Everything possible must be done to prevent Sirius from becoming
either unduly submissive or defiantly arrogant in the manner so famnili-
ar in human beings suffering from a sense of inferiority.

One other principle Thomas wanted Elizabeth to bearin mind. It was,
of course, impossible to know beforehand how the dog's nature would
develop. Sirius might, after all, never reach anything like human mental
stature. But everything must be done on the assumption that he would
do so. Hence it was very important to bring him up not asa pet but asa
person, as an individual who would in due seasonlive an active and in-
dependent life. This being so, his special powers must he fostered. While
he was still, as Thomas put it, a "schoolboy," his interests would, of
course, be "schoolboy" interests, physical, primitive, barbarian; but being
a dog, his expression of them would necessarily be very different from a
real schoolboy's. He would have to exercisethem in normal canine occu-
pations, such as desultory roaming and hunting and fighting. But later,
as his intelligence opened up the human world to him, he would want
some kind of persistent "human" activity; and obviously sheep could
provide him with a career, even if he far excelled the typical super-
sheep-dog mentality. With this in view, and whatever his destiny, he
must be brought up "as hard as nails and fit as hell." This had always
been Elizabeth's policy with her own children; but Sirius would some
time need to face up to conditions far more Spartan than those of the
most Spartan human family. It would not do simply to force him into
such conditions. Somehow she must wile him into wanting them, for
sheerpride in his own nature, and later for the sake of his work. This, of
course,would not apply to his childhood, but in adolescencehe must be-
gin of his own free will to seekhardness. Later still, when his mind was
no longer juvenile, he would perhaps drop the sheep-dog career entirely
and give his mind to more adult pursuits. Even so, the hard practical life
of his youth would not have beenin vain. It would endow him with per-
manent grit and self-reliance.

Elizabeth was a good deal more sceptical than her husband about the
future of Sirius. Sheexpresseda fear, which did not trouble Thomas, that
such a disunited being as Sirius might he doomed to a life of mental tor-
ture. Nevertheless, she finally made up her mind to enter into the spirit
of the experiment, and she planned accordingly.
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Chapter

INFANCY

WHILE he was still unable to walk, Sirius showed the same sort of
brightness as Plaxy in her cot. But even at this early stage his lack of
hands was a grave disadvantage. While Plaxy was playing with her
rattle, he too played with his; but his baby jaws could not compete with
Plaxy's baby hands in dexterity. His interest evenin his earliest toys was
much more like a child's than like the ordinary puppy's monomania for
destruction. Worrying his rattle, he was attentive to the sound that it
made, alternately shaking it and holding it still to relish the contrast
between sound and silence. At about the time when Plaxy began to
crawl, Sirius achieved a staggering walk. His pride in this new art and
his joy in the increased scopethat it gave him were obvious. He now had
the advantage over Plaxv, for his method of locomotion was far better
suited to his quadruped structure than her crawl to her biped form. Be-
fore she had begun to walk he was already lurching erratically over the
whole ground floor and garden. When at last shedid achieve the upright
gait, he was greatly impressed, and insisted on being helped to imitate
her. He soon discovered that this was no game for him.

Plaxy and Sirius were already forming that companionship which was
to have so great an effect on both their minds throughout their lives.
They played together, fed together, were washed together, and were
generally good or naughty together. When one was sick, the other was
bored and abject. When one was hurt, the other howled with sympathy.
Whatever one of them did, the other had to attempt. When Plaxy learned
to tie a knot, Sirius was very distressed at his inability to do likewise.
When Sirius acquired by observation of the family's super-sheep-dog,
Gelert, the habit of lifting a leg at gate-posts to leave his visiting card,
Plaxy found it hard to agree that this custom, though suitable for clogs,
was not at all appropriate to little girls. Shewas deterred only by the dif-
ficulty of the operation. Similarly, though shewas soon convinced that to
go smelling at gate-postswas futile becauseher nosewas not asclever as
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Sirius's, she did not seewhy the practice should outrage the family's no-
tions of propriety. Plaxy's inability to sharein Sirius's developing experi-
ence of social smelling, if | may so name it, was balanced by his clumsi-
nessin construction. Plaxy was the first to discover the joy of building
with bricks; but there soon came a day when Sirius, after watching her
intently, himself brought a brick and set it clumsily on the top of the
rough wall that Plaxy was building. His effort wrecked the wall. This
was not Sirius's first achievement in construction, for he had once been
seento lay three sticks together to form atriangle, an achievement which
caused him great satisfaction. He had to learn to "handle" bricks and
dolls in such a way that neither his saliva nor his pin-point teeth would
harm them. He was already enviously impressed by Plaxy's hands and
their versatility. The normal puppy shows considerable inquisitiveness,
but no impulse to construct; Sirius was more persistently inquisitive and
at times passionately constructive. His behaviour was in many ways
more simian than canine. The lack of hands was a handicap against
which he reacted with a dogged will to triumph over disability.

Thomas judged that his weaknessin construction was due not only to
handlessnessbut to a crudity of vision which is normal in dogs. Long
after infancy he was unable to distinguish between visual forms which
Plaxy would never confuse. For instance, it took him far longer than
Plaxy to distinguish between string neatly tied up in little bundles and
the obscure tangle which, at Garth asin so many homes, composed the
general content of the string-bag. Again, for Sirius, rather fat ovals were
no different from circles, podgy oblongs were the same as squares,
pentagons were mistaken for hexagons, angles of sixty degrees were
much the same asright angles. Consequently in building with toy bricks
he was apt to make mistakes which called forth derision from Plaxy.
Later in life he corrected this disability to some extent by careful training,
but his perception of form remained to the end very sketchy.

In early days he did not suspecthis inferiority in vision. All his failures
in construction were put down to lack of hands. There was indeed a
grave danger that his handlessnesswould so obsesshim that his mind
would bewarped, particularly during a phasewhen the infant Plaxy was
apt to laugh at his helplessness.A little later she was brought to realize
that poor Sirius should not be ragged for his misfortune, but helped
whenever possible. Then began a remarkable relationship in which
Plaxy's hands were held almost ascommon property, like the toys. Sirius
was always running to ask Plaxy to do things he could not manage him-
self, such as opening boxes and winding up clock-work toys. Sirius
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himself beganto develop a surprising "manual” dexterity, combining the
use of fore-paws and teeth; but many operations were for ever beyond
him. Throughout his life he was unable to tie a knot in a piece of cotton,
though there came a time when he could manage to do so in a rope or
stout cord.

Plaxy was the first to show signs of understanding speech,but Sirius
was not far behind. When she beganto talk, he often made peculiar little
noises which, it seemed, were meant to be imitations of human words.
His failure to make himself understood often caused him bitter distress.
He would stand with his tail between his legs miserably whining. Plaxy
was the first to interpret his desperate efforts at communication, but El-
izabeth in time found herself understanding; and little by little she grew
able to equate each of the puppy's grunts and whines with some particu-
lar elementary sound of human speech.Like Plaxy, Sirius began with a
very simple baby-language of monosyllables. Little by little this grew in-
to a canine, or super-canine, equivalent of educated English. So alien
were his vocal organs to speech,that even when he had perfected the art
no outsider would suspect his strange noises of being any human lan-
guage at all. Yet he had his own equivalent of every vocal sound. Some
of his consonantswere difficult to distinguish from one another, but El-
izabeth and Plaxy and the rest of the family came to understand him as
easily asthey understood eachother. | described his speechas composed
of whimpers and grunts and growls. This perhaps maligns it, though es-
sentially true. He spoke with a notable gentleness and precision, and
there was a fluid, musical quality in his voice.

Thomas was, of course,immensely elated by the dog's development of
true speech,for this was a sure sign of the fully human degree of intelli-
gence. The baby chimpanzee that was brought up with a human baby
kept level with its foster-sister until the little girl beganto talk, but then
dropped behind; for the ape never showed any sign of using words.

Thomas determined to have a permanent record of the dog's speech.
He bought the necessaryapparatus for making gramophone discs, and
reproduced conversations between Sirius and Plaxy. He allowed no one
to hear these records except the family and his two most intimate col-
leagues, Professor McAlister and Dr. Billing, who were influential in pro-
curing funds for the research,and knew that Thomas's secret ambition
soared far above the production of super-sheep-dogs. On several occa-
sions Thomas brought the distinguished biologists to see Sirius.

There was a time when it seemed that these gramophone records
would be the sole lasting and tangible evidence of Thomas's triumph. In
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spite of inoculation, Sirius developed distemper and almost succumbed.
Day after day, night after night, Elizabeth nursed the wretched little an-
imal through this peculiarly noisome disease, leaving her own child

mainly to Mildred, the nursemaid. Had it not been for Elizabeth's skill

and devotion, Sirius would not have come through with his powers un-
impaired. Probably he would have died. This incident had two import-

ant results. It created in Sirius a passionate and exacting affection for his
foster-mother, so that for weeks he would scarcelylet her out of his sight
without making an uproar; and it bred in Plaxy a dreadful sensethat her
mother's love was being given wholly to Sirius. In fact Plaxy became
lonely and jealous. This trouble was soon put right when Sirius had re-
covered, and Elizabeth was able to give more attention to her child; but
then it was the dog's turn to be jealous. The climax came when Sirius,
seeing Elizabeth comforting Plaxy after a tumble, rushed savagely at her
and actually nipped her little bare leg. There was then a terrible scene.
Plaxy screamedand screamed. Elizabeth was for once really angry. Siri-
us howled with remorse for what he had done: and actually, out of a
sensethat retribution was needed, made a half-hearted attempt to bite
his own leg. Then matters were made much worse by the family's super-
sheep-dog, Gelert, who rushed to the scene of uproar. Seeing Plaxy's
bleeding leg, and Elizabeth being very angry with the puppy, Gelert as-
sumed that this was a casefor severe punishment, and set upon the ab-
ject culprit. Sirius was bowled over and none too gently mauled by the
furiously growling Gelert. The puppy's remorse gave place to fright, and
his whimpers to screams of terror, to which the weeping Plaxy added
screams of fear for her beloved friend. The other children rushed upon
the scene,followed by Kate and Mildred with brooms and arolling pin.

Even the infant Plaxy seized Gelert by the tail and tried to drag him off.
But it was Elizabeth herself who snatched Sirius from the jaws of death
(as it seemed to him) and roundly cursed the officious Gelert.

This incident seemsto have had several important results. It made
both Sirius and Plaxy realize how much, after all, they cared for one an-
other. It persuaded Plaxy that her mother had not discarded her for Siri-
us. And it proved to Sirius that Elizabeth loved him even when he had
been very wicked. The unfortunate Gelert alone gained no comfort.

The only further punishment inflicted on Sirius was deep disgrace. El-
izabeth withdrew her kindness. Plaxy, in spite of her secret knowledge
that Sirius was very dear, was filled with self-pity once more when he
had beenrescued, and treated him with cold self-righteousness. To pun-
ish Sirius. Plaxy showed a violent affection for the kitten, Tommy, who
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had recently beenimported from a neighbouring farm. Sirius, of course,
was tortured with jealousy, and was afforded good practice in self-con-
trol. He succeededall the better becauseon the one occasion when he
did attack Tommy, he discovered that the kitten had claws. Sirius was
very sensitive to neglect and censure.When his human friends were dis-
pleasedwith him he lost interest in everything but his misery. He would

not play, he would not eat. On this occasion he set himself to win Plaxy
over by many little attentions. He brought her a beautiful feather, then a
lovely white pebble, and eachtime he timidly kissed her hand. Suddenly
she gave him a hearty hug, and both broke into a romp. Towards Eliza-
beth, Sirius was less bold. He merely eyed her askance, his tail timor-

ously vibrating when he caught her glance. So comic was this spectacle
that she could not help laughing. Sirius was forgiven.

At a stage in his puppyhood shortly after this incident Sirius con-
ceived a respectful admiration for Gelert. The slightly older and biologic-
ally quite adult super-sub-human animal treated him with carelesscon-
tempt. Sirius followed Gelert about and mimicked all his actions. One
day Gelert by great good fortune caught a rabbit and devoured it, growl-
ing savagely when Sirius approached. The puppy watched him with
mingled admira tion and horror. The spectacleof that swift pursuit and
capture roused in him the hunting impulses of the normal dog. The
scream of the rabbit, its struggle, sudden limpness and hideous dismem-
berment, shocked him deeply; for he had a sympathetic and imaginative
nature, and Elizabeth had brought up her family in atradition of tender-
nesstowards all living things. But now a conflict arosewhich was to dis-
tress him throughout his life, the conflict between what he later called his
"wolf-nature" and his compassionate civilized mentality.

The immediate result was a strong and guilty lust for the chaseand an
intensified, awed passion for Gelert. He became obsessedby the rabbit-
warren. He was for ever sniffing at the entrancesto the burrows, whim-
pering with excitement. For a while Plaxy was almost forgotten. Vainly
shetried to win him back into partnership in her games.Vainly she hung
about the burrows with him, bored and cross. In her presence he once
caught a frog and disgustingly mangled it in an attempt to eat it. She
burst into tears. His hunting impulse was suddenly quenched, and hor-
ror supervened. He rushed whimpering to his darling and covered her
face with bloody kisses.

Many times henceforth he was to suffer the torturing conflict between
his normal canine impulses and his more developed nature.

22



His admiration of Gelert was gradually damped down by the discov-
ery that the older dog had no interest in anything but hunting and eat-
ing. Once more there was a conflict. Hunting now gripped Sirius as the
main joy of life; but it was a guilty joy. He felt its call almost as a reli-
gious claim upon him, the claim of the dark blood-god for sacrifice; but
he was also disgusted with the sacrifice, and deeply disturbed by Plaxy's
horror. Moreover, after his first obsessionhe began to recover interest in
the many activities which he shared with Plaxy. These were of no in-
terest to Gelert.

The final disillusionment camewhen Sirius beganto realize that Gelert
not merely would not but could not talk. This suspicion had long
haunted Sirius, but he had believed that Gelert's unresponsiveness was
merely due to his haughty disposition. There came a day, however,
when this theory ceasedto be possible. Young Sirius, whose four-foot lo-
comotion was far more developed than Plaxy's running, had beentrying
to keep up with Gelert at the outset of a hunting expedition. They came
upon a sheep with a broken leg. Though Gelert was not in the sheep-
tending profession, he knew very well that sheepwere things to be cher-
ished. He knew also that Mr. Pugh of Caer Blai was in this easethe re-
sponsible man. He therefore hurried off to Caer Blai, far outstripping the
loose-limbed puppy. When at last Sirius arrived in the farmyard, he
found Gelert making an inarticulate fuss around Pugh, vainly trying to
persuade him to come up the hill. Sirius knew that he himself could not
make Pugh understand, but he knew also that he could explain to any
member of his own family. He therefore set off to find one of them and
encountered Giles on his way home from school. He pantingly told Giles
the story, and the two hurried to Caer Blai. Giles momentarily forgot the
great family taboo about "not telling people about Sirius," and said to
Pugh, "Sirius saysthere's a sheepwith a broken leg in Nant Twll-y-cwm,
and it may get drowned." Pugh looked at him with incredulity, but was
impressed by the boy's earnestnessand the antics of the dogs. He accom-
panied them up the valley, and there was the sheep. After this incident
Sirius regarded Gelert as a nit-wit, and the farmer suspected Sirius of be-
ing an altogether "super" super-sheep-dog.

The discovery that Gelert could not speak, and was in other respects
also a half-wit, was a shock to Sirius. Gelert excelled him in all those
ways in which he outshone his human friends, in speed,in endurance,in
scentand in hearing. For some time he had taken Gelert as his model.
Mimicking Gelert's taciturnity, he had even tried not to talk. Sosuccess-
ful had he been that Elizabeth in one of her letters to Thomas said that
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Sirius's human mentality seemedto be waning. The realization that the
older dog simply could not talk changed the puppy's attitude. Suddenly
he becamegarrulous, and showed an increased desire to keep pace with
Plaxy in acquiring all sorts of human skills. Also he devised an amusing
way of ridiculing Gelert. He would hold imaginary conversations with
the supersheep-dog, pretending that Gelert's silence was due to deliber-
ate taciturnity. The older animal would at first ignore the garrulous
puppy; but presently, particularly if the spectators laughed, his super-
canine though sub-human mind would begin to suspectthat Sirius was
making a fool of him. He would look very self-consciousand perplexed,
and sooner or later drive the insolent youngster away, or seize him and
chastise him.

Plaxy was by now being taught to read and write. Her mother devoted
an hour a day to this task. Sirius had at first shown a mild curiosity
about the queer business, but under the influence of Gelert he had
thrown it over for the sake of hunting. Elizabeth made no effort to com-
pel him to carry on his studies. Either his distaste was a passing phase,
soon to be outgrown, or his mind was after all not sufficiently super-can-
ine to persist in this alien occupation, in which casecompulsion would
be disastrous. However, when his idol had fallen, he reverted to the
game of reading and writing. He had missed a good deal, so Elizabeth
undertook to coach him up to Plaxy's standard. Of course his handless-
nessmade it impossible for him ever to write savewith some special ap-
paratus. It was also discovered that, apart from his obvious disability for
writing, his reading also was doomed to be very seriously hampered, so
crude was his perception of visual form. Plaxy used to spell out simple
words with her box of letters, but Sirius found it very difficult to distin-
guish between C, G, D, O and Q, and also between B, P, R, and K. He
was also greatly confused by Band F, by Sand Z, by A and H, by H and
K. At a later stage,when Plaxy was mastering the lower-case letters, and
thesein small type, Sirius was still more handicapped. Sometimesit al-
most seemed that his intelligence was after all sub-human. Elizabeth,
who, in spite of her triumphant impartiality towards her child and her
foster-child, had always a secretdesire for Plaxy to excel, now wrote to
Thomas that after all Sirius was not much better than a moron. But Tho-
mas, whose secretdesire was the reverse of his wife's, replied with a dis-
sertation on the poor vision of dogs, and urged her to encourage Sirius
by telling him of this canine disability, to praise his enterprise in learning
to read and write at all, and to remind him that he had great advantages
over human beings in other spheres.Encouragement tapped a surprising
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fund of doggednessin Sirius, for he spent hours every day by himself
practising reading. Great progress was made, but after a week or so El-
izabeth felt bound to intervene becauseof symptoms of mental break-
down, She praised him and petted him, and persuaded him that he
would leant more quickly and permanently if he tried a hit less hard.

Sirius recognized, of course, that in writing he could not possibly
reach Plaxy's standard, but he was determined not to be entirely without
this valuable art. It was he himself that invented a way out of his disabil-
ity. He persuaded Elizabeth to make him a tight leather mitten for his
right paw. On the back of the mitten was a socket into which a pen or
pencil could be inserted. When this article was completed, he made his
first experiment in writing. He was very excited. Lying in the "couchant”
position with his lelt foreleg on the paper to hold it in place, he kept his
right elbow on the ground, and was able to scrawl out DOG, CAT,
PLAXY, SIRIUS, and so on. The neural organization of his leg and the
motor-centres of his brain were probably not at all well adapted to this
activity; but once more his doggedness triumphed. Long practice
brought him after some years the skill to write a letter in large, irregular
but legible characters.In later life, as| shall tell, he even ventured on the
task of writing books.

Thomas was more impressed than Elizabeth by Sirius's achievement,
because he probably appreciated more fully the difficulties that the
puppy had overcome.

Sofar as possible, Sirius took part in all the simple lessonsthat Eliza-
beth gave to Plaxy. He was never very good at arithmetic, perhaps be-
cause of his poor visual powers; but he managed to avoid being out-
classed by Plaxy, who was none too good herself. His spelling, too, was
very bad, probably for the samereason.But at an early age he showed a
great interest in language and the art of precise expression. Poetry had
sometimes a deep effect on him. In spite of his visual weaknesshe read a
good deal, and he often begged members of the family to read aloud to
him. This they did very frequently, knowing how great a boon it was for
him.

But to return to his puppyhood. There cameatime when it seemedde-
sirable for Plaxy to attend the village school. Sirius, of course, could not
do so. It was sometimes with thankfulness for his freedom, but some-
times with envy, that he watched his little foster-sister set off with her
books in the morning. He was now of an age to do a great deal of free
roaming, and the passion for the scents and adventures of the coun-
tryside was now strong in him. But the thought that Plaxy was
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outstripping him in knowledge of the great world of men worried him
sorely. In the afternoons, when she returned from school, she often as-
sured him that lessonswere a bore; but he could tell from her tone that
she felt important and proud, and that a good deal that happened at
school was great fun. He made a habit of gleaning from her the most use-
ful bits of information that she had acquired during the day. It becamea
regular custom with her to do her homework with him, to the profit of
them both. Meanwhile Elizabeth continued Sirius's education in a des-
ultory but stimulating way. Often he was able to pay his debt to Plaxy by
passing on to her the fruits of his own lessons,though she generally ad-
opted a superior attitude to his tit-bits. Sometimeshe told her about con-
versations with Thomas, who had made a habit of taking Sirius for walks
on the hills and telling him all sorts of significant scraps of science or
world-history. Plaxy herself, of course, was sometimes present on these
walks. But generally Thomas needed vigorous exerciseat the week-ends,
and his little daughter could not keep up with him aswell as Sirius. Dur-
ing his puppyhood Sirius often came home tired after long expeditions
with Thomas, but when he reached mid-adolescence he used to look for-
ward with pleasure to the almost weekly trek over Arenig, the Rhinogs
or Moelwyn, listening to the far-ranging flow of Thomas's thought, or
probing him with questions. Thesethe great physiologist answered with
all the patience and care which he was accustomed to give to his stu-
dents. This was Sirius's main intellectual education, this frequent contact
with a mature and brilliant mind. Often the two would discuss Sirius's
future, Thomas encouraging him to believe that a great work lay before
him. But of this later, | have let myself pass beyond the dog's puppy-
hood, and now | must return to it.

Not only in reading and writing but in another way also Sirius was in-
evitably inferior to Plaxy, and indeed to nearly all human beings. He was
entirely colour-blind. | understand that there is still doubt about colour-
sensitivity in dogs. Dissection, | believe, has revealed that they have ap-
proximately the same equipment of "rods and cones"in their retinae as
that of human beings. But psychological experiments have not yet
proved that dogs are in fact sensitive to colour. Possibly the truth is that,
though some dogs are aware of colour, the incidence of colour-blindness
in the canine speciesis much greater than in man. However that may be,
it is certain that Sirius was completely colour-blind. Until quite late in his
puppyhood, long after he had learned to talk, he himself had no suspi-
cion that his seeing lacked any qualities possessedby Plaxy's. Thomas
had told Elizabeth that dogs were almost certainly colour-blind, but she
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refused to believe it of Sirius, insisting that he could distinguish between
her differently coloured dresses."No," said Thomas, "he probably doesit
by scentor the touch of his sensitive tongue. Besides,haven't you noticed
that he goes badly adrift in his use of the names of colours? Anyhow,
let's test him." For this purpose Thomas bought a child's box of wooden
picture-blocks, and covered the facesof the cubeswith paper of different
colours very carefully selectedso that their tone values and tactual and
olfactory qualities should be identical. Any differences of odour that
might be due to differences of pigment he blotted out by drenching the
blocks in eau-de-Cologne. He then presented the "box of bricks" to Plaxy
and Sirius. Plaxy at once produced a chequer of pink and blue squares.
Sirius was obviously uninterested in the blocks, but he was persuaded to
copy Plaxy's chequer. He put the piecestogether quite at random. It was
soon obvious even to Sirius himself that Plaxy saw something which he
missed. He at once set about the same kind of self-education which he
had undertaken in order to read. With Plaxy's aid he must discover the
thing that had escapedhim in the bricks, and then strengthen his powers
of seeing it. Plaxy displayed coloured objectsto him one after another,
naming their colours. She showed him a coloured print and a mono-
chrome photograph. Giles produced a flash-light with red and green
glasses.But all was in vain. Sirius was quite unable to discover what col-
our was.

He was at first greatly distressed, but Thomas comforted him by assur-
ing him that all dogs were colour-blind, and probably all mammals but
apesand men. And he reminded Sirius that dogs were at any rate far su-
perior in hearing and smelling. Sirius had long known that human noses
were very poor instruments. He had often been contemptuous because
Plaxy could not smell out her mother's track in the garden, or tell with
her nose whether a certain footprint was Gelert's or another dog's.
Moreover at an early age he was surprised and disappointed at her ob-
tusenessto all the mysterious and exciting smells of the countryside after
rain. While she mildly enjoyed an indiscriminate freshness and fra-
grance, he would analyse the messagesof the breezewith quivering nos-
trils, gasping out words between the sniffs. "Horse," he would say; then
after another sniff, "And not a horse | have smelt before." Or, "Postman!
Must be coming up the lane." Or perhaps, "Sea-smellto-day," though the
seawas several miles away behind the Rhinogs. A slight veering of the
wind might bring him whiffs of a distant waterfall, or more fragrant
odours of the moor, or peat or heather or bracken. Sometimes, gripped
by some strange enticing scent, he would rush off to trace it. Once he
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came trotting back after a few minutes of exploration and said, "Strange
bird, but | couldn't seehim properly.” On another occasion he suddenly
rushed out of the house, sniffed the breeze, raced off up the moor, cast
about till he picked up a trail, and then streamed along it round the hill
shoulder. After an hour or so he returned in great excitement, made
Plaxy fetch out the animal book and turn the pagestill she cameto The
Fox."That's him!" he cried, "Gosh, what a smell!" Once in the middle of a
romping game in the garden he cameto a sudden halt, sniffing. His hair
bristled, his tail curled under his belly. "Let's go inside," he said, "theres
some dreadful thing up wind." Plaxy laughed, but he seemed so dis-
turbed that she consented. Twenty minutes later Giles arrived from
school, full of the news that he had seena menagerie passalong the road
to Ffestiniog.

Giles was so tickled by Sirius's reaction that he clamoured for Sirius to
be taken to seethe wild beastswith the rest of the family, arguing that
the little coward had better learn that bad smells were not really danger-
ous. After much persuasion Sirius consentedto go. The experience had a
lasting effect on him. As he entered the enclosure the appalling contu-
sion of odours, some enticing, some formidable, tore his nerves as
though (as he said long afterwards) all the instruments of an orchestra
were tuning up together at full blast. With tucked-in tail and scaredeyes
he kept closeto Elizabeth asthe party moved from cageto cage.Many of
the animals roused his hunting impulse; but the great carnivora, the ab-
jectand mangy lion, tiger, and bear, forlornly pacing their narrow cages,
tortured him, partly by their terrifying natural smell, partly by their ac-
quired odour of ill-health and misery. The slit-eyed wolf, too, greatly af-
fected him with its similarity to himself. While he was gazing with fas-
cination at this distant cousin, the lion suddenly roared, and Sirius, shiv-
ering with fright, shrank up against Elizabeth's legs. Stimulated by the li-
on, the rest of the animals started to give tongue. When the elephant rent
the air with a blast of his trumpet, Sirius took to his heels and vanished.

The world of odour was one in which Plaxy had only slight experi-
ence. In the world of sound she was not so completely outclassed, but
she was far behind Sirius. He could hear approaching footsteps long be-
fore Plaxy or any other human being could detect them, and he could
unfailingly tell who it was that was coming. The cry of a bat, entirely
beyond the range of muost human ears, was described by Sirius as a
sharp needle of sound. Both Elizabeth and Plaxy soon discovered that he
was incredibly sensitive to their tone of voice. He could distinguish un-
erringly between spontaneous praise and mere kindly encouragement,
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between real condemnation and censure with an undertone of amuse-
ment or approval. Not only so, but he seemedable to detect changes of
temper in them before they themselves had noticed them. "Elizabeth," he
would suddenly ask, "why are you sad?" She would reply, laughing,
“But I'm not! I'm rather pleased becausethe bread has risen nicely." "Oh,
but you aresad, underneath," he would answer. "l can hear it quite well.
You are only pleased on top." And after a pause she would have to say,
"Oh, well, perhaps | am. | wonder why."

His nose, too, gave him a lot of information about people's emotional
states. He sometimes spoke of a "cross smell,” a "friendly smell," a
“frightened smell," a "tired smell."

So sensitive was he to odour and to sound, that he found human
speech quite inadequate to expressthe richness of these two universes.
He once said of a certain odour in the house, "It's rather like the trail of a
hare where a spaniel has followed it, and some time ago a donkey
crossedit too." Both scentand sound had for him rich emotional mean-
ing, innate and acquired. It was obvious that many odours that he en-
countered for the first time roused a strong impulse of pursuit, while
others he sought to avoid. It was obvious, too, that many odours ac-
guired an added emotional meaning through their associations.One day
when he was out on the moor by himself one of his paws was badly cut
on a broken bottle, It happened that while he limped home there was a
terrifying thunderstorm. When at last he staggered in at the front door,
Elizabeth mothered him and cleaned up his foot with a certain well-
known disinfectant. The smell of it was repugnant to him, but it now ac-
quired a flavour of security and kindliness which was to last him all his
life.

Many sounds stirred him violently. Thunder and other great noises
terrified him. The tearing of calico made him leap with a purely
physiological fright, and set him barking in merry protest. Human
laughter he found very infectious. It roused in him a queer yelping
laughter which was all his own. The tones of the human voice not only
told him of the emotional state of the speaker but also stimulated strong
emotional responsesin himself, The odours of emotion had a similar
effect.

Like many dogs, young Sirius found human music quite excruciating.
An isolated vocal or instrumental theme was torture enough to him; but
when several voices or instruments combined, he seemedto lose control
of himself completely. His fine auditory discrimination made even well-
executed solos seem to him badly out of tune. Harmony and the
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combination of several themes resulted for him in hideous cacophony.
Elizabeth and the children would sometimes sing rounds, for instance
when they were coming down the moor after a picnic. Sirius invariably

had to give up his usual far-ranging course and draw into the party to
howl. The indignant children would chasehim away, but as soon asthe
singing beganagain he would return and once more give tongue. On one
occasion Tamsy, who was the most seriously musical member of the
family, cried imploringly, "Sirius, doeither keep quiet or keep away! Why

can't you let us enjoy ourselves?"He replied, "But how can you like such
a horrible jarring muddle of sweet noises?| have to come to you because
they're so sweet, and | have to howl becauseit's a mess,and becauseNoh
becauseit might be so lovely." Once he said, "If | were to paint a picture

could you just keep away? Wouldn't you go crazy becauseof the all-
wrongness of the colour? Well, sounds are far more exciting to me than
your queer colour is to you."

The family refused to admit that their singing was a mess, Instead,
they determined to "teach Sirius music." He accepted his fate with dog-
like docility and fortitude. After all, painful as the process must be, it
would help him to find out more about human beings; and even at a
very early age he had begun to be curious about the difference between
himself and his friends.

The whole family gathered in the sitting-room to "teach Sirius music."
Elizabeth produced her cherished but now neglected violin, On the few
earlier occasionswhen she had played on it within earshot of Sirius, he
always came hurrying to her, howling. If the door was shut, he gave
tongue outside. Otherwise he rushed into the room and leapt up at her
till she had to stop. On this occasionhe at first made some effort to keep
a hold on himself during the painful operation that his family were de-
termined to perform on him. But excitement soon overcame him. Tamsy
was at the piano. Maurice and Giles were ready, if wanted, with their re-
corders. Plaxy sat on the floor with her arms around the resigned but
rather mischievous Sirius, "to keep him from going mad on us." For it
was clear that Sirius was going to be difficult. When Plaxy let him es-
cape, he bounded from instrument to instrument, making mock attacks
on each.His tail thrashed from side to side in a conflict of agony and de-
light, knocking the bow from Elizabeth's hand, and sending a recorder
flying acrossthe room. Even when Plaxy held him, he turned the experi-
ment to chaos by giving tongue with such vigour and virtuosity that the
simple tones of the instrument were drowned, When at last he was per-
suaded to co-operate seriously, it was soon found that he had at any rate
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a far better ear for pitch than any of the family. When Elizabeth moved
her finger so slightly on the string that none of the children could hear
any difference, Sirius detected a change. Elizabeth was amazed to find
that he could also sing accurately in tune. Once when she played a single
tone and he could not restrain himself from giving tongue, the main ele-
ment in his wail was obviously in tune with the violin, With a little en-
couragement he produced the pure note without any trimmings. When
Maurice played a scale on his recorder, Sirius sang in unison with it
keeping perfectly in tune even with the inaccurate tones produced by the
young musician on an imperfect instrument.

With his usual doggedness Sirius set about conquering this excruciat-
ing thing, music. He showed surprising aptitude for singing, soon out-
stripping Plaxy in reproducing the family songs. Sometimes he sang
without words; sometimes he used his own canine equivalent of the Eng-
lish words of the song. (His lingo, being simply mispronounced English,
rhymed and scanned appropriately.)

With practice he becamelesstortured by human music. In fact he actu-
ally cameto like it, solong asit was not too badly out of tune. He would
often join in singing the rounds that had formerly tormented him. Some-
times when Elizabeth played her violin he would come to listen. In cer-
tain moods he would retire to a favourite point of vantage on the moor
and spend hours singing to himself. He would go over and over the
songs that Elizabeth had so often sung about the house.

It was a tune-loving family. Under Elizabeth's influence it had de-
veloped an amusing system of musical calls which served the function of
bugle-calls. A certain little tune meant "Time to get up,” another
"Breakfast is ready," another "All is now prepared for starting on the ex-
pedition," and so on. Plaxy and Sirius, the two youngest members of the
family, invented a number of private calls of their own. One of these, for
instance, meant "Come and help me!" Another said, "Something interest-
ing here. Conic and investigate"; another "Come and play with me!" One
little trickle of sound meant, "I am going to pee." To this there were two
possible musical answers. One said, "Right oh! Soam |," and the other
"Nothing doing by me." It was curious, by the way, that if one of them
made water the other had always to follow suit on the same spot, in the
approved canine manner. Always? No! Plaxy soon found that she could
not keep pace with Sirius in this etiquette of leaving tokens.

When Thomas heard of Sirius's habit of retiring on to the moor to
practise singing, he feared lest his precious animal should become no-
torious as"the singing dog," and be exploited. It was indeed startling for
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the natives to hear the sweet, accurate, but inarticulate and inhuman
voice, and to come upon a large dog squatting on his haunches melodi-
ously giving tongue. Thomas, it was rumoured, had sinister powers. He
could put demons into dogs. Fortunately the farther these rumours
spread, the lessthey were believed. No craze equivalent to the caseof the
talking mongoose or the Loch Ness monster developed over the singing
dog.

In his puppyhood Sirius sang only human music. Throughout his life
he was deeply interested in the great classical achievements of man's
musical genius, but ashe had always found the fundamental structure of
human music crude, and inadequate to his interest in sound-Form and
the emotions which sought musical expression, he began to experiment
with new scales, intervals, and rhythms, suited to his more sensitive
hearing. He made use of the quarter-tone and even the eighth-of-a-tone.
Sometimes, in his purely canine mood, his melodies divided the octave
in quite a different manner from any human musical mode. Thus to the
human listener his most distinctive music becamelessrecognizably mu-
sical and more like the baying of a dog, though a strangely varied and
disturbing baying.

A supple and mellow voice was Sirius's only medium of expression.
He often longed to play some instrument, so asto be able to introduce
harmony into his experiments, but his tragic lack of hands prevented
him. Sometimes he sat at the piano trying to finger out a two-note ac-
companiment to his singing, but his paws were far too clumsy to do even
this properly. For long spells he would give up music entirely because
his handlessnessprevented him from doing what he wanted with it. At
these times he would wander about with tail and head low, refusing
comfort. The mingled senseof helplessnessand talent tormented him.
But presently his buoyant spirits would revive, and he would resolve
that, if instrumental music must remain for ever impossible to him, he
would do new and marvellous things with his voice. Throughout his life
Sirius alternated between self pity on account of his disabilities and a
surprisingly detached and humorous acceptanceof his nature and his
environment, issuing in a zestful will to triumph in spite of everything.
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4

Chapter

YOUTH

IN the foregoing chapter | should have written only about Sirius as a
puppy, but in dealing with his disabilities and powers | was inevitably
led on to speak of his later life. His serious musical adventures, for in-
stance,did not begin till puppyhood was well over. | must now concen-
trate more definitely on his adolescenceand early maturity, preparing
the way for an account of that part of his life with which my own life be-
came for a while closely entangled.

Already in adolescenceSirius was larger than most sheep-dogs. But
though tall, he was at this time very slight and lanky, and it was often
said that he had "overgrown his strength." He was also far from cour-
ageous. His caution in his encounters with other dogs was increased by
his discovery in sundry minor brawls that his large cranium made his
head unwieldly and his seizing of his opponent rather less slick than it
might have been. This weaknesswas largely overcome when he reached
full maturity, for constant exercise developed the muscles of his neck
sufficiently to cope with his extra weight of head. In youth, however, he
was no match for the smaller but more experienced collies that tended
the sheep. One of these, unfortunately a near neighbour, formed a habit
of persecuting Sirius whenever possible. There came a day when he was
ignominiously chased home by this animal, who bore the appropriate
name Diawl Du, black devil. It was the school-girl Plaxy who seized the
yard broom and drove off the black devil with blows and shrill curses.
Later Sirius heard Plaxy telling her mother about the incident. Sheended
the story with, "I'm afraid poor Sirius hasn't much spunk." Sirius did not
know the word "spunk," but he detected in Plaxy's voice, which she in-
tended to be merely amused, a note of deep mortification. He sneaked
off to find a dictionary. With some trouble and much use of his wet
tongue for turning the "India paper" pages he found the word; and he
didn't like the idea that Plaxy thought him lacking in spunk. For "spunk"
according to the Oxford Concise Dictionary meant "courage, mettle,

33



spirit, anger," and was connected with "spark." Somehow he must regain
Plaxy's respect, but how?

That sameday Plaxy seemedto turn her attention away from Sirius to-
wards the young cat, Trix, successorto Tommy. This impulse to make
much of catswas a common reaction with her when she was at all alien-
ated from Sirius. Shewould cuddle Trix in front of him and remark on
her lovely tortoise-shell coat or her dainty nose. Also, Sirius noted, she
would becomestrangely catlike herself, sitting about in lofty silence and
indolence, "hugging herself," as he sometimes put it.

Shortly after his defeat by Diawl Do, Sirius got himself into serious
disgrace over Trix. The cat was contemplating a leap into Plaxy's lap
when Sirius lost control of himself and attacked his minute rival with
noisy rage. Shearched her back and stood firm, slashing Sirius's face, so
that he retreated, yelping. Plaxy's scream turned into a laugh. Reviling
Sirius for a bully and a coward, she snatched up Trix and lavished en-
dearments on her. Sirius slunk away in shame and misery.

A fortnight later it was remarked in the family that Sirius had de-
veloped an unexpected craze for worrying an old spade-handle which
had been lying in the outhouse. Whenever possible he would persuade
some sturdy human being, preferably Maurice, who was home from
boarding school, to join in the game. Boy and dog would hang on to op-
posite ends of the piece of ash and swing hither and thither about the
garden, eachtrying to shake off his opponent. Towards the end of the
holidays Maurice remarked, "Sirius is getting damned strong. You can't
tear the thing from him; you can't twist it from him." All this time Sirius
had been carefully avoiding Diawl Du, but at last he felt ready. Though
he was confident that his grip was much more powerful than it had
been, and his head movements quicker and more precise, he would not
trust to physical powers alone; cunning must be his mainstay. His
strategy was planned with great care. He studied his chosen battle-
ground, and rehearsed the crucial action which was to give him victory
in the very scene of his former discomfiture, and under the eyes of Plaxy.

One afternoon when Plaxy had returned from school he hurried over
to Glasdo, the farm where Diawl Du lived, and ostentatiously hung
about till his enemy issued like a black avalanche from the farmyard
gate. Sirius at once took to his heels, bolting for home. To reach the front
door of Garth, which was ostensibly his objective, he had to make a
right-angled turn through the yard gate. (Garth, it will be remembered,
was an old farm-house.) As he checked himself to do this and swing
through the gate, he glanced behind to seethat Diawl Du was at the
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correct distance. Then he raced round the yard in a great curve, arriving
back at the gate, but at right anglesto his original course through it, and
hidden from Diawl Du by the wall. At that moment the collie swerved
through the gate in pursuit, and Sirius with great momentum crashedin-
to him on the left flank. Diawl Du rolled over with Sirius on top of him.
Sirius gripped his throat, his teeth finding a much firmer hold than on
the hard old spade handle. He hung on desperately, fearing that if he
once let go the superior skill of the other dog would be his undoing. The
collie's throttled screams and Sirius's own continuous muffled growl
soon brought out the inmates of the house. Out of the corner of his eye,
as he rolled over and over with his enemy, Sirius caught sight of Plaxy.
The warm blood seepedinto his mouth and threatened to choke him, but
he hung on, coughing for breath. The saltnessand odour of Diawl Du's
blood, he afterwards said, turned him mad. Some pent up energy and
fury in him was releasedfor the first time. At the height of the struggle
the thought flashed upon him, "This is real life, this is what | am for, not
all that human twaddle." He gripped and tugged and worried, while Di-
awl Du's struggles becameweaker, and the horrified human beings did
their bestto loosen his grip. They beat him, they threw pepper in his face
so that he sneezedviolently, but he did not let go. They fell upon him in
a massto hold him quiet while they tried to prise his jaws open with a
stick. His own blood mixed with the collie's in his mouth, and he was
surprised at the different flavour of it. Nothing that the family could do
made him loosen his grip. Plaxy, desperate with horror, did her bestto
force her hands into his mouth. Then suddenly beside herself, she
screamed. At last Sirius let go, and Diawl Du lay inert on the ground.

The victor stalked away, licking his blood-slippery lips, his spine still
bristling. After taking a drink at the trough under the yard pump, he lay
down with his chin on his paws to watch the proceedings. Elizabeth sent
the children into the house for warm water, disinfectants, bandages,
while she examined the wound. Presently Plaxy was holding the uncon-
scious dog's head, while Elizabeth applied a large cotton-wool pad and
wound the bandage round his neck. After a while Diawl Du showed
signs of life, moving his head slightly in Plaxy's hands. He produced the
ghost of a growl, which ended in a whimper. Then they carried him in-
side and laid him before the kitchen fire with a drink of water beside
him.

No one took any notice of Sirius, who still lay in the yard, stiff and
sore; triumphant, but also rather bewildered and resentful. If she wanted
him to have spunk, why didn't she come and praise him and pet him?

35



Presently Elizabeth came and started up the little car. When she had
backed it into the road, she went in and, with Maurice's help, brought
out Diawl Du in her arms, while the others prepared a place for him on
the back seat of the car. When he was comfortably laid on a rug on the
seat, she drove off to Glasdo.

The children turned towards Sirius. "Gosh!" said Maurice, "you've
done it this time!" And Tamsy, "They'll have you shot asa dangerous an-
imal." Giles contributed, "It was just murder." Plaxy said nothing but
"Oh, Sirius!" He stared at her in silence, trying to analyse her tone of
voice. Mainly it spoke reproach, and horror. But there was something
elsein it, perhaps exultation at his prowess, perhaps mere human superi-
ority. Anyhow, what did he care?He lay still for alittle longer with chin
on paws, staring at Plaxy. At that moment Trix, the cat, cameand rubbed
herself against Plaxy's legs. Plaxy picked her up and hugged her. Sirius
rose, his back once more bristling, and with alow noise between a snort
and a growl he stalked with conscious dignity out through the gate.

The fight with Diawl Du was aturning point in the careerof Sirius. He
had tasted victory. He had got his own back. Never again would he be
cowed by half-wit persecutors. But something more had happened than
a calculated triumph. His deeper nature, his unconscious nature, had
found expression. He had discovered something far more satisfying than
human sophistication. Thesethoughts were not clear in his mind at the
time; but looking back on the incident from a much later period, this was
the form that he gave them.

Elizabeth warned him that, if he attempted murder again, there might
be serious trouble. "Remember,"” she said, "to outsiders you are only a
dog. You have no legal rights at all. If someone decides that you are a
nuisance and shoots you, he won't be had up for murder; he'll merely get
into trouble for destroying a bit of our property. Besides," she added,
"how could you do it? It was horrible, just animal." Sirius gave no re-
sponse to this taunt; but taunt he felt it to be. He could both smell and
hear her contemptuous hostility. Probably some suppressed and unac-
knowledged hate for her canine foster-child had found a sudden outlet.
Sirius saw the folly and danger of his action clearly enough, but her last
remark filled him with rage. In his heart he said, "To hell with them all!"
Outwardly he gave no sign that he was even listening. He was sitting in
front of the kitchen fire, and after Elizabeth's taunt he cocked up a hind
leg and carefully, ostentatiously, groomed his private parts, a habit
which he often used with great effect to annoy his women folk.
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As the months piled up into years Sirius's self-confidence in relation to
other dogs was greatly augmented. His increasing weight and strength
combined with superior intelligence to give him not only freedom from
persecution but acknowledged superiority over all the sheep-dogsof the
countryside, who were all much smaller than the young Alsatian. His
combination of size and cunning put him in a classapart. As for "spunk",
the truth seemsto be that throughout his life he remained at heart a tim-
id creature who rose to a display of boldness only in desperation or
when the odds were favourable, or on those rare occasionswhen the
dark god of his blood took possession of him.

| cannot deal with his relations with animals of his own biological type
without giving some account of his sexual adventures. Long before the
fight with Diawl Du he had begun to be perplexedly interested in any
bitch in heat that he happened to come across.Mostly they would have
nothing to do with him, regarding him, presumably, as an overgrown
puppy. But there was one large and rather elderly black bitch who
seemedto find the callow young giant very attractive. With her he peri-
odically indulged in a great deal of desultory love play. Thomas ob-
served the antics of the couple with keeninterest, becauseit soon became
obvious that Sirius lacked the ordinary dog's intuitive aptitude for mak-
ing full use of his opportunities. The two animals would race around,
tumbling over one another in mock battle, obviously relishing the delect-
able contact of their bodies. But after a while Sirius would stand about
foolishly wagging his tail, wondering what to do next. This aimlessness
was of course a normal stagein the sexual development of dogs, but nor-
mally it soon led to copulation. Sirius, however, who asit happened had
never observed another canine pair copulating, seemedpermanently ata
loss. It was not till he came upon his own beloved in the act of being
taken by another dog, far younger than himself but more instinctive and
more physiologically mature, that he discovered what it was that his
body wanted to do.

Henceforth his amours were brought to a point in the normal manner.
Physiologically he was still merely in the "school-boy" phase, and not
very attractive to mature bitches. Nor was sex at this stage an obsessive
passion with him. It was more important asa symbol of maturity than as
an end in itself. Its natural seductivenesswas much enhanced by its be-
ing "the done thing" for grown-up dogs. In comparison with Plaxy and
even the elder children Sirius seemed sexually precocious, simply be-
cause his unrestricted amours afforded him experience and technique,
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while to the children everything of the sort remained for a long while al-
most unexplored territory.

In one respect Sirius found his love affairs miserably unsatisfactory,
throughout his life. For the beloved of the hour, however delectable in
odour and appearance and in bodily contact, was invariably from his
point of view something lessthan a half-wit. She could not speak, she
could not understand his spoken endearments. She could not share the
adventures of his wakening mind. And when her heat was over she be-
came devastatingly frigid and unattractive. The fragrance was gone; the
moron mentality remained.

Thomas was greatly interested in Sirius's accounts of his love affairs;
about which, by the way, he showed no reticence. To the question, "What
Is it that attracts you in her?" young Sirius could only reply, "She smells
solovely." Later in life he was able to say more. Someyears later | myself
discussed the matter with him, and he said, "Of course it's mostly the
luscious smell of her. | can't possibly make you understand the power of
it, becauseyou humans are so bad at smells. It's as though your noses
were not merely feeble but colour-blind. But think of all that your poets
have ever said about the delectable curves and colours of the beloved,
and how her appearance seemsto express a lovely spirit (often decept-
ively), and then imagine the whole thing done in terms of fragrance.
Morwen's fragrance when she wants me is like the scentof the morning,
with a maddening tang in it for which there are no words. It is the scent
of a very gentle and fragrant spirit, but unfortunately the spirit of Mor-
wen is nine-tenths asleep, and always will be. But she smells like what
shewould be if shewerereally awake."

"But what about her appearance?”l said. "Doesn't that attract you?" "It
attracts me a lot," he replied, "but ordinary dogs take little notice of it.
With them it's smell that counts, and of course the touch of her, too. But
it's the smell that enthrals one, the maddening, stinging, sweet smell,
that soaksright through your body, so that you can't think of anything
elseday or night. But her looks? Yes| certainly do care about her looks.
She'sso sleek and slim and slick. Also her looks help alot to expressthe
spirit that she might have been if she had been properly awake, like me.
But then you seel have been made to notice appearancesso much by be-
ing with you sharp-eyed creatures. All the same,even for me her voice is
really more important than her looks. She can't talk, of course; but she
can say the sweetest, tenderest things with the tone and rhythm of her
voice. Of course she doesn't really and clearly meanthem. Shesaysin her
sleep, so to speak, things that shevould mean if she were awake."
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But to return to Sirius's adolescence.Elizabeth had brought up her
children in the modern tradition. Living in the country they were bound
to learn a bit about sex from watching beastsand birds. But since there
was none of the still very common guiltiness attached to sex in their
minds, their interest in sexwas very desultory, and they took a surpris-
ingly long time to tumble to it. When Sirius achieved his first love affair,
the two younger members of the family, who were not yet at boarding
school, suspected nothing; but presently he began to talk about it with
obvious pride. Elizabeth had to use all her tact and humour to establish
the convention that what was perfectly right and proper for Sirius was
not to be indulged in by human children until they were grown up; and
that anyhow one didn't talk about these things outside the family; and
above all, not in Wales. The whole affair, she confessedto Thomas, was
really rather awkward, and she only hoped she hadn't done more harm
than good.

Plaxy had of course already had numerous childhood romances. Very
early in her schooldays she had beenviolently in love with alittle Welsh
girl at the village school. Whether this should be regarded as a sexual
sentiment or not, it was certainly an obsession.Sirius, for the first time in
his life, found himself unwanted. Plaxy suddenly had no time for the
gamesthey used to play when school and homework were over; for she
had always promised to do something with Gwen. She would not let
him come with her when she went out with her friend, for (she said)
Gwen would soon find out that Sirius could talk; and it was the whole
family's most sacredtaboo that outsiders must not discover yet that Siri-
us was something more than a super-sheep-dog. This was the secret
which they had learnt to cherish as a tribal mystery. No one but the six
members of the family knew about it, except Kate, who had long ago
been accepted into the tribe. The other two members of the domestic
staff, Mildred the nursemaid and the local girl, had both beenregretfully
dismissed in order that the secretmight not be endangered. Sirius there-
fore saw the force of Plaxy's argument; but something in her voice told
him that shewas glad to have such a plausible excusefor leaving him be-
hind. The sudden loss of Plaxy's companionship and confidence
weighed heavily on the puppy. He did nothing but mope about the
house and garden waiting for her return. When she arrived he treated
her with effusive affection, but in her responsethere was often a note of
absentmindedness or even indifference.

After a while this early romance faded out, and Sirius was reinstated.
But other romances followed. When she was twelve Plaxy lost her heart
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to the local blacksmith's boy, Gwilim, who was eighteen. This was a one-
sided affair, and Plaxy saw little of him. She made Sirius her confidant,
and he comforted her by protesting that Gwilim must be stupid not to
love such a nice girl. Once he said, "Anyhow, Plaxy, | love you." She
hugged him and said, "Yes,| know, and | love you. But | do love Gwilim.

And you seehe's my kind, and you're not. | love you differently; not less,
but differently."”

It was while Plaxy was pining for her brawny young blacksmith that
Sirius himself beganto be seriously interested in the females of his own
kind. Suddenly Plaxy found that her faithful confidant, who had always
been ready to listen and sympathize, save during brief hunting expedi-
tions, was no longer available. Often when she came back from school he
was nowhere to be found. He failed to turn up either for homework or
games or even meals. Or if he was present, he was mentally far away,
and perfunctory in his sympathy. Once when she was telling him how
marvellously Gwilim swung the hammer on to the red-hot iron, and
how he smiled at her afterwards, Sirius suddenly sprang to his feet,
stood for a moment sniffing the air, then bolted. Bitterly mortified, she
said to herself, "He's not a real friend, after all. He's just a brute beast."
(This expression she had recently learnt at school.) "He doesn't really un-
derstand, he doesn't really care." All this she knew to be quite untrue.

After her intermittent and always unrequited passion for Gwilim had
dragged on for eighteen months, causing her much sweet sorrow and
self-importance, she happened to come one day upon Sirius in the very
act of love with his fragrant darling of the moment. On one occasionre-
cently she had seentwo dogs behaving in this odd way, but she had not
seenSirius doing it. Shewas surprised to find that it was a horrid shock
to her. She hurried away, feeling unreasonably outraged and lonely.

It was two or three years after the affair with Gwilim that she made
her first conquest. Conwy Pritchard, the postmaster's son, was a much
more responsive lover than the always friendly but never sentimental
Gwilim. Conwy had a fight with another boy about her. This was very
thrilling. Shelet herself be wholly monopolized by him. Sirius was once
more neglected. When he himself happened to have an affair on, or was
crazy about hunting, he did not mind at all. At other times he was often
very lonely.

Moreover, during this enthralling intimacy with Conwy, Plaxy's man-
ner to Sirius sometimes showed an unwonted harshness. It was as
though she had not merely forgotten about him, but resented his exist-
ence.Once he came upon the youthful lovers walking in alane, hand in

40



hand. When she saw him, Plaxy withdrew her hand and said in the way
one speaksto a mere dog, "Go home, Sirius!" Conwy remarked, "Why
does your father have to breed these fat-headed brutes?" Plaxy laughed
nervously, and said in a rather squeaky voice, "Oh, but Sirius is a nice
dog, really. Now off with you, Sirius. We don't want you now." While
the dog stood still in the road, trying to analyse Plaxy's tone, to discover
her precise emotional state, Conwy made a move asthough to pick up a
stone, and shouted, "Go home you tyke." The strong silky mane rose
along Sirius's neck and shoulders, and he stalked ominously towards
Conwy, with head down, earsback, and the ghost of a snarl. Plaxy cried
out in a startled voice, "Sirius! Don't be crazy!" He looked at her coldly,
then turned and walked off down the lane.

That evening Plaxy tried hard to make friends with Sirius, but he
would not respond. At last she said, and he could tell that shewas nearly
in tears, "I'm terribly sorry about this afternoon. But what could | do? |
hadto pretend you were just an ordinary dog, hadn't 1?" His reply dis-
concerted her. "You wish | really was one, don't you!" A tear spilled out
of her eye as she answered. "Oh, Sirius, | don't. But I'm growing up, and
| must be like other girls." "Of course," he answered, "just as | must be
like other dogs, even though I'm not really one of them, and there's no
one of my sort in the whole world." He beganto move off, but she sud-
denly seized him and hugged him, and said, "Oh, oh, you and | will be
friends always. Even if each of us wants to be away living another life
sometimes, we'll always, always, come back to one another afterwards,
and tell about it." "If it could be like that," he said, "I should not be lonely
even when you were away." She smiled and fondled him. "Plaxy," he
said, "in spite of you being a girl and me a dog, you are nearest of all
creatures to lonely me." Sniffing lightly at her neck, he added, "And the
smell of you is more lovely really than the crazy-making scents of
bitches." Then with his little whimpering laugh he said, "Nice human
bitch!" Plaxy blushed, but she too laughed. She silently considered the
phrase;then said, "If Conwy called me a bitch he'd mean something hor-
rid, and I'd never speak to him again. When you say it, | suppose it's a
compliment." "But you area bitch," he protested. "You're a bitch of the
speciesHomo sapiensthat Thomas is always talking about as though it
was a beast in the Zoo."

After the incident in the lane, Plaxy's affair with Conwy went all awry.
Shesaw him in a new light. He was an attractive enough human animal,
but he was nothing more. Apart from his looks and his confident
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irresistible love-making, there was nothing to him. The dog Sirius was
far more human.

For a while Plaxy and Sirius maintained a very close intimacy. She
even persuaded him to walk to schoolin the morning and bring her back
in the afternoon, "to keep Conwy from being a nuisance." Indeed the two
were always together, and never at a loss for talk. When Plaxy went to a
party at the village school, where there was to be dancing, Sirius was of
course lonely and bored, but he did not really mind. She would come
back. When Sirius went off for the day with Thomas, it did not matter.
Plaxy was lonely, but busy. And when he cameback he would tell her all
about it. Even when he went crazy over a new bitch she did not funda-
mentally mind. She was secretly and unexpectedly jealous; but she
laughed at herself, and she kept her jealousy hidden. His love affairs, she
told herself, were no concern of hers, and they did not really matter.
Anyhow they were soon over; and she herself was beginning to be inter-
ested in a boy she had met at the dance, a young student, on holiday
from Bangor.

At this time Plaxy was already (so | was told) developing that rather
queer gracefulness which became so striking in her maturity. Whether
by native composition or by constant companionship with a non-human
creature, or both, she earned the remark of the local doctor's wife, "That
child is going to be a charmer, but somehow she'snot quite human." At
school shewas often called "Pussy," and there was indeed a cat-like qual-
ity about her. Her soft hair and very large greenish blue eyes, her rather
broad face, with its little pointed chin and flat nose, were obviously fe-
line; so was her deliberate, loose-limbed walk. Sometimeswhen she was
moody, and inaccessible to her own kind, her mother would call her
“The cat that walked by itself." Not till long after | had married her did |
tell her my own theory of her peculiar grace. It was, of course, the influ-
enceof Sirius, | said, that had created her "scarcely human" manner; but
it was her latent antagonism to Sirius that had turned that manner cat-
like. It was this character that enthralled him and exasperated him, and
indeed all her admirers, from Conwy Pritchard to myself. There was one
characteristic about her which particularly suggested an unconscious
protest against Sirius, one which tended to be exaggeratedwhenever she
was in conflict with him. This was the extraordinary delicacy and preci-
sion of the movements of her hands, both in practical operations and in
gesture. It was asthough her consciousnessof herself was chiefly centred
in her hands, and to a lesserdegreein her eyes.This character of elegant
"handedness" was something far stronger than mere felinity. It was
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reminiscent of those Javanesedancers who use their hands with such ex-
quisite effect. It was at once human and "parahuman," so that she
seemedto me not so much cat asfay. Shewas indeed at once cat, fawn,
dryad, elf, witch.

This description really applies to Plaxy in her early maturity, when |
first met her; no doubt in childhood her peculiar charm was only nas-
cent. But even at fifteen or sixteen the "scarcely human" grace was ap-
pearing, and was strongly attractive to the young males of her own
species.

It was in this period, in fact when Plaxy was sixteen, that Elizabeth
suggestedto Thomas that it was high time for the child to go to boarding
school. The others had gone at a much earlier age. Plaxy had been kept
back partly to be an intelligent companion for Sirius. "But now," said El-
izabeth, "she's much too wrapped up in him. Shewon't grow up prop-
erly this way. She'scloistered here in this lonely place. Sheneedsto see
more of her own kind." Thomas had been secretly planning not to send
Plaxy to boarding school at all, partly for Sirius's sake, but also because
the other three, he felt, had been rather deadened by it. "Cloistered!" he
cried, "what about that damned nunnery where Tamsy was?" Elizabeth
admitted that it had turned out rather badly, and added, "Anyhow, |
thought we might send Plaxy to a more modern place, preferably co-
educational. She doesn't mix enough with the boys."

Strange, or perhaps not strange at all, that both parents, though con-
sciously modern in outlook, and on friendly terms with their children,
were kept completely in the dark about their children's love affairs, They
scarcely guessed that such things occurred!

| am inclined to think that there was another reasonwhy Thomas was
reluctant to send Plaxy away from home, a reasonwhich, | suspect, Tho-
mas himself did not recognize. Perhaps my guessis wrong, but on the
few occasionswhen | saw father and daughter together, | felt that behind
his detached and ostentatiously "scientific" interest in her lay a very
strong feeling for his youngest child. And | suspect that he could not
bring himself to face week-ends at Garth in her absence.Plaxy, on her
side, was always rather aloof from her father, though quite friendly with
him. She sometimes teased him about his mannerisms, for instance his
habit of pursing his lips when he was puzzled. Shewas never infected by
his passion for science,but when he was criticized she sometimes defen-
ded him with surprising ardour. For this reason,and in the light of sub-
sequent events, it may be inferred that Thomas's submerged passion for
her was reciprocated. Yet many years later, when Plaxy and | were
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married, and | was planning out this biography of Sirius with her, sheri-
diculed my suggestion that there was any strong feeling between her
and her father, arguing that, like so many amateur psychologists, | was
"always looking for a par ent complex."

This book is about Sirius, not Plaxy. | should not mention the problem
of Plaxy's relation with Thomas did | not feel that it may throw some
light on her extraordinarily deep, though conflicting, feelings about Siri-
us, who was Thomas's crowning work, and the apple of his eye.

However this may be, Thomas was not easily persuaded to let Plaxy
go to boarding school. When at last he agreed in principle, and both par-
ents began to search for a suitable school, he found weighty objections
against all of them, However, in the end he accepteda certain co-educa-
tional and temperately modern establishment, situated conveniently
near Cambridge.

The whole matter had, of course, been discussed with Plaxy herself,
who was not easily reconciled to the prospect of what she called "going
to prison." Sogreat an upheaval in her life was bound to intimidate her.
Moreover the thought came to her, "What will Sirius do without me?"

As though answering this unexpressed question, her mother said, "We
think it's time for Sirius to get away for a bit too. He is to begin learning
to be a sheep-dog."

Plaxy was in the end reconciled to going; and once she had made up
her mind to it, she found herself sometimes strangely eager. This eager-
nessshe could not help tracing to the prospect of being wholly a normal
girl among other girls and boys. Evidently she was already suffering
from a serious conflict over Sirius.

It was Thomas who talked to Sirius about the great change that was
being planned. He began by saying that the time seemedto have come
for Sirius to have an active life away from home. "I know quite well, of
course, that | have no right to treat you as a mere dog, and that you
yourself must settle your career; but you are young. In physical and
mental growth, asin years, you are level with Plaxy, about sixteen. So
the advice of an older mind may be helpful. Naturally | have my own
ideas about your future. You are quite as intelligent as most human ad-
olescents,and you have special advantages. | seeyou becoming one of
the world's great animal psychologists and working with my crowd at
Cambridge. But you mustn't get into the limelight yet. It would be very
bad for you; and anyhow you have not had the right training yet, and of
course mentally you are still too young. | think what you need now is a
whole-time job as a sheep-dog, say for a year. I'll put you acrossas my
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'super-super-sheep-dog." | think | can fix you up with Pugh, and he will
certainly treat you decently. You'll have a hard life, of course, but you
need that. And the whole experience should be interesting, and very use-
ful to you later on. You must be careful not to give it away that you can
talk; but you have had some practice at that game already. I'm afraid the
job will be terribly dull at times, but most jobs are. For intellectual in-
terest you will have to depend on your own resources. There'll be no
chanceof reading, but you will be ableto make some very interesting ob-
servations of animal and human behaviour."

Sirius listened intently to this long harangue as he walked with Tho-
mas on the crest of the Moel. At last he spoke, slowly and carefully; for
Thomas was less practised than the others at understanding him. "Yes,"
he said, "I'm ready to have a shot at it. Do you think | should be able to
come home fairly often?"

"Oh yes," Thomas replied, in an altered voice. "You probably haven't
yet heard that Plaxy is going to boarding school. I'll tell Pugh the whole
family will be very disappointed if you are not with us a lot during the
holidays, becauseyou are the family-dog, now that Gelert is dead. Pugh
will arrange that all right." He added, "I'm afraid you and Plaxy will miss
one another badly at first. But you will both get used to it. And after all
you must live your lives separately some day, so you had better begin
practising now."

"Yes, of course," said Sirius, but his tail drooped and he fell silent for a
long time.

In fact only once did he speak. He suddenly asked, "Why did you
make only one of me? It's going to be lonely being me."

Thomas told him that there had beena litter of "four of you," and that
he alone had survived. "We have tried again many times," he said, "It's
fairly easyto produce the Gelert sort, but you are a very different kettle
of fish. We have two promising puppies coming on now, but they are too
young Yyet for us to size up their powers. And there's a super-chimp,
though of course she'sno good to you. She'sa problem, sometimes a nit-
wit and sometimes too clever by half."

There was always a great hustle in the house when a child was being
made ready for school, When it was the child's first term, the prepara-
tions were even inure prolonged. Clothes had to be bought or made.
Books, writing materials, sports gear, had all to be procured. As the day
approached, Plaxy became more and more absorbed in her urgent af-
fairs. Sirius wondered at her cheerfulness. It was supposed to be a gal-
lant pose in the face of impending sorrow, but often it "smelt" genuine.
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There was little fur him to do in the preparations, save for occasional
messages,so he had far too much time to brood on the future, Plaxy's
cheerfulness was, indeed, partly a cloak to cover her desolation at the
prospect of leaving home and all that she loved. Had she been younger
she might not have felt the break so badly. On the morning of her depar-
ture she happened to meet Sirius alone on the landing. She surprised
him by dropping her bundle of clothes and kneeling down to hug him.
With schoolgirl sentimentality but with underlying sincerity of feeling,
she said, "Whatever becomesof me | shall always belong to you. Even
when | have beenunkind to you | belong to you. Even ifNeven if | fall in
love with someoneand marry him some day, | shall belong to you. Why
did I not know it properly until to-day?" He said, "It is | that am yours
until | die. | have known it ever so longNsince | bit you." Looking into
his grey eyes and fondling the dense growth on his shoulder, she said,
"We are bound to hurt one another so much, again and again. We are so
terribly different." "Yes,"he said, "But the more different, the more lovely
the loving."
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Chapter

SHEEP-DOG APPRENTICE

ON the day after Plaxy went to boarding school Thomas took Sirius over
to Pugh at Caer Blai. On the way he talked a great deal to the dog about
his future, promising that when he had beenwith Pugh a year he should
seesomething of the human world beyond the sheep country, and pos-
sibly settle in Cambridge. Sirius listened and consented; but he was an
anxious and a sorrowing animal, and his tail would not stay proud.

One source of solid comfort lay in the fact that he knew Pugh for a de-
cent sort. Sirius classified human beings in respect of their attitude to
dogs; and even in later life he found this a useful touchstone of human
character. There were those who were simply indifferent to dogs, lacking
sufficient imagination to enter into any reciprocal relation with them.
There were the "dog-lovers," whom he detested. These were folk who
sentimentalized dogs, and really had no accurate awarenessof them, ex-
aggerating their intelligence and loveableness, mollycoddling them and
over-feeding them; and starving their natural impulses of sex, pugnacity
and hunting. For this sort, dogs were merely animate and "pathetically
human" dolls. Then there were the dog-detesters, who were either too
highbrow to descend to companionship with a dumb animal or too
frightened of their own animal nature. Finally there were the "dog-inter-
ested," who combined a fairly accurate senseof the difference between
dog and man with a disposition to respecta dog asadog as a rather re-
mote but essentially like-minded relative. Pugh was of this sort.

At the farm they were greeted with an uproar by the two super-sheep-
dogs at present in Pugh's possession.The farmer issued from the byre.
He was a fresh-complexioned middle-aged man with a scrubby reddish
moustache and blue eyeswith a permanent twinkle. Sirius rather liked
the smell of him. He guessedthe man must do a lot of laughing. They
were taken into the kitchen, where drinks were provided by Mrs. Pugh,
while the two men talked. Pugh had a good look at Sirius, who was
squatting on the floor by Thomas. "He's really far too big for a sheep-
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dog, Mr. Trelone," said Pugh in his singing Welsh voice. "He should be
herding rhinoceroses, or not the little Welsh mountain sheep, anyhow.
But, my! What a head he has on him! If it's brain that counts, Mr.
Trelone, he must be a genius, isn't it! | can seeit's he that'll be running
this farm and me running after the sheepfor him. Pity I'm so rheumatic!"
Thomas admitted that Sirius was pretty bright, for a dog. "He'll be use-
ful. But don't expect too much. After all, he's only a dumb animal." "Of
course," said Pugh, and then surprisingly he winked at Sirius. "I have
had experience of your dogs, Mr. Trelone, and fine animals they are.
There's Idwal here now. He's full of strength, though he is twelve, which
Is very unusual for a hard-working sheep-dog. Then there's the bitch you
sent me two years ago. Juno, we call her. My! Shewas quick to learn the
tricks of the trade! And now she has had that litter of six by old Idwal.
But the magic did not go into them from the parents. They are six little
fools. But | have sold them all for a good price." "Well," said Thomas, "I
told you not to expect anything from the second generation." Pugh
replied with a sigh. "Yes, indeed, and you did, Mr. Trelone. | told the
purchasers what you said, but they would not believe it, whatever; so
what could | do but take the good price and tell them they were fools."
After lighting his pipe Pugh asked, "And how old is this one, Mr.
Trelone?" Thomas hesitated, then said, "Fifteen, aren't you, Sirius?" The
dog let slip a"Yes,"but Pugh apparently did not notice anything unusual
in his sudden grunt. "Fifteen! Holy Moses, Mr. Trelone, but most dogs
are dead long before that, and this one is not much more than a puppy."”
Thomas reminded him that longevity had beenone of the aims of the ex-
periment. "Well," said Pugh laughing, "if he will stay on with me he shall
marry my daughter Janeand take over the farm when | am gone. But
what is the name he answers to, Mr. Trelone, did you say?""l call him
Sirius," said Thomas. Pugh pursed his mouth and frowned. "That is not a
handy name for calling acrossthe valley, is it!" He paused, puffing at his
pipe, then added, "Perhaps, Mr. Sirius, you will permit me to call you by
some other name. How would Bran do?" Sirius had tilted his head over
on one side, asthough he were vainly trying to understand this remark,
obviously addressedto him. Thomas said, "That's fine. He'll pick it up in
no time."

Sirius's despondency was increased by the discovery that even his
name was to be taken from him. Surely, he thought, he would be
changedinto a new being. Nothing whatever of the old life was to be left
to him but the memory of it. At home, though he had grown up in the
custom of sharing ownership of most things with Plaxy, each of the two
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young creatures had possessionsof their own. Nearly all their toys had
beenheld in common, but when Plaxy had gone to the village school she
had also begun to acquire personal property connected with her new
lifeNlbooks, pens, pencils and many little nondescript treasures gained
through intercourse with her fellows. Sirius also had begun to collect a
few personal possessions,though far fewer than Plaxy; for, owing to his
lack of hands, there were few things that he could use. There were cer-
tain ancient treasures preserved on a shelf in the minute room that had
been allotted himNa rubber bone, a lump of gleaming white quartz, a
sheep'sskull, several picture books. And there were later-acquired pos-
sessionsNmore books, and music, his three writing gloves and several
pens and pencils.

In his new life he had to be even more propertyless than St. Francis, for
he was just a dog, and whoever heard of a dog with property? For-
tunately property meant little to him; he had a propensity towards com-
munism, due perhaps to his strong canine sociality. It should be re-
membered, however, that though dogs in many ways show a far more
social disposition than human beings, in some respectsthey have a keen
sense of personal ownership, for instance over bones, bitches, human
friends, and localities. For Sirius, at any rate, to be completely stripped,
even of his precious writing gloves, was indeed to be reduced to the
status of a brute beast. And now they intended to take away his very
name. Speech,too, was of course stolen from him by the simple fact that
no one on the farm could understand him. Nor was he to be able as a
rule to understand them, for among themselves the Pughs talked Welsh.

Sirius's attention had wandered from the conversation, but it was re-
called when Thomas rose to leave. All three went out into the yard. Tho-
mas shook hands with Pugh, then patted Sirius, and said "Good-bye, old
man. You stay there." Sirius feigned perplexity, made asif to follow Tho-
mas, was shooed back and retreated with a puzzled whimper.

In the afternoon Pugh took Sirius and Idwal to a high valley, on the
slopes of which some of his sheepwere grazing. He gave a word of com-
mand in Welsh. Idwal raced off and beganto round up the sheep. Sirius
looked anxiously at Pugh. The command was repeated, this time along
with his new name, "Bran." He shot away to help Idwal, who was mov-
ing round behind the sheepin a great semi-circle, soasto bunch them to-
wards Pugh down in the valley. Sirius tumbled to the situation at once,
and decided to start at the opposite horn of the semi-circle and meet Id-
wal in the middle. Automatically each dog took charge of his own arc.
Idwal's, however, was much wider than Sirius's, partly becausethe less
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experienced dog had to spend time in retrieving sheep that he had al-
lowed to slip away up the hill, partly becauseldwal was the faster anim-
al. The operation continued till all the sheep on the hillside had been
brought down into the hollow where Pugh was standing. He said a
Welsh word, and ldwal at once squatted, panting. Sirius followed suit,
anxiously trying to fix the word in his memory.

Pugh then put the two dogs through sundry manoeuvres with the
sheep, folding them in a stone pen, fetching them out, taking them in a
bunch along the valley, separating them into two equal groups, scatter-
ing them again, picking out a particular individual at which Pugh poin-
ted with his stick. All this was done with commands in Welsh, aided by
various kinds of whistling. After a while he issued commands to Idwal
alone, keeping Sirius at his side. Idwal was made to single out a particu-
lar wether and hold it with his eye. He crept up to within afew feet of it,
flat on the ground like a snake, all the while staring fixedly atit, Then he
lay still, belly to earth, legs ready for sudden action, nose stretched out
on the grassin front of him, tail on the grass behind him. The wether
stared back, or made incipient movements, which ldwal checked by
mere gestures. The animal just stood patiently waiting, or fidgeted with
mild exasperation. Obviously it was not really afraid. It was used to this
sort of game, and it recognized in ldwal's eye a command that must be
obeyed.

Sirius knew that he was witnessing the famous sheep-dogtrick of con-
trol by "the eye." Idwal evidently had developed "the eye" almost to
perfection.

Idwal was then put through other manoeuvres, which Sirius anxiously
watched, Presently it was his turn to perform. The novice had strained
every nerve to follow the proceedings, but he found himself badly at sea.
Not only did the sheep constantly slip past him, causing Pugh to bellow
with amiable rage, but also he found that fatigue was preventing him
from managing his body with precision, so that he often stumbled over
rocks or into holes. His great head became increasingly heavy, so that
any slight slip might bowl him over like a shot rabbit. In addition to all
this there was the language difficulty. Again and again Sirius found him-
self completely at a loss while Pugh repeated some strange Welsh noise
in a frantic crescendoand ldwal whimpered impatiently at his side. If
only the man would talk English, thought Sirius.

But when it cameto the exerciseof holding the sheepby the power of
the eye, Sirius found to his delight that he was by no meansincompetent.
Of course the processneeded perfecting. Once or twice the sheep nearly

50



broke away. It evidently did not feel itself as masterfully held asit did
under ldwal, but it recognized Sirius's authority. Pugh was obviously
pleased.

Presently Pugh worked the two dogs together again, but issued differ-
ent commands to each by name, and also in a different tone of voice for
each. Sirius had to get accustomedto acting promptly to the shriller tone,
whether his name, Bran, was mentioned or not; and to ignore the deeper
tone which was meant for Idwal.

At last the lessonwas over. Pugh walked back along the grassy valley
with the two dogs at his heels, Sirius was more tired than he had ever
been before, "dog-tired,” as we say. His tail hung, his head almost
touched the ground. The under surface of his body was caked with bog-
mud. His feet were sore, his head ached. With despair he looked forward
to a whole year of this sort of thing, with no companion but the sub-hu-
man dogs and the remote Pugh. Perhaps he would forget language alto-
gether, and when he met Plaxy again he would indeed be a dumb anim-
al. But, worn out and despondent as he was, he was able to summon his
fundamental doggedness, and promise himself that he would not be
beaten by this new life. And when he caught Pugh's eye quizzing him
with friendly ridicule becauseof his abject appearance, he stuck up his
tail and wagged it, at the same time grinning, as though to say, "Oh, |
have spunk all right, you'll see." This unmistakably human response
startled Pugh, and set him thinking.

When they reached the farm, the two dogs were given the remains of
the family midday dinner. After they had devoured this they were put
into an outhouse for the night. Under the straw bedding there was a
rough stone floor. It seemedto Sirius that he had hardly lain down and
gone to sleep when he woke up to the sound of Idwal whining at the
shut door. Sunlight streamed through the chinks.

During the following weeks Sirius was given constant work with the
sheep, and he soon began to get the hang of the job. With practice he
wasted less energy on retrieving his mistakes, and arrived home less
tired. He was successfully learning not only the Welsh commands but
the names of the fields. One day Pugh took both dogs far up among the
hills to inspect the sheep on the remote high pastures and teach Sirius
the names of the hillsides, streams and cwms. Here he was in familiar
country, for he had often walked in this direction with Thomas. At one
point the tour brought him to a bwich within a couple of miles of his
home. He even seemedto catch a faint characteristic whiff of it on the
wind, but this was probably a delusion.
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It did not take long for Sirius to gain sufficient experienceto carry out
orders unattended, For instance he could be sentto searchall the brack-
en areasfor sick sheep;for when sheepfeel ill they grow fearful of their
disapproving fellows, and so they hide themselves in the bracken,
where, if they are not found, they may die through lack of attention. Siri-
us knew also how to help a bogged or crag-bound sheepto free itself, He
would carefully tug at it, till the extra force enabled it to struggle into
safety. And he could catch a sheep and throw it, and hold it down for
Pugh or his man to inspect.

The power of his "eye", too, was greatly improving. In this matter dogs
vary between excessivegentlenesstowards the sheepand excessiveruth-
lessness.ldwal was on the whole ruthless, sometimes making the sheep
unduly nervous and restless. Sirius, on the other hand, was often too
mild by disposition, so that his authority was not established until he
had deliberately learnt a firmer policy. The difference of natural style ap-
peared also in the whole method of the two dogs. Idwal was of the
"obstinate" type, insisting on doing everything in his own way. If Pugh
prevented him he would raise his tail defiantly and simply trot off the
field of action, "refusing to play." It was to Pugh's credit that on theseoc-
casionshe generally gave in, with humorous vituperation, knowing well
that Idwal could be trusted to do the job efficiently in his own style. Siri-
us, on the other hand, was of the "biddable" type. He was desperately
anxious to learn, and had little faith in his own intuition. Shepherdsre-
gard this type of dog aslessbrilliant in the long run than the other, since
they lack the conviction of genius; but it soon becameclear to Pugh that
Bran's docility was not due to a servile disposition. When he had learnt
his lesson he often introduced novelties which greatly improved the
method. Yet even when he had become an expert with sheep, he was al-
ways ready to pickup new tips from observation of other dogs at work.

Sirius could be sent out into the hills alone to selecta required bunch
of sheep from the flock, whether young ewes or "hoggs" (young sheep
before their first shearing) or wethers; and he could bring them down
from the hills to the farm without human aid, All this was real super-
sheep-dog work. In order to make full use of his clever animals Pugh
had arranged all his gates with latches that a dog could open or shut.

As autumn neared, the time came for bringing groups of lambs or of
old or unhealthy ewes down from the mountains to be taken away for
sale. This task Pugh entrusted almost entirely to ldwal and Sirius, helped
sometimes by Juno. But that bright creature was of a distressingly un-
stable nature, and was often incapacitated by convulsions. The dogs
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would travel over the high moors, picking out the appropriate animals,
sometimes losing them again in the cloud, and recovering them by scent,
finally bringing them in a bunch along the turfy track in the high valley.
All Pugh's sheep bore a red mark on the rump, but this, of course, was
invisible to the colour-blind dogs. In addition the sheep bore three little
slits in the left ear to mark them as Pugh's. This was invaluable to Idwal
and Sirius, as a confirmation of the distinctive smell of the Caer Blai
flock. Any sheepthat had strayed into Caer Blai territory from a neigh-
bouring run was soon detected and piloted home. In addition to the
common smell of the flock, by the way, each individual sheep had its
own peculiar odour. It did not take Sirius more than a few weeks to re-
cognize every sheepin the flock by its smell, or even by its voice. Occa-
sionally the dogs found a sheepthat had beendamaged, and then one of
them had to set out to the farm to fetch Pugh. There was a recognized
way of barking to signify "damaged sheep"; another, less excited, meant
"sheep undamaged but crag-bound and inaccessible";yet another meant
"dead sheep.”

The collecting of sheepfor salewas a processwhich occurred now and
again over many weeks. When the lambs or ewes had been brought
down from the moors they had to be taken by train, or in lorries hired for
the purpose, to the auction salesin the lower country. The dogs accom-
panied them, and Sirius thoroughly enjoyed these excursions into the
great world. It was a pleasure merely to hear the English language
spoken again, and to find that he could still understand it.

When the saleswere over and autumn was well under way, the main
task of the dogs was to guard the high valley pastures from the sheep.lt
Is often the custom of mountain sheepto sleep on the heights and come
down in the morning to the richer grazing; but in the autumn they must
be prevented from doing this becausethe valley grasswill be more ur-
gently needed in the winter. In the autumn, too, the ewes must be pre-
vented from grazing in marshy places, lest they should become infected
by liver fluke. And autumn is a time for dipping the whole flock. As
Pugh had many hundreds of sheep, this was a great undertaking, and
the dogs were desperately hard worked for many days, bringing the
sheep down in batches and driving them into the pen, where Pugh or
one of his helpers could seize each animal in turn and force it into the
dip. Sirius was pleasedto find that he stood up to the strain of this great
undertaking as well as Idwal, though he was not at this stage quite so
fast or quite so agile.
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Presently came another task. The ewe lambs had to be collected and
sentto alowland farm so that they might escapethe grim conditions on
the mountains during winter, the savageweather and poor food. Not till
the following May would they be brought home.

In spite of all this hard work, there were days when the dogs had noth-
ing to do but hang about the yard or accompany Pugh on his rounds, or
run messagesto the village. A little stationery-cum-newspaper shop in
the village used to attract Sirius. Outside were posters from which he
gained the most sensational news. Sometimes he put his paws on the
windowsill and read the headlines of the papers displayed within, or the
titles of the little rank of cheap novels. In the village he met other dogs.
They gave him no trouble, becausehe was by now very large and "hard
as nails." Out of loyalty to Thomas he tried to study the psychology of
these animals; but apart from simple temperamental differences, they
were mentally all depressingly alike. The most obvious differences
between them had been imposed by human conditioning. Some were
disposed towards friendliness with all human beings, some were cold to
strangers but obsessively devoted to their masters, some habitually
fawned, some cringed.

One day in the village Sirius came upon a fine young bitch in heat, a
red setter. Suddenly life was worth living once more. Her odour and
touch intoxicated him. In their love-play they careered about the open
spacein the village while Pugh was in the pub. (Pugh seemsto have had
an idea that super-sheep-dogs would be cruelly bored if they were
forced to sit with him inside.) The consummation of this union took
place under the lascivious eyes of two schoolboys and an unemployed
quarryman.

Henceforth Sirius had a constant hunger for the village and the bitch.
He was tempted to run away from the farm and have all he could of her
while shewas still in the mood; but he did not, becausehe had once seen
a dog on a neighbouring farm thrashed for absenting himself from duty.
Sirius was determined that he would never do anything to incur such an
indignity. He had never beenthrashed in his life, though occasionally hit
or kicked in anger. To be deliberately thrashed seemedto him to be a
mortal insult to his dignity asan intelligent and self-respecting person. If
Pugh ever tried it on him, Pugh must be killed on the spot, whatever the
consequences. But Pugh never did, Pugh belonged to the school of
sheep-dog owners who pride themselves on obtaining obedience by
kindness rather than ferocity. Sirius never saw him use violence on any
dog. Probably he would never have beaten Sirius even if Sirius had
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given him serious provocation, for he had a firm though vague convic-
tion that the new dog was somehow more than a dog, even more than a
super-dog.

Severalincidents had aroused this suspicion. Once he sent Sirius to the
village with abasketand a ten-shilling note to fetch a pair of boots which
the cobler had repaired. The dog duly brought back the boots and the
change. When he arrived in the yard, Pugh, who was in the darkness of
an outhouse, saw Sirius take out the boots and study the money in the
basket. After looking puzzled for some time he trotted back along his
tracks, nosing the ground. Presently he came on a small object which he
managed with great difficulty to pick up. With obvious satisfaction he
brought it back with him. When he dropped it into the basketit was vis-
ible to Pugh as a small brown disc, in fact a penny. Sirius then brought
the basket to Pugh. It contained the boots, the receipted bill and the
change, which consisted of two half-crowns, a florin, and seven pennies.
Pugh was not so fanciful asto suppose that the dog had actually counted
the change and checked it by the bill, but at least he must have spotted
the difference between six pennies and seven.

Another incident made Pugh suspect that there was something
"human" (as he put it) about this dog. The farmer had a few cows and a
fine young bull. Sirius had once been prodded by a cow, and he had
heard alarming stories about bulls. From time to time a cow was brought
from one or other of the neighbouring farms to be served by the Caer
Blai bull. On these occasionsthe dogs had to enter the paddock, round
up the bull, and bring it down the lane into the farmyard for its love-
making. When the deed had been done, the dogs drove the bull back to
its paddock. Sirius was always very nervous, and did his stuff very
badly. Idwal would face the bull with fierce persistence,and slip away
from its lowered horns in the nick of time; but Sirius was far too anxious
to keep his distance. The bull discovered that Sirius was a coward, and
formed a habit of chasing him.

Pugh, by the way, was struck with the different ways in which the two
dogs behaved when bull and cow were brought together in the farm-
yard, generally surrounded by a small group of interested men and boys,
while the women kept discreetly indoors. Idwal nosed about the yard or
lay down to rest. Sirius watched the whole performance with the same
cheerful interest asthe human spectators. It was evident that his interest
was sexual, for when the bull effected his clumsy embrace, the dog him-
self gave unmistakable signs of sexual excitement.
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But the incident which impressed Pugh most, and made him suspect
that Sirius's intelligence was as quick as a man's, occurred in connection
with the bull's habit of taking the offensive against the cowardly Sirius.
Pugh had gone to the village with Idwal. Owen, the hired man, was
ploughing in aremote field. Somehow the bull managed to break out of
its paddock into the lane. It trotted down into the yard, saw Janewith a
basket of washing, and approached her, snorting. Always a nervous girl,
she screamed, dropped the basket and slipped into the stable. The bull
spent a few minutes tossing the clothes, then made off down the lane.
Meanwhile Mrs. Pugh had made a tentative sortie from the house. Then
Sirius appeared, and raced down the lane after the bull. He did not over
take it till after it had reached the main road. Then he silently rushed at
it, and seizedits tail. With aroar the bull swung round, but Sirius had let
go, and was retreating towards the lane, barking. The bull followed him,
and he led it back to the farmyard and into its field. It was now rather
blown, but Sirius led it round and round the field, till its ardour was
cooled. The lessanxious it was to follow him, the more bold grew Sirius.
When it came to a standstill, he rushed in and nipped its hind leg. The
reinfuriated beastchasedhim once more, but was soon exhausted. This
process was repeated several times, till Sirius noticed that the two wo-
men had put some strands of barbed wire acrossthe gap in the hedge.
Then he retreated, with a proud tail, leaving a bull that was thoroughly
cowed. Henceforth Sirius was always able to deal with the bull or any
other cattle.

Some time after this incident Sirius did something which was far
beyond super-sheep-dog capacity.

Throughout his first term he was desperately lonely. He longed for his
own people, and most of all for Plaxy. If only he could write aletter! But
he had no writing-glove, and no stationery. And anyhow the task of put-
ting a stamp on a letter had always defeated him.

He knew he could write afew words very badly by holding a pencil in
his mouth; if he could find one, and paper. He had once seenPugh take
out pen, ink and paper from the drawer in the oak dresser. One day,
when Mrs. Pugh and Jane were milking, he slipped into the kitchen,
opened the drawer, and found in it several sheetsof paper, also envel-
opes,a pen, an ink-pot, and a pencil with a broken point. He stole a sheet
and an envelope. Pen and ink seemedtoo complicated, and the pencil
was useless,so he left these, and took merely an envelope and paper to
the dog's outhouse. He put them in an old packing case under some
straw.
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There was now nothing for it but to wait until someoneshould need to
sharpen the pencil. He seized every opportunity to sneakinto the kitchen
and look into the drawer. Meanwhile he spent much thought in planning
exactly how he would write his letter, and what he would say. Some-
times he practised. Holding a splinter of slate in his mouth, he scribbled
on the slate doorstep. The processwas difficult, becausehis nose was al-
ways in the way, and he could not seewhat he was doing; and generally
the slate-splinter snapped.

At last, after many days, he found that the pencil had been sharpened.
He took it away to the outhouse.

Not till several days later did Sirius find an opportunity of writing his
letter. In spidery capitals it said, "Dear Plaxy, | hope you are happy. | am
lonely without you, terribly. Love. Sirius." With great care he addressed
the envelope, hoping that his memory was trustworthy. He had serious
difficulty in folding the paper and putting it into the envelope. Then he
licked the gummy-edge, closed it, and held his paw on it. He had inten-
ded to post it unstamped; but the thought that Plaxy would have to pay
threepence,double postage,on it distressed him so much that he decided
to wait in the hope of finding some stamps in the drawer. When at last a
sheet of six three-halfpenny stamps appeared, he ran off with them and
set about trying to detach one. First he held the sheet between his paws
and pulled with his teeth. The stamp tore acrossthe middle, and the bit
in his mouth stuck to his wet teeth, so that he could not get rid of it.
Flustered by this experience, he decided to think the problem out more
carefully. He hit on a plan. He held the envelope down with his paw and
licked the right-hand top corner. Then with extreme care he took up the
stamp-sheet in his teeth and laid it on the envelope so that one of the
corner stamps was roughly in the right position. This was difficult, be-
causeas usual his nosewas in the line of sight. He let go, and inspected
the result, The stamp was crooked, and not wholly on the envelope.
Hastily he lifted it off again and replaced it, well on the envelope. Again
he inspected it, then carefully pulled it into better position. Then he
pressedit on with his paw. When he thought the gum was dry, he held
the sheetof stamps down with his paw and gently pulled the letter with
his teeth. The letter came away, with the stamp intact, and part of the
next one projecting over the edge. This he trimmed off with his teeth, He
then restored the mangled sheet of stamps to the drawer. Not till he
came back to the letter did he notice that the stamp was upside down.

He hid his letter under the straw and waited till his next errand to the
village. This did not occur till some days later, It was fairly common for
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him to be sent with letters to the post, but on this occasion his own was
the only one. He trotted off with his basketand an order for the grocer;
and his letter. He went straight to the post office, put down his basket,
took out the letter, raised himself against the wall, and slipped the pre-
cious document into the box.

This was no unusual sight in the village. Dr. Huw Williams, who was
passing, scarcely noticed it; but when, next day, he met Mr. Pugh and
wished him good day, he mentioned the incident, complimenting him on
his dog's intelligence. Now Pugh had sent off no letter that day. He
wondered whether his wife had written to her mother in Bala, or if Jane
had entrusted Bran with alove-letter. This possibility disturbed him, for
though by nature a friendly man, prone to treat people with respectand
trust, he was no modern parent. When he reached home he made inquir-
les, Mrs. Pugh and Janeboth denied that they had given Bran a letter.
Pugh went to the drawer and saw that the stamps had been badly
mauled. One was missing, and two others were torn. In a burst of indig-
nation he charged his daughter with clandestine correspondence, theft,
lying and cluminess, Janedefended herself with vigour, and added, "Go
and ask Bran whose letter it was." That sarcasm put a wild idea into
Pugh's head. He went to the drawer again and picked up the pencil.
There were toothmarks on itNBran's or his own? Fantastic doubt!

58



Chapter 6

BIRTH-PANGS OF A PERSONALITY

TO Sirius, Plaxy's first term at boarding school seemed endless, but in
due seasonthe holidays loomed near. Sirius had counted the days by
putting a pebble a day in the old packing-case. One day, when he had
collected almost the right number of pebbles but was expecting two or
three more days of labour, he returned with Pugh and the other dogs
from the moors, with early snow on Pugh's hat and the dogs" backs, and
encountered Thomas in the yard. Sirius rushed at him and nearly
knocked him down with awild welcome. After both men had shakenthe
worst of the snow from their clothes, Pugh took Thomas into the kitchen.
Sirius knew that he was not supposed to go into the house when he was
In a mess; but, after a violent shake, in he went. Mrs. Pugh smiled
indulgently.

Thomas asked Pugh about Sirius's successas a sheep-dog, and was
given a good report. Sirius had proved himself as hardy as Idwal, and
far more cunning and responsible. But he was not always quite "on the
spot." He was a bit of a day-dreamer. He was sometimes caught nap-
ping. A sheep might escapefrom the flock and run away before Sirius
woke to the situation. It was "as though he had been thinking of
something else." After making the report Pugh nodded knowingly at
Thomas, who merely changed the subject. Before they parted, Pugh in-
sisted on handing over to Thomas ten shillings lessfourpence halfpenny.
This sum he described as Bran's earnings, "less a small item of expendit-
ure." Saying his, he stared hard at Sirius and winked. The dog hastily
looked away, but could not prevent a snort of surprise and a tremor of
the tail. Thomas tried to refuse the money, but Pugh insisted.

The journey home through driving sleetwas ajourney to heaven. Tho-
mas explained that he and Elizabeth had come home a couple of days
early to get the house ready before Plaxy and Giles arrived from board-
ing school. Tamsy and Maurice, both of them undergraduates, were vis-
iting friends.
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Sirius recounted some of his experiences."It has all beenvery good for
me, | know, but | really don't think | cango on with that life any longer. |
should go mad with loneliness. No talk, no books, no music. And all the
while knowing the world is so big and strange beyond the farm. Plaxy
will leave me far behind. "

This speechcame as a shock to the not very imaginative Thomas. He
remarked cautiously, "Oh, it's not quite asbad asall that, is it? Anyhow,
we must talk it over carefully." Sirius knew from his tone that he was
rather put out about it, and that there would be trouble.

Elizabeth greeted Sirius as one of her children, hugging him and kiss-
ing him. He showed none of his former boisterousness,but gave a trem-
ulous little whine of painful joy.

Next day Giles arrived, and in the evening Plaxy. Thomas took the car
to the station to meet her, Sirius sitting beside him. Out of the train
stepped the long-legged schoolgirl in her school hat and coat. Having
kissed her father, no doubt with her customary rather distant affection,
she squatted down to hug Sirius, "I got your letter," she whispered, "but |
couldn't answer, could I?" Of course she couldn't. Sirius savoured the
well-known voice with delight; but with an undertone of anxiety, for
school life had changed it.

During the first part of the holidays Sirius simply enjoyed being home
again. He scarcely noticed the two disquieting facts that had obtruded
themselves right at the beginning. Thomas would not let him off his
sheep-dog apprenticeship; Plaxy was changed.

For a week or so he was content to live the old family life, which,
though by no means entirely harmonious, did afford to every member
the invaluable experience of belonging to a true community. There was
always talk going on, and Sirius after his long isolation felt a great need
for conversation. There were many walks with members of the family,
and several long expeditions up Moelwyn, the Rhinogs, Arenig. But
what Sirius now craved most was indoor life, with reading, music, talk,
and all the little affairs that fill the day.

After a day or two of almost entirely social life he began to take up
once more some of his old private occupations. Not only did he read as
much as his eyesight would let him, and experiment a good deal in mu-
sic; he also contrived adventures in his private art of odour. This he did
by collecting all kinds of materials that had striking or significant smells,
and blending them in saucers.Sometimes, much to the amusement of the
family, he laid his materials out in a long trail round the garden path,
and then followed it from beginning to end, giving tongue in a weird
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diversified chant that was neither human nor canine, After these olfact-
ory adventures he was often very silent and remote. Sometimes they
seemedto put him in the mood for hunting, for he would disappear for
many hours, returning tired and dirty. Not infrequently he brought back
a rabbit or hare, or even a wild duck or grouse, handing it over to Giles
to prepare for cooking. But often he brought nothing, and behaved as
though he himself had gorged.

Not much of his time was spent in solitary occupations, for he craved
social intercourse more than ever, chiefly with Plaxy. Gradually it
dawned on him that when she and he were out together they did not al-
ways find the carelessintimacy which formerly had never failed them.
Sometimes neither of them seemed able to think of anything to say;
sometimes Sirius found himself bored with Plaxy's stories of school life;
sometimes she seemedto have lost interest in all the things that formerly
they had enjoyed together. Sirius expected not only that she would have
out-distanced him in knowledge of school subjects, which of course she
had, but also that she would be more keenly and persistently interested
in the life of the mind. But she was nothing of the sort, Shewas mainly
absorbed, it seemed,in her school companions, with all their loves and
hates;and in the teachers,male and female, who were playing so large a
part in her new life. When he asked her to teach him some of the won-
derful things that she must have learnt during the term, she said she
would, some time; but always she found some excuseto postpone the
lesson. At last there came a time when no excusewas available. Shewas
idling in an easy chair petting the cat, Smut, who was purring heatrtily.
Sirius, whose thirst for knowledge was at this time more insistent than
discriminate, suggestedthat she should tell him what she had learnt dur-
ing the term about the Cavaliers and Roundheads. Cornered, she blurted
out, "Oh, | just can't swot in the holidays." He did not ask her again.

It was not that they were any less fond of one another. On the con-
trary, eachcraved the other's society; but always there was a faint mist of
remoteness between them. And occasionally open antagonism occurred,
as when Plaxy ostentatiously doted upon Smut, half in jest, half in earn-
est, calling him "my black panther,” affirming that she was a witch, and
witches always had black cats as their companions, and never clumsy
dogs. But antagonism was rare. More often there was a faintly awkward
friendliness. At this time Plaxy developed a maiden shynessin relation
to Sirius. He was bewildered, for instance, by her new and to him quite
inexplicable reluctance to respond to their familiar urinary tune by
singing the antistrophe that signified assent, and crouching to relieve
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herself. Although this new shynesswas only a passing phase, it was to
recur whenever Plaxy was feeling too much involved with Sirius.

In fact her estrangement from him was partly a reaction against her
deep-rooted entanglement with him. But he, who was far more con-
scious of her aloofnessthan she was herself, attributed it to the fact that
she had outstripped him both in learning and in experience of human
people, while he had stagnated at Caer Blai. Once or twice, however,
when she had gently twitted him with being interested in nothing but
learning, he wondered whether it was she that was stagnating. He had
conceived a real passion for learning, for finding out about the great
world, and understanding the miracle of human nature and the minor
miracle of his own unique nature. The arid weeks behind him and the ar-
id weeks to comefilled him with athirst not only for intelligent compan-
lonship but also for intellectual life. His proximity to the sub-human per-
haps made him over-anxious to prove that even the loftier ranges of the
human spirit were not beyond him.

It was during these holidays that another and a long-established
source of alienation between Plaxy and Sirius took on a new form and a
more disturbing effect. Evenin earlier days Plaxy had developed a pecu-
liarly keeninterest in seeing.As a child she had often shown disappoint-
ment and exasperation with Sirius for his failure to share this delight
with her. She would rhapsodize over the colour and shape of a speed-
well, or of hills receding hazily one behind the other in a cadenceof rus-
set to purple. Once she had innocently called upon him to admire the
golden elegance of her own young arm. On all such occasions his re-
sponse was perfunctory, since vision was never for him a gateway to
heaven, Even of Plaxy's arm he could say only. "Yes,it's lovely becauseit
has the look of a handy tool. And it smells good, like the rest of you, and
it's good to lick,” From childhood onwards Plaxy had amused herself
with pencil and paint box, and at school her gift for colour and shape
had won her much praise from the drawing mistress. In the holidays she
spent a good deal of time looking at reproductions of famous pictures,
and in discussing art with her mother. Even more absorbed was she in
drawing schoolgirls in blatantly graceful poses,and in painting the view
of the Rhinogs from her bedroom window. Sirius found all this fuss over
the looks of things very boring. He had tried hard to develop a taste for
pictorial art, but had failed miserably. Now that Plaxy was so absorbed
in it, he felt "left out." If he took no notice of her creations she was disap-
pointed. If he praised them, shewas irritated, knowing quite well that he
could not really appreciate them. Yet all this visual interest, which at
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bottom, no doubt, was a protest against Sirius, she also longed to share
with him. Thus did thesetwo alien but fundamentally united creatures
torture one another and themselves.

As the end of the holidays approached. Sirius's anxiety about his fu-
ture increased. He took every opportunity of tackling Thomas on the
subject. But Thomas always managed to turn the talk in some other dir-
ection. When at last the time camefor Plaxy to return to school, it was as-
sumed that Sirius would return to Caer Blai. When Plaxy said good-bye
to him, she begged him to go back with a good grace. She herself, she
said, hated leaving home. But he knew quite well from her voice and her
tingling smell that, though in a way she did hate it, in another way she
was glad and excited. But heNwell, in away he too was glad, surprised
though he was at this discovery. He was glad to get away from the mist
that had come between him and Plaxy; and also becausea mist had come
between him and the whole of his beloved home life. What was it? Why
was there this remoteness?What was it that kept rising between him and
all his dearest things, making him defiant and wild? Was it just that he
wanted a fragrant bitch, a sweet though stupid companion of his own
kind, instead of thesestinking humans? Or did he need something more?
Was it the ancestral jungle beast that sometimes woke in him? His
farewell to Plaxy was seemingly all affection and sorrow. She never
guessed that another and an alien Sirius was at that moment yawning
himself awake, finding her company tiresome and her smell unpleasant.

There followed a term of bitter weather and heavy work with the
sheep. All the dogs were now kept busy stopping the sheepfrom going
up to the heights for the night, for fear of snow. This meant staying with
them till dark whenever snow seemedlikely. Sometimes,without warn-
ing, heavy snow would fall on the tops during the night, and then dogs
and men would have to go up in the morning to bring the flock down in-
to the valleys. Generally there is far lesssnow in Wales than in the more
northerly mountain districts, but arun of severewinters causedthe dogs
much toil and a good deal of danger. On several occasions,up and down
the district, dogs and even men were lost in the snow, Sometinies sheep
were completely buried under snowdrifts. Only a dog could then find
them; and often only a man with a spade could rescuethem. Sometimes
the snow covered both high and low pastures. So long as it remained
soft, the sheepcould scrapeit away with their feet and feed on the grass
below. But when the surface was hardened by frost following thaw, this
was impossible, and then hay had to be taken out to them. This was a job
for Pugh or his man with a cart and the old mare, Mab. But the dogs,
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being super-dogs, were expected to report on the condition of the snow.
If it was hard, they would come home to scratch and whine at Pugh's
feet.

Sometimeswhen Sirius was out in the hills alone in the winter dawn,
examining the condition of the snow and looking for sheepin distress,
the desolation of the scenewould strike him with a shivering dread of
existence. The universal carpet of snow, the mist of drifting flakes, the
miserable dark sheep, pawing for food, the frozen breath on his own
jaws, combined to make him feel that after all this was what the world
was really like; that the warm fireside and friendly talk at Garth were
just a rare accident, or perhaps merely a dream. "The whole world is just
a dreary accident, with a few nice accidents mixed up in the mass."He
had still to learn that there was something far worse than bitter weather
with the near prospect of food and comfort, far worse even than his bit-
ter loneliness at Caer Blai; and that the most horrible things in the world
were all man-made. It was perhaps well that he did not yet realize the
depth of man's folly and heartlessness,for if he had done so he might
have beenturned against the dominant speciesfor ever. As it was, he at-
tributed all evil to accident or "fate," and in fate's very indifference he
sometimes found a certain exhilaration, Plodding home through the
snow one day (so he told me long afterwards) he had a kind of inner vis-
ion of all living things, led by man, crusading gallantly against indiffer-
ent or hostile fate, doomed in the end to absolute defeat, but learning to
exult in the battle, and snatching much delight before the end. And he
saw himself asa rather lonely outpost in this great war, in which victory
was impossible, and the only recompense was the sheer joy of the
struggle. But by the very next day, so he said, his mood had changed
from self-dramatization to an amused acceptanceof his littleness and
impotence.

Before the lambing seasonPugh went over all his ewesto cut locks of
wool away from their udders, so that their lambs should not swallow
wool and clog their stomachs. This simple process itself meant a great
deal of work for men and dogs, but the actual lambing meant a great
deal more. The flock had to be met at dawn on its way down from the
heights. During the day the men would be hard at work, but the dogs
would often beidle. Pugh noticed that Bran was far more interested than
ordinary dogs and even super-sheep-dogsin the process of birth. This
was one of the many signs that convinced him that Bran was really a sort
of man-dog. Pugh had gradually formed a habit of giving Bran fairly de-
tailed instructions in English, and they were always accurately carried
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out. He still had no idea that Bran himself could talk, and he kept his
convictions about the dog's nature strictly to himself. But he increasingly
treated him as an assistantrather than as a chattel, an assistantwho was
particularly bright and responsible, but lamentably clumsy through lack
of hands. All Sirius's clever arrangements for fetching and carrying, for
pouring from tins and bottles, and so on, failed to compensate for his
grievous handlessness.One useful operation that needed dexterity he
could do. He could drive Mab, the old mare, whether with the spring
cart, the heavy cart, the roller or the harrow. Ploughing inevitably re-
mained beyond him. And of course he could not load a cart with turnips
or hay or manure, and so on. Nor could he manage the simple task of
harnessing the mare. Buckles defeated him.

When, at the end of the school term, Elizabeth came to fetch Sirius
home, his joy was tempered by a self-important doubt asto how Pugh
would manage without him.

During these holidays he busied himself in intellectual work. Taxing
his eyesight, he even plunged into Wells's Outline of History and The
Scienceof Life. He also pestered members of the family to read poetry
aloud to him, and passagesfrom the Bible. He was very sensitive to the
rhythm of verse and prose, and of course to the musical quality of
words; but vast tracts of literature meant nothing to him, save as verbal
music, because his subconscious nature had not the necessary human
texture to respond to them emotionally, nor had he the necessaryassoci-
ations in his experience. His strong feeling for personality led him at one
time into an obsessionwith Browning. Later came a more lasting interest
in what he called "the poetry of self and universe." Hardy at one time fas-
cinated him. The early Eliot intoxicated him with new rhythms and with
a senseof facing the worst in preparation for a new vision. But the vision
never came. Instead came orthodoxy. Sirius longed for that vision. He
hoped for it from the younger moderns; but though he was even young-
er than any of them, they meant little to him.

Music was ever for Sirius a more satisfying art than poetry, But it tor-
tured him, becausethe texture of his own musical sensibility remained
alien to the human, He felt that he had to choosebetween two evils. Eith-
er he must expresshinnself with full sincerity but in utter loneliness, un-
appreciated by dogs or men; or, for the sake of his underlying brother-
hood with man, he must violate his finer canine sensibility, and discip-
line himself to the coarser human modes, in the hope that somehow he
might express himself adequately to man in man's own musical
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language. For this end he was anxious to absorb as much human music
as possible.

His relations with Plaxy at this time were uneasy. While he was ob-
sessedwith the life of the mind, she was obsessedwith personal rela-
tions, The loves and hates of school were still far more important to her
than book-learning. And her school life was utterly different from
Sirius's hard and anxious life on the farm. It might have been expected
that in these circumstances dog and girl would find little in common;
and indeed superficially there was little enough. On their walks they
were often silent, while each pursued a private train of thought. Some-
times one or the other would hold forth at some length, and the solilo-
guy would he punctuated by sympathetic but rather uncomprehending
comments by the listener. Occasionally this mutual incomprehension
caused exasperated outbursts.

Their discord was often increased by a tendency on Plaxy's part to ex-
press her vague senseof frustration in subtle little cruelties. Very often
the cattish torture of Plaxy's behaviour was unconscious. For instance, at
times when she was subconsciously resentful of his emotional hold over
her, the affectionate ragging which they sometimes indulged in would
changeits character. Not knowing what shedid, shewould twist his ear
too violently, or presshis lip upon his teeth too hard, Then, realizing that
she had hurt him, she would be all contrition, More often her felinities
were mental. Once, for example, when they were coming down the moel
during a brilliant sunset, and Plaxy was deeply stirred by the riot of
crimson and gold, of purple and blue and green, she said, not remember-
ing how it must wound her colour-blind companion, "Sunsetsin pictures
are so tiresome, but only boors and half-wits are not stirred by real
sunsets."

Apart from this infrequent and often thoughtless exposure of her
claws, Plaxy kept up the manner of friendliness even when secretly she
was straining away from him; for fundamentally each respected the
other's life and was thankful for the other's society. The roots of these
two alien beings were so closely intertwined that in spite of their diver-
gence each needed the other, One unifying subject of common interest
they always had, and they often talked about it. Both these sensitive
young creatureswere beginning to puzzle about their own nature as per-
sons. Both, for very different reasons,were revolting against the purely
scientific assumptions of their home, according to which a person was
simply the psychological aspect of a very complex physical organism.
Plaxy was feeling that personswere the most real of all things. Sirius was
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more than ever conscious of the inadequacy of his canine body to ex-
press his super-canine spirit. The word "spirit" seemedto them to epi-
tomize the thing that science left out; but what precisely ought to be
meant by the word they could not decide. Plaxy had come under the in-
fluence of a member of the school staff for whom she had conceived a
great admiration. This quick-witted and sensitive young woman taught
biology, but was also a lover of literature. It seemsto have been her in-
fluence, by the way, that first made Plaxy clearly feel that, however im-
portant sciencewas, for herself not sciencebut literature was the way to
full mental life. The young teacher had once said, "l suppose | ought to
believe that Shakespearewas just a highly developed mammal, but |
can't really believe it. In some senseor other he wasNwell, a spirit." This
remark was the source of Plaxy's juvenile dalliance with the word
"spirit"; and then of Sirius's.

The young dog was now seriously worrying about his future, Sheep-
farming was not without interest, now that he was helping Pugh in a
more human way; but it was not what he was for. What washe for? Was
he for anything? He remembered his desolate impression on the snow-
clad moors that the whole world was just a purposeless accident. Now,
he somehow could not believe it. Yet the all-wise Thomas said no one
was for anything, they just were Well, what could a unique creature like
him, a sheerfreak, find to be?How could he discover peaceof mind, of
spirit? Thomas did not seewhy he should worry. Thomas had a nice
slick programme for him.

One evening when the others had gone to bed, man and dog were left
in the sitting-room in the course of one of those long talks which had
been so great a factor in the education of Sirius. They were sitting before
the fire, Thomas in one of the easychairs, Sirius luxuriating on the couch.
Thomas had been telling him of the progress of his research, and ex-
plaining the latest theory about the localization of mental powers in the
brain-centres. He was pleased at the dog's shrewd questions, and had
said so. Sirius, after a pausein which he absently licked a paw while gaz-
ing into the fire, said, "Even by human standards | really am fairly
bright, am I?" "Indeed you are," was the prompt reply. Sirius continued,
"You see,l don't seemable to think properly. My mind keepswandering.
| start out to think about something, and then suddenly, with a jolt |
wake up to find I've beenthinking about something elseinstead; and of-
ten | can't even remember what it was, or even what the first subjectwas.
It's frightening. Do you think I'm going mad? It's likeNgoing off on the
trail of arabbit and then being led aside by a hare, and then streaking off
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on the smell of a fox, and twisting and doubling on the trail till all of a
sudden you find yourself up against water, and no trail at all. And then
you say to yourself, 'How on earth did | get here? What in hell was | do-
ing?" Human beings don't think that way, do they?" Thomas laughed
with delight. "Don't they!" he said. "I certainly think that way myself,
and I'm not exceptionally scatter-brained." Sirius sighed with relief, but
continued, "Then there's another thing. Sometimes| managed to follow a
trail of thought quite well for along time, in and out, up and down, but
always with my mind's noseon the trail; and then suddenly | findNwell,
the weather has changed and given it all a different meaning. It was
warm and bright, but now it's cold and dank. No, worse than that! It was
fox, and now it's cat, so to speak, or just dull cow, or horrible menagerie
tiger. No, it's the same but | have changed. | wanted it desperately, and
now | don't. There'san entirely new me. That's frightening, too," Thomas
reassured him. "Don't worry, old thing!" he said. "It's just that you're a
rather complicated person, really, and there's too much diversity in you
to be easily systematized."

Sirius once more licked his paw, but soon stopped to say, "Then |
really am a person not just a laboratory animal?" "Of course," said Tho-
mas, "and a very satisfactory person, too; and an excellent companion for
this person, in fact the best | have, apart from one or two colleagues.”
Sirius added for him, "And Elizabeth, | suppose.” "Of course, but that's
different. | meant man-to-man companionship.” Sirius pricked his earsat
that phrase, and Thomas laughed at himself. Said the dog, "Then why
apprentice me to a sub-human job, which is bound to dehumanize me?"
"My dear Sirius," replied Thomas with some heat, "we have had all that
out before, but let's try to settle it now, once for all. It's true you have a
first-class human intelligence, but you are not a man, you are a dog. It's
uselessto train you for some human trade, becauseyou can't do it. But
it's immensely important to give you some responsible practical work
until the time comesfor you to join us at Cambridge. You are not to be
an imitation man. You are a super-super-dog. This sheep-dog life is very
good for you. Remember you are not yet seventeen. There's no hurry.
Your paceis Plaxy's, not Idwal's. If you grow up too quick, you'll fossil-
ize too quick. Stick to sheep. There's a lot in that job, if you give your
mind to it. When you cometo us at the lab we want you to have had ex-
perience of a normal dog's way of life."

Inwardly Sirius said, "Blast the lab!" but to Thomas he said, "I have
been putting my mind into the job. And as a matter of fact it's not just
sheer dog's work now. Pugh has been giving me a lot of man's work to
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do. He knows | am different from Idwal. ButNwell, that sort of work,
though it is largely man's work, does deaden the mind. And the
mindNis me I'm not human, but also I'm not canine. Fundamentally I'm
just the sort of thing you are yourself. | have a canine clothing, just as
you have a human clothing, but INI am"Nhe paused and looked warily
at ThomasN "a spirit, just asyou are." Thomas snorted, and presently his
smell went rather sour. Then almost in the tone of a liberal-minded par-
ent expostulating with a child that had said something "rude," he re-
marked, "Why use that silly meaningless word? Besides,who has been
putting such ideas into your head?"

Sirius did not answer this last question. Instead, he said, "There's
something in me very different from my canine body. If you had a dog's
body instead of a man's, you would grasp that as clearly as | do. You
couldn't help it. You would feel like someone trying to typewrite on a
sewing machine, or make music with a typewriter. You would never
mistake the sewing machine for you, yourself’

"I see what you mean," said Thomas, "but the conflict is not really
between your spirit and your canine body; it's between the canine part of
your body and the super-canine part, that | gave you."

There was silence in the room for a full minute. Then Sirius yawned,
and felt the warmth of the fire on his tongue. He said, "That sounds so
sensible;and yet, though I'm only seventeenand only a dog, | can smell
there's something wrong with it. It's only just a bit more true than the
'soul" dope that the parsons giveNthe Rev. Davies, for instance, when he
called on us, and tried to convert you to Methodism, while you tried to
convert him to scientific method. Do you remember? He caught me star-
ing too interestedly at him, and he said | looked asif | was more open to
persuasion than you were yourself, and it was a pity, almost, that God
hadn't given mea soul to be saved."

Thomas smiled, and rose to go to bed. As he passedSirius he gave his
earafriendly pull, and said, "Oh, well, nearly all great questions turn out
in the end to be misconceived. Probably both our answers are wrong."

Sirius, getting down from the couch, suddenly realized that he had
been once more side-tracked from his purpose, which was to discuss his
future. "One thing is sure," he said, "My job is not just sheep,and it's not
to alternate between being a sheep-dog and being a super-laboratory-an-
imal. It's the spirit."

Thomas came to a halt. "Oh, very well," he said gently, respectfully,
but with a faint ridicule that did not escapeSirius. "Your job's the spirit."
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Then after a pause he added with friendly sarcasm,"We must send you
to a theological college."”

Sirius gave a snort of indignation. He said, "Of course | don't want the
old religious dope. But | don't want just the new sciencedope either. |
want the truth." Then, realizing that he had said the wrong thing, he
touched his master's hand. "I'm afraid I'm not working out according to
plan,” he said. "But if | am really a personyou shouldn't expect me to.
Why did you make mewithout making a world for me to live in. It's as
though God had made Adam and not bothered to make Eden, nor Eve. |
think it's going to be frightfully difficult being me."

Thomas laid his hand on the dog's head. The two stood gazing into the
dying fire. The man said to the dog, "It's my fault that you are more than
adog. It's my meddling that woke the 'spirit" in you, asyou call it. I'll do
my best for you, | promise. And now let's go to bed."
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Chapter 7

WOLF SIRIUS

THOMAS succeeded in persuading Sirius to complete his year with

Pugh, assuring him with Machiavellian subtlety that it would be an in-

valuable "spiritual training." And it was. It was a Spartan, an asceticlife;

for Sirius acceptedall the ordinary sheep-dog conditions. At times it was
a life of grim hardship and overwork. Men and dogs returned from their

labour dead tired, and fit for nothing but supper and sleep. But there
were other times when there was little to be done that did not necessitate
human hands. Then Sirius used to lie about pretending to sleep, but in

fact trying desperately to think about man and himself, and the identity

of the spirit in them, a task in which he was singularly unsuccessful.

Since Pugh was by now fairly well in the know about Sirius, Thomas
had arranged that during his last term the dog should have more or less
regular hours, like a human worker, sothat he could frequently go home
and put in a little study. The word "study,” of course, was not men-
tioned, but Pugh agreed with a knowing wink.

Expeditions over the high hills were becoming rather much for the
ageing Welshman, so he handed over more and more responsibility to
Sirius. He arranged with the saddler to make two pairs of small panniers
which could be strapped on to the dogs" flanks. Thesehe filled with lo-
tions, medicines, bandages. Sirius could now travel far afield and doctor
sick sheep without Pugh having to accompany him. He would set off
with Idwal, who now accepted him as a leader, and spend the day in-
specting the whole flock. When they had rounded up a bunch of sheep
into some remote moorland pen, Sirius would examine eachone of them
for foot-rot or fly-strike. Any animal that showed restlessness,or kept
trying to nibble at its own back, was probably infected with fly-strike.
Sirius was sufficiently human to dislike exposing the grubs with his own
teeth, and cleaning out the superficial wound with his tongue; but the
work had to be done. By keeping a sharp watch on the flock, and tack-
ling the earliest symptoms himself, he was able to reduce to a minimum
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the number of advanced caseswhich demanded attention from man's ex-
ploring fingers. But inevitably afew were not found till they were deeply
infected. These had to be taken away for human treatment. Very rarely
Sirius came on sheeplying down, neither ruminating nor sleeping, and
with great open wounds seething with grub. For these he had to fetch
human aid at once, or they would soon die. Pugh, by the way, had put
all the drugs and ointments into tins with clip-on lids which Sirius could
open without excessive difficulty.

When the shearing seasonarrived the whole flock had to be brought
down in batches,and put into pensto be tackled eachin turn by one of
the half-dozen shearerswho were going the round of all the flocks in the
district. The actual shearing was a job which Sirius would never be able
to do. Nothing but human hands or some mechanical device could ever
divide a sheep from its fleece. Sirius would stand about watching the
manual dexterity of the shearers with fascination and sadness. The
sheep, on its haunches between the knees of the man, would sometimes
struggle, generally when its skin was nipped and little red stains ap-
peared on the cream of its inner wool: but in the main the blades peeled
off its coat asthough merely undressing the creature. The gleaming inner
surface of the fleece, as it was rolled back upon its own drab exterior,
was a wave of curd. When the operation was over, the naked, angular
beast would spring away bleating with bewilderment.

Throughout the last few months of his year with Pugh, Sirius was
much absorbed in his work; but also he was in a state of suppressed ex-
citement, and of conflict. He delighted in the prospect of release from
this servitude, yet in spite of himself he regretted that the connection
must he broken. He had becomethoroughly interested, and he had areal
affection for Pugh. It seemed mean to desert him. And though Cam-
bridge promised novelty and a great diversity of human contacts, he was
sufficiently imaginative to realize that town lift might not suit him at all.

There was also another and a deeper conflict in his mind, one which
was increasingly troubling him, It was the endless conflict over his rela-
tions with the dominant speciesof the planet. Never did he ceaseto feel
that man and he were at once poles asunder and yet in essential nature
identical. At this early stage the trouble had not come clear to him. He
could not yet focus it. But to explain his obscure and still largely inarticu-
late distress, his biographer must set forth Sirius's plight with a clarity
which he himself had not yet attained. Men were many and he was one.
They had walked the eartth for a million years or more, and they had fi-
nally possessedit entirely. And he? Not only was he himself a unique
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product of their cunning, but the whole race of dogs were their creation.
Only the wolf was independent. And wolves were now no more than a
romantic relic that man would never again seriously fear. Little by little,
through their million years, men had worked out their marvellous hu-
man way of living, culminating in civilization. With those enviable
hands of theirs they had built themselvestheir first crude forest shelters,
then settlements of huts, then good stone houses, cities, railways. With
nicely correlated hand and eye they had made innumerable subtle imple-
ments, from microscopes to battleships and aeroplanes. They had dis-
covered so much, from electrons to galaxies. They had written their mil-
lions of books, which they could read as easily as he could follow a trail
on a damp morning. And some few of those hooks even he must read,
becausethey had the truth in them, a bit of it. He, by contrast, with his
clumsy paws and imprecise vision, could never do anything worthy of
the brain that Thomas had given him. Everything worth while in him
had come from mankind. His knowledge, such asit was, they had taught
him. His love of the arts, of wisdom, of the "humanities!" God! Would
that wisdom lay rather in "caninities!" For him there was no possible life-
aim exceptto help on in some minute way the great human enterprise,
whether through the humble work of sheeptending or the career that
Thomas had planned for him asa museum piece and a tenth-rate scient-
ist. For him there could be no wisdom but man's alien wisdom; just asfor
him there could be no real loving but the torturing business of loving
theseinfinitely alien human creatures. Or would Thomas some day pro-
duce others of his kind for him to love? But they would be so young.

It was indeed mankind that had shown him what love was, with their
gently ministering and caressing hands and their consoling voices. His
ever-trusted and caninely revered foster-mother had loved him always
as her own child; or only with so slight a difference that neither she her-
self nor her Plaxy but only he with his kern earsand nose could detect it.
For this difference he could feel no resentment. It was not indeed strictly
a difference of love at all but of animal maternal attraction. Then Tho-
mas, yes Thomas also had shown him what love was, but in a different
aspect, in the aspect of "man-to-man" intelligent companionship. Of
course Thomas really loved his sciencefar more. Probably he would be
ready to submit his creature to any torture, physical or spiritual, for the
advancement of his science, of his creative work. But this was as it
should be. God himself, if there was a God, might be like that. Might he?
Might he? Anyhow, Sirius could understand this attitude. It was not
with  Thomas nor with Elizabeth but with Plaxy that he had found the
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essenceof love, the close mutual dependence and sharing. Yet strangely
it was often the thought of Plaxy that wakened the other mood in him, in
which he rebelled against humanity's dominance.

Throughout the summer at the farm he brooded a great deal about his
relationship with Plaxy. When the term was over and they met again, he
found that time and difference of experience had increased the gulf
between them. They still needed one another and gravitated towards
each other, but they ever strained apart for the fulfilling of their diver-
gent lives. Strangeindeed was his relation to Plaxy! Soalien were they in
native propensity, yet so united in common history and in essential spir-
it. But now so divergent, like stars that have swung very near together
out of spaceto fly apart towards opposite poles of the heaven. Altogeth-
er, how he loved her; and how, in another mood even while loving, he
hated her!

The native odours of Plaxy were not naturally attractive to him, aswas
the intoxicating scentof a bitch. In nature, in the jungle, the characteristic
human smell would probably have repelled him, like the stink of a ba-
boon. Certainly it was an acquired taste, but he had acquired it so long
ago and so thoroughly that the love of it had becomea secondand fuller
nature to him; so that by now, though the sweet maddening smell of a
bitch might at any time irresistibly draw him away from Plaxy, always
he must return to her. She, he felt, must ever be the centre of his life and
he of hers; and she knew it. Yet their lives must inevitably fall apart.
There was no common future for them. Even now, how tiresome was her
schoolgirl prattle, how boring her unfulfiled schoolgirl romances! (Why
ever had the human race developed this ridiculous attitude to sex?How
it disgusted him!) And those heartlessartificial scentsthat she had begun
to use, perversely wishing to cover her wholesome, and to him by now
lovely, natural odour!

But there were times when the natural odour of Plaxy filled him with
disgust. Then, all human beings stank in his nostrils, but Plaxy his
darling most of all. Sometimeswhen he was lying in the yard waiting for
orders, watching the old cock treading one of his harem, or Janesetting
off in her best clothes to Dolgelly, or Mrs. Pugh carrying pails of milk to
the dairy, or one of the hired men shifting muck out of the pigstye, he
tried hard to analyse his feelings about the human species, and the
causesof his own fluctuation between adoration and contemptuous re-
sentment. He recognized that the speciesthat had produced him (more
or lessfor fun) had on the whole treated him pretty well. The specimens
that he knew best had on the whole beenkindly. All the same he could
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not but resent his present servitude. Even Pugh, who was fundamentally
decent, treated the dogs essentially as chattels. When they happened to
be in the way they were just booted out of it; always with that ingrained
rough friendliness of Pugh's, but still it was exasperating. Then there
were the village people. Many of them showed an unaccountable spite,
kicking him or hitting him for no reason whatever, when Pugh was not
looking. At first he thought they must be Pugh's enemies, or Thomas's;
but no, they were just letting off some secret pent-up vindictiveness
against a living thing that could not hit back. Most dogs had been thor-
oughly trained to take these cuffs and kicks meekly, but Sirius often sur-
prised his assailants by vigorous retaliation.

One causeof Sirius's incipient contempt for human beings was the fact
that since they thought he was "only an animal," they often gave them-
selves away badly in his presence.When they were observed by others
of their kind, they maintained the accepted standard of conduct, and
were indignant if they caught anyone falling short of that standard; but
when they thought they were not being watched, they would commit the
very same offences themselves. It was, of course, to be expected that in
his presencethey should pick their noses (how he chortled at their un-
consciousgrimaces) or break wind, and soon. What roused his contempt
was their pronenessto insincerity. Mrs. Pugh, for instance, whom he had
once seenlicking a spoon instead of washing it, indignantly scolded her
daughter for doing the very samething. And the hired man, Rhys, who
was a great chapel-goer, and very righteous about sex, would often,
when he was alone, with only Sirius present, do unprintable things to re-
lieve himself of sexual pressure. Not that Sirius saw anything wrong in
such behaviour, but the insincerity of the man disgusted him.

This insincerity of the dominant species, he decided, was oneof the
main causesof those sudden uprushings of rage and physical repug-
nance which sometimes possessedhim. At thesetimes the human odour
became an intolerable stench. He came to recognize this revulsion as a
sign that his "wolf nature," as he called it, was waking. In this mood all
the acquired meanings of smells seemedto evaporate, and their natural
gualities smote him with exquisite delight or horror. If he was at home
he would go out from the oppressive stench of the house to clean his
nose with deep sniffs of the fragrant moorland air. A great loathing of
man would seize him. He would perhaps plunge into a stream to wash
away the pollution, or roll in sweet cow dung. Then he would go hunt-
ing, carefully avoiding every human being, irrationally feeling that the
hand of man was everywhere against him. Most often his quarry was a
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mere rabbit; but with sufficient luck and intelligence he might take a
mountain hare. The snap of his jaws on the spine, the yielding flesh, the
rich blood welling into his mouth, went to his head like alcohol. He felt
his spirit washed by the blood of the quarry, washed clean of humanity
with all its itching money-inquisitiveness, all its restlessmonkeying with
material things and living things and living minds. To hell with wisdom
and love and all cultural dope. The way of life was to hunt, to overtake,
to snatch, to hear the sharp scream,to wolf the crushed flesh and bones.
Then a drink and a rest in the moorland sunshine, alone, at peace.

During his last month with Pugh, Sirius suffered a distressing alterna-
tion of moods. Sometimes he was wholly wrapped up in care of the
sheep, sometimes he longed for the life of the mind, sometimes he felt
the strange uprush of the wolf's nature in him.

One day, after attending to some sheepthat had been badly struck by
fly, he was haunted by the stinging smell of the lotions that he had ap-
plied. They turned him savage.Why should he be the menial of these
dunder-headed ruminants? Gradually the wolf-mood took complete
possessionof him. It was a free afternoon for him, and he should have
gone home to read. Instead he cantered off among the hills till he
reached a certain distant "foreign" sheep-run beyond Arenig Fach, a
miniature Table Mountain far to the east. There he sniffed the wind and
cast about with nose to earth till he found the trail he wanted. He had
not followed it long before the quarry stood before him, a great ram with
royal head and a neck heavy with muscle. Sirius checked, and stood
looking at the beast, which also stood, sniffing the wind, pawing the
ground. Suddenly the dog felt the human, the humane, in him coming
uppermost again. Why murder this fine creature? Btit it was man's
creature, and it epitomized all the tyranny of the sheep-dog's servitude.
He rushed at the ram, who met his onslaught with lowered head and
flung him off. There followed a long battle. Sirius was gashed in the
shoulder. He persevered, however, running in again and again till at last
he was given a chanceto seizethe ram by the throat. Desperately it tried
to throw him off, crashing about among the heather and rocks; but Sirius
hung on, remembering his battle with Diawl Du. The ram's struggles be-
came feebler, as Diawl Du's had done. At last they ceased.Sirius let go.
His tail tucked itself between his legs. He looked about to seeif any hu-
man being was in sight. Then he looked at the dead ram. Human pity,
horror, disgust, welled up in him. But he fought them down, remember-
ing that he was hungry. He began tearing off great shreds of the hide,
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bracing his feet against the ground. Then he dragged at the warm flesh,
and gorged himself. At last he slunk away.

It was sheer luck that Sirius was never charged with this crime. It so
happened that another sheep-dog from a farm near by had run amok
and killed several sheep; so the ram was attributed to him. But Sirius,
when his wolf-mood had passedand he realized the full significance of
his deed, lived in terror of detection. There was the tell-tale wound on
his shoulder. But after all this might have been made by an old nail on a
fence.

During the rest of his time with Pugh, Sirius devoted himself conscien-
tiously to the sheep,treating them with new solicitation and tenderness.
When at last Thomas came to fetch him away and Pugh made his final
report, the old man said, "Yes,indeed, Mr. Trelone, it is a wonderful dog
he is, and | don't know how | shall do without him. This summer he is
like a mother to the sheep, so loving he is in his ways with them. And
they are all in great health becausehe has watched over them so closely,
and tended any that would be poorly before it ever showed any sadness
for itself. If only he were a man, Mr. Trelone, | would have my daughter
marry him for the sheep'ssake.But she has set her heart on a two-legged
animal, a draper's assistantthat has not half the brain of this dog, though
he is no fool in his own business. So now | must look round and take
some other young man into partnership, since Mr. Bran insists on going."
He looked at Sirius with a rueful and affectionate grimace, then contin-
ued, "But surely to goodness, Mr. Trelone, when you make another dog
like this one you will not again forget that hands are as needful as a
brain. | have often broken my heart for Bran when | have watched him
trying to use his mouth to do the things | do so easily with these great
clumsy paws of mine. Yes,you must give the next one hands, isn't it, Mr.
Trelone."

Unexpectedly, when Sirius was once more at home, the wolf-mood be-
came more insistent than ever. With Pugh he was generally absorbed in
some bit of practical work, and had little time to brood; but at home dur-
ing that summer holiday his future was all uncertain and had to be dis-
cussed;and Plaxy was present, with her familiar spell and her increasing
remoteness.

Right at the outset, on the walk borne from Caer Blai, Sirius had
broached the subject of his future. "Well," said Thomas with a guarded
voice, "first you need a good holiday at home. Then | thought we might
do a walking tour with my young colleague, McBane, in the Lake Dis-
trict, where you would seea different style of sheep-farming. Then you
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might enter for some of the Cumberland sheep-dogtrials, just to surprise
the local people a bit. Then it will be time for you to come into residence
at the laboratory, so that we can begin a whole lot of fine experimental
work on you, physiological and psychological. You'll find it all very in-
teresting, and of course your active co-operation will be needed
throughout. You will learn a lot that way. Little by little, we shall train
you to be a researchworker in animal psychology. If you turn out well

we may be glad to publish some of your stuff. Then, of course, scientists
of all sorts passing through Cambridge will want to seeyou. Soyou will

have a very interesting life, and you will be the cynosure of every sci-
entific eye. | hope to God it doesn't turn your head and make you an in-
sufferable prig." Sirius remained silent. Presently Thomas continued,
"Oh, yes, and when we can spare you | think you might put in a few
weeks now and then on sheep again, either at Pugh's or elsewhere. In
time we shall probably have done all the researchwe need of you, and
thenNwell, you will probably come on to our staff as a permanent
member."

"l see,"said Sirius, and said no more. He thought about it all the way
home. He thought about it by day and by night, and about other matters
that were disturbing him.

One of these matters was of course his relationship with Plaxy. Shortly
after she came home she learned that she had won a scholarship for one
of the Cambridge colleges. Her subject, by the way, was English literat-
ure. It had been Thomas'swish that she should becomea doctor, but she
had steadily veered away from sciencetowards the arts, thus (according
to my theory) asserting her independence against the father whom she
secretly admired. The study of literature at Cambridge is scientific in
temper, and in working for her scholarship Plaxy, | suggest, had both as-
serted her in dependence and been true to her father's moral code. She
had worked hard for her scholarship, and now for atime she put the life
of the mind behind her. Sirius, on the other hand, after his hard labour
with Pugh, proposed to spend all his spare time on the life of the mind.
He had been hoping for her collaboration. Plaxy, however, was unusu-
ally silent and remote. Superficially she was as friendly as ever, and
would often go for walks with him. But they were silent walks; and the
silence, though apparently she did not notice it, oppressed him. Shedid
not seemreally interested in his problems. Even the great problem of his
future, though she often encouraged him to speak of it, did not really in-
terest her. And she spoke lessand less of her school life, becauseit took
so much explaining. Thus nearly all their talk centred round family or
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local affairs and the natural phenomena of a Welsh summer. This was
easy and happy, but Sirius felt that it did not get them anywhere.

One day in mental agony he said, "Plaxy, why have you gone dead on
me? | do so want us to be happy together!" She answered, "Oh, | know
I'm sometimes a pig to you. The trouble is I'm terribly worried just now,
and | can't think of anything else.""Tell me about it," he said; but she
replied, "I can't. It's too complicated. You wouldn't understand. How
could you? There's nothing in your life to help you to begin to under-
stand. No, I'm sorry, but somehow | can't tell you. It'sNit's just a human
thing."

It was not the words that offended him so much asthe faint tone of su-
periority in the voice. The wolf-mood, which had been brewing in him
ever since his conversation with Thomas, came violently into action. The
smell of this human female beside him suddenly lost all its loveliness
and becamea repugnant stink. Sidelong he looked at her. Instead of see-
ing the dearestfacein the world, he saw the uncouth hairless features of
a super-ape, in fact of that specieswhich so long ago had broken in his
ancestors to be their slaves in body and soul.

"Sorry," he said. "l didn't want to butt in." He was startled at the snarl
in his own voice, and surprised (and oddly resentful) that she did not
notice it. All the way home they walked in silence. At the gate she
touched his head with her hand, and said, "I'm sorry." He answered,
“That's all right, 1 wish | could help." The snarl was still in his voice, hid-
den under gentleness. She did not hear it. Her touch sent conflicting
tremors down his back, for it was at once the touch of his darling and the
touch of the super-simian tyrant.

At the doorway the human smell of the house raised his gorge. She
entered. Longing to restore community with her, he actually licked her
hand as she passedin; and while he did so, he felt to his horror his lips
curl themselves back, baring his teeth for action. She vanished into the
house. He turned away, sniffing the fresh air.

He cantered ruthlessly acrossa flower-bed, leapt the garden wall, and
swung easily up the hillside with his tail streaming out behind him.

That night he failed to return home. There was nothing unusual in
this, and no one was anxious. On the following night also he was absent.
Thomas was disturbed, but concealed his anxiety under annoyance, for
he had planned a long walk with Sirius for the next day. On the third
night also there was no Sirius. Pugh had not seenhim, nor had he put in
an appearance at any of the neighbouring farms, nor in the village.
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Thomas was now alarmed; and Plaxy, thinking of their last meeting, felt
remorse for her coldness.

The whole household was organized as a searchparty, with Idwal and
another super-sheep-dog, who were borrowed for the occasion and
made to smell Sirius's sleeping-basket before setting out on the search.
Sincethere was no news of him in the cultivated regions, it seemedprob-
able that he had taken to the moor. The searchersspread out fanwise in
allotted directions.

It was Plaxy who found Sirius, late in the afternoon. Coming round a
buttress, she saw him standing over the carcassof a little moorland
pony. She had approached up wind, and Sirius had not seen her. He
began tugging savagely at the hide of the mangled neck, tearing it away
from the flesh. His legs were driven deep into the bog in the effort to get
a solid purchase. His tail curved under his belly. His jaws and shoulders
were smeared with blood, and peaty mud was splashed all over him. A
great pool of blood and mire spread from the pony's throat. There had
evidently been a wild struggle, for the pony's flanks were torn and the
bracken and grass were trampled.

Only for a second did Plaxy watch, unobserved and horror-stricken.
Then she gasped out, "Sirius!" He let go and faced her, licking his crim-
son lips and muzzle. The two gazed at each other, she into the eyesof a
wolf, he into the white, nude, super-simian face of his ancestral tyrant.
His back bristled. A snarl twisted his lips. A low growl was all his
greeting.

She was thoroughly frightened and nauseated, but also she realized
that some desperate art was needed to save him from ruin. And in that
moment (she afterwards said) she realized for the first time the strength
of the bond between them. She advanced towards him. "Sirius, darling,"
she cried, surprising herself no lessthan him, "what ever will become of
us now?" Miserably she approached him, with the bog squelching over
her shoe-tops. His growl becamemore threatening, for the beastin him
was jealous for its quarry. His earslay back. His teeth were more crim-
son than white. Shefelt a weakening at the knees, but plodded towards
him, and stretched out a hand to touch the savage head. As she did so,
she caught a nearer view of the carcass,and suddenly she vomited.
When the paroxysm was over, she sobbed out, "Why did you have to do
it? | don't understand. Oh, they'll want to kill you for it." She sat down
on a damp tussock and gazed at Sirius, and he at her. Presently he
turned on the carcassand tore at the flesh. Plaxy screamed,leapt up and
tried to drag him off by the collar. With aroar he turned on her, and she
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was flung hack on to the boggy ground with the great beast standing
over her, and the cold hoggy water oozing about her shoulders. Their
eyes were close together. His breath smelt of blood.

Some people in desperate moments have a knack of doing the right
thing. Plaxy is one of them. "My dear," she said, "you are not a wild
beast,you're Sirius. And you don't really want to hurt me. You love me,
you know you do. I'm your Plaxy." His lips crept back over his teeth. His
growl died out. Presently, with a little whimper he delicately kissed her
cheek. Stroking his throat, she said, "Oh, my poor darling, you must
have beenmad"; then, as sheroseto her feet, "Come, let me cleanyou up
a bit."

Shetook him to the edge of the boggy pond, and with a bit of moss for
a sponge she wiped the blood from his muzzle and his neck and
shoulders. While she was doing so she said, "Why did you have to do it?
Why did you have to leave us? Was | very horrid to you that day?" He
stood silent, passive to her ministrations, with his tail still tight under
him. When he was more or less clean of blood, she kissed his forehead,
then straightened herself. She walked over to the carcass."Poor pony."
she said. "He's like our Polly that we used to ride on when Giles and |
were little. Do you remember how you used to kiss her nose, nearly get-
ting yourself fallen over?" A sudden tortured whimper was his answer.
Then she, still gazing at the pony, said in an altered voice, "If we leave
this messto be found, they won't rest till they have tracked you down,
and then? If only we could bury it in the bog! We had better go home
and tell Thomas."

On the long walk home she tried to make Sirius tell her all about it,
and suddenly she realized that he had never said a word since she had
found him. "Tell me, tell me!" she implored. "Oh, do at least say
something. What's the matter with you?"

At last he spoke. "You wouldn't understand. There's nothing in your
life for you to judge it by. It's justNa canine thing." This echo of her own
words startled and pained her. "Oh, I'm terribly sorry," she said, "I was
horrid." But he said, "It wasn't all your fault. | was going wild before
that."

The rest of the searchparty had arrived home before them. Sirius was
given a hearty but anxious welcome. He took it coldly. Refusing his sup-
per, he retired to bed. Plaxy at oncetold her story to Thomas, who was at
first indignant and then increasingly interested, though of course
alarmed for Sirius's safety. Next day he traced the owner of the pony and
told him the whole story, attributing the murder to "a new, untrained
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experimental super-sheep-dog of mine." He paid up twice the value of
the pony.

The killing of the pony was one of the turning points in Sirius's career.
It clarified his relations with Plaxy, and it made Thomas realize that Siri-
us was being seriously strained, and would have to be treated carefully.

A couple of days later Plaxy and Sirius found themselvestalking more
freely to one another than had been possible for many months. It began
by her telling him about that "human” matter which she had formerly
withheld. Consideration for Plaxy forbids me to publish its details,
which are anyhow irrelevant to my theme. Let it suffice that Plaxy had
allowed herself to become entangled with a young man for whom she
felt a strong sexual attraction but no great respect; and that in these cir-
cumstancesthe shamelesspromiscuity of Sirius's own sex life seemedto
her to render him an impossible confidant. But the pony incident had
made her realize more clearly how much her intimacy with Sirius
mattered to both of them. Shefelt compelled to do her utmost to restore
confidence. Sirius on his side told her of the conflict which was racking
him, the alternating moods of respect and loathing for humanity. "You,
for instance, are sometimes the dearest of all things in the world, and
sometimes just a horrible monkey that has casta filthy spell on me." She
answered at once, "And you are sometimes just my father's experimental
dog that | have somehow got tangled up with and responsible for, be-
causeof him; but sometimes you areN Sirius, the part of Sirius-Plaxy that
| love." A faint changein her fragrance made him realize the warmth of
her feeling far better than her words could do, or even the shy frankness
of her voice.

Thomas made a point of lecturing Sirius on the folly of killing ponies,
but the lecture gradually changed into a discussion about the causesof
the wolf-mood in him. At the crisis of this talk Sirius cried, "Unless you
help me to be myself you will force me to beNa sham wolf." Thomas
countered this with, "And what must you be to be 'yourself?" After along
pause Sirius said, "l don't know, yet. But | must be given a chanceto find
out. | must be helped to look round at the world. | shall not seemuch of
it if | just alternate between sheep and your laboratory. You see,| feel |
have my own active contribution to make toNwell to human under-
standing. | can't be just a passive subject for experiments, or at best a
tenth-rate researchworker. There'ssomething | mustget clearin my own
mind, and when | have got it clear, then | must get it acrosssomehow to
mankind." Thomas softly whistled. "Sounds as though you wanted to be
a sort of canine messiahto men!" Sirius moved restlessly and said, "No,
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I'm not as silly as all that. | don't feel superior at all, far from it.
ButNwell, my point of view is so utterly different from man's, and yet at
bottom the same.In making me you made something that seesman from
clean outside man, and can tell him what he looks like." Thomas was si-
lent, considering this, and Sirius presently added, "There's another point.
When | feel I'm not going to be able to be my true self, or not allowed to
try to be it, the whole human race turns foul in my nose, and | just go
wild. Everything blacks out. | don't know why, but there it is."

Thomas was by now thoroughly aware that his policy for Sirius had
been too simple. He undertook to modify it. On the following day he
talked it all over with Elizabeth. "What a fool | was," he said, "not to fore-
seethis psychological trouble! | don't think | ever really realized that if
things went wrong with this experiment | couldn't just wash my hands of
it all, and start again; any more than a surgeon can wash his hands of an
operation that has gone wrong. | feel as God ought to have felt towards
Adam when Adam went wrongNmorally responsible. The devil of it is
that, though moral feelings are mere subjective feelings, you can't ignore
them."

After along discussion Elizabeth and Thomas decided on a new pro-
gramme for Sirius. He should come to the Laboratory, as planned; but
also he should be "shown round a bit" by Elizabeth, so that he could
"begin to get the hang of this crazy human world," He would go about
simply as her dog, meeting her friends in Cambridge and elsewhere,
listening to their talk. Shewould also help him to do a bit of sight-seeing,
if it could be arrangedNslums, factories, docks, museums, concerts. This
could be done at odd times, from the lab. He could also, with Thomas's
aid, make proper use of Cambridge as an educational centre. Thomas
would suggestlines of study and get him books from libraries. All this
might help him to see more clearly what he could do with his life.

When Thomas explained the new plan to Sirius, he ended with a cau-
tion. If Sirius did wander about the country with Elizabeth, he must be
very careful not to give the show away. He must behave simply as her
dog. No one must suspect him of being able to talk, no one but the
people in the know at the laboratory. "But why?" protested Sirius.
"Surely it's time | came out into the open. | can't go on pretending for
ever." Thomas insisted that the time had not yet come for publicity. "We
must have you firmly established in the scientific world before the com-
mercial world can get hold of you. Otherwise some unscrupulous tough,
out on the make, will try to kidnap you and run you into some foreign
country to show you off for money. Then you really would be a slave for
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the rest of your life." Sirius snorted. "Let ‘em try, that's all." Thomas poin-
ted out that a choloroform cloth would put him out of action very effect-
ively, till they got him away. "Don't think it's just my fancy,” Thomas ad-
ded. "There are some guys on your track already, and it's time | warned
you. Only yesterday two townee people called here to inquire about buy-
ing a super-sheep-dog. | put them off becausel didn't like the look of
them. Told them | had no animal ready. They said they had seenone in
Trawsfynydd posting a lettter, you in fact. Wouldn't | sell you? They
offered $30, $40, and gradually raised it to $250.This was fantastic for a
super-sheep-dog, so | began to be suspicious. Well, those fellows have
been hanging about here since then, so look out. And remember,
chloroform."

Some weeks later, when Sirius had almost forgotten about this story,
an attempt was actually made to kidnap him. He had been out hunting,
and was returning by his usual route, which passedover a stile in a wall
about a hundred yards or so above the house. He was on the point of
climbing over the stile when he caught a whiff of something strange. It
was sickly-sweet and pungent. He remembered chloroform, and
checked. Now unfortunately for his assailants his meditations on the
way home from the chasehad been sombre. He had been brooding on
his subjection to the human race,and so he was in a mood for retaliation.
He leapt the stile and crashed into two men, who were waiting for him.
They had not expected him to come over like a shell from a gun, explod-
ing on impact. Both men were knocked flying, and in the struggle which
followed Sirius got his teeth in the throat of one of the men before the
other could apply the chloroform cloth. The choking smell forced him to
let go and attack his other assailant. Number one, however, was tempor-
arily out of action, so Sirius had to deal only with number two and the
chloroform. The taste, or rather the idea, of human blood had roused the
wolf-mood in Sirius, He became just an animal fighting its natural
enemy-species. The man did his best with the chloroform, but though
Sirius had a few strong whiffs he managed to avoid its full power. Mean-
while the noise of battle had roused Thomas, who was down below in
the garden at Garth. He pounded up the hill shouting. The damaged
man had risen to his feet to help his colleague, but when he saw Thomas
he made off. The other had succeededin doping Sirius enough to make
him no longer dangerous; but he too, when he heard Thomas, clambered
to his feet, with blood streaming from his face, and took to his heels,
leaving the dog already three parts doped and quite unable to give
chase.Both men reached the cart track where they had left their car, and
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drove off asfast asthe bumps would permit. Thomas made no attempt
to follow them. Instead, he went to Sirius and gripped his collar, lest the
dog should recover in time to pursue his enemies.

Shortly after this incident Thomas took Sirius by car to the Lake Dis-
trict for the projected walking tour with his young colleague, McBane.
His main object was to familiarize McBane with Sirius, and particularly
to give him an opportunity of learning to understand the dog's speech
before undertaking work on him at the Laboratory. Incidentally Sirius
was also given an opportunity to seethe north country sheep-dogs at
work. The party also attended an important sheep-dogtrial. Thomas had
been persuaded by McBane to enter Sirius as a competitor. Sirius had on
several occasions acquitted himself brilliantly at trials in Wales, under
Pugh; but Thomas knew nothing of the technique. It very soon became
obvious to judges and spectatorsthat the master was no shepherd, while
the dog was more brilliant than any dog ought to have been. It did not
matter how ineptly Thomas gave his orders; Sirius ignored them and
carried out the desired operation with every refinement of skill. Finally it
was discovered that Thomas was the famous producer of super-sheep-
dogs. He received many offers to purchase Sirius, but laughingly re-
fused. The would-be purchasers had to be content to have their names
entered on the waiting list for future dogs.
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Chapter

SIRIUS AT CAMBRIDGE

WHEN the holiday was over, Thomas took Sirius to Cambridge. A
private bed-sitting-room had been prepared for the wonder-dog within
the precincts of the Laboratory, near a room which Thomas occupied
himself. The senior members of the staff were introduced to Sirius as
"man to man," on the understanding that they must keep the secretand
behave in public asthough this dog were only a rather specially bright
super-sheep-dog.

Sirius was at first very happy at Cambridge. The bustle of city and uni-
versity, though rather bewildering, was stimulating. During the first few
days he spent much time in wandering about the streets watching the
people, and the dogs. The abundance of the canine population surprised
him, and so did the extraordinary diversity of breeds. It seemedto him
incredible that the dominant speciesshould keep so many of the domin-
ated speciesalive in complete idleness, for not one of these pampered
animals had any function but to be the living toy of some man or wo-
man. Physically they were nearly all in good condition, save for a com-
mon tendency to corpulence, which in some casesreached a disgusting
fulfilment. Mentally they were unwholesome. How could it be other-
wise? They had nothing to do but wait for their meals, sink from bore-
dom into sleep, attend their masters or mistresseson gentle walks, sa-
vour one another's odours, and take part in the simple ritual of the lamp-
post and the gate-post. Sexually they were all starved, for bitches were
few, and jealously guarded by their human owners. Had not the canine
race been of sub-human intelligence, they must one and all have been
neurotics, but their stupidity saved them.

Sirius himself had often to act the part of these sub-human creatures.
When Elizabeth took him out to 'visit her friends he allowed himself to
be petted and laughed at, or praised for the "marvellous intelligence"
that he showed in "shaking hands" or shutting the door. Then the com-
pany would forget him completely, while he lay stretched out on the
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floor in seeming boredom, but in fact listening to every word, and trying
to get the hang of some conversation on books or painting; even furtively
stealing a glance at drawings or bits of sculpture that were circulated for
inspection.

Elizabeth did her bestto give Sirius a fair sample of life in a university
city. It became a sort of game with her to contrive means to insinuate
him into meetings and concerts. After the simple subsistencelife of the
sheep-country, Cambridge filled him with respect for the surplus ener-
gies of the human species.All thesegreat and ornate buildings had been
put up stone by stone, century by century, with the cunning of human
hands. All thesearticles in shop-windows had beenmade by human ma-
chinery and transported in human trains, cars and ships from the many
lands of human occupation. Perhaps most impressive of all to his inno-
cent mind was the interior of a great library, where, by patient intrigue,
Elizabeth managed to effect an entry for him. The thousands of books
lining the walls brought home to him as nothing else had done the vast
bulk and incredible detail of human intellectual tradition. He stood
speechlessbefore it all, his tail drooping with awe. As yet he was far too
simple-minded to realize that the majority of the volumes that faced him,
shoulder to shoulder, were of little importance. He supposed all to be
mightily pregnant. And the naive belief that he could never attain wis-
dom until his poor eyes had travelled along most of those millions of
lines of print filled him with despair.

Thomas had decided that the time had come to let out the secret of
Sirius's powers to a carefully selected public. A number of his scientific
and academic friends must be allowed to make the dog's acquaintance
and form their own opinions of his ability, on the understanding that the
truth must not yet be published. His policy was still to keep the greater
public from sharing the secret,lest the forces of commercial stunt-manu-
facture should be brought to bear on his work, and possibly wreck it.

He arranged for Sirius to meet a few eminent persons in the
University, mostly zoologists, biochemists, biologists of one sort or an-
other, but also psychologists, philosophers, and philologists, who would
be interested in his speech,and a few stray surgeons, painters, sculptors
and writers who happened to be among Thomas's personal friends.
These meetings generally took place after a lunch in Thomas's rooms.
Over the meal Thomas would tell the party something about his experi-
ments and the successof the supersheep-dogs.Then he would lead on to
his more daring research,and describe Sirius as"probably quite asbright
as most university students." When lunch was over, the small company
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would settle in easy chairs with their pipes, and Thomas, looking at his
watch, would say, "l told him we should be ready for him at two o'clock.
He'll be along in a minute." Presently the door would open and the great
beastwould stalk into the room. He did not lack presence.Tall and lean
as atiger, but with afaint suggestion of the lion's mane, he would stand
for a moment looking at the company. Thomas would rise to his feet and
solemnly introduce his guests one by one to Sirius. "Professor Stone, an-
thropologist, Dr. JamesCrawford, President ofNCollege," and soon. The
guests generally felt extremely ill at ease,not knowing how to behave,
and often suspecting that Thomas was playing a trick on them. Some-
times they remained stolidly seated, sometimes they rather sheepishly
rose to their feet, as though Sirius were a distinguished human new-
comer. Sirius looked steadily into the eyesof eachguest as he was intro-
duced, acknowledging him with alanguid movement of his great flag of
a tail. He would then take up his position in the centre of the company,
generally squatting down on the hearth-rug. "Well,” Thomas would say,
"first of all you want to know, of course,that Sirius really canunderstand
English, so will someone ask him to do something?" Often the whole
company was so paralysed by the oddity of the situation that it took a
full half-minute for anyone to think of an appropriate task. At last the
dog would be asked to fetch a cushion or a book, which of course he
straightway did. Presently Thomas would carry on a conversation with

Sirius, the guestslistening intently to the strange canine speech,and fail-
ing to understand a word of it. Then Sirius would say a few simple
words very slowly, Thomas translating. This would lead on to a general
conversation in which the guests would often question the dog and re-
ceive the answer through Thomas. Not infrequently Sirius himself would

guestion the visitors, and sometimes his questions were such that Tho-
mas was obviously reluctant to passon. In this way the guestsreceived a
clear impression of a strong and independent personality.

And in this way Sirius himself gradually reached certain conclusions
about these distinguished specimensof the dominant species.One char-
acteristic about them perplexed him greatly. It was such a deep-seated
thing that they themselves did not seemto be aware of it, One and all,
they undervalued or misvalued their hands, Many of them, in fact all but
the surgeons, sculptors, painters, and researchworkers, were wretchedly
clumsy with their hands, and by no means ashamed of it. Even those
whose work involved manual skill, the surgeons, sculptors and so on,
though they were so skilled in their own specialized technique, had often
lost that general handiness, that manual versatility, by which their
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species had triumphed. On the whole they were helpless creatures,
Hands were for them highly specialized instruments, like the bird's wing
or the seal's flipper, excellent for some one action, but not versatile.
Those that came on bicycles never mended their punctures themselves.
They could not sew on their buttons or mend their socks.Moreover even
these specialized geniuses of the hand had to some extent been infected
by the general contempt for "manual toil," which the privileged classhad
invented to excusetheir laziness. As for the writers, academics,lawyers,
politicians, their unhandiness and their contempt for mere manual dex-
terity were amazing. The writers couldn't even write properly. They fell
back on the cruder activity of pressing typewriter keys. Or they simply
dictated. Sirius had heard that in Old China the scholar class let their
finger-nails grow fantastically long so that their incapacity for manual
work should be obvious. Think of the millions of cunning hands thus
wasted! How he despised these regressive human types for the neglect
and atrophy of the most glorious human organ, the very instrument of
creation; and for infecting with their contempt for manual skill even the
manual workers themselves, on whose practical dexterity the whole
structure of civilization was founded! Artizans actually wanted their
sons to "rise" into the class of "black-coated" workers, What would not
Sirius himself have achieved if he had beengiven even the clumsy hands
of an ape, let alone the least apt of all these neglected human organs!

The first few weeks at Cambridge were indeed delightful for Sirius.
Every morning some bit of researchwas done upon him at the Laborat-
ory, with his interested co-operation. Sometimesit was a easeof study-
ing his motor or sensory reactions, sometimes his glandular responsesto
emotional stimuli, sometimes his intelligence, and so on. X-ray photo-
graphs had to be made of his skull, gramophone records of his speech.
With the co-operation of a psychologist he himself planned to write a
monograph on his olfactory experiences, and another on his power of
detecting human character and emotional changesby scent and tone of
voice. Psychologists and musicians studied his musical powers. His sex
life had also to be recorded.

In addition to all this strictly scientific work, in which Sirius collabor-
ated with his human observers, he planned to undertake two popular
hooks entirely on his own, One was to be called TheLamp-postA Study of
the SocialLife of the DomesticDog. The opening passageis interesting for
the light which it throws on Sirius's temperament. "In man, social inter-
course has centred mainly on the processof absorbing fluid into the or-
ganism, but in the domestic dog and to a lesser extent among all wild
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canine species,the act charged with most social significance is the excre-
tion of fluid. For man the pub, the estaminet, the Biergarten, but for the
dog the tree-trunk, the lintel of door or gate, and above all the lamp-post,
form the focal points of community life. For a man the flavours of alco-
holic drinks, for a dog the infinitely variegated smells of urine are the
most potent stimuli for the gregarious impulse." The other projected
book, Beyondthe Lamp-post he kept a dead secret. It was to be autobio-
graphical, and would express his philosophy of life. These works were
never completed; the second was scarcely even begun, but | have found
the random notes for it extremely useful in writing Sirius's biography.
They reveal a mind which combined laughable naivety in some direc-
tions with remarkable shrewdness in others, a mind moreover which
seemedto oscillate between a heavy, self-pitying seriousnessand a hu-
morous detachment and self-criticism.

It was flattering to Sirius to be the centre of so much interest; and it
was very unwholesome. Inevitably he beganto feel that his mission was
after all simply to be his unique self, and to allow the human race re-
spectfully to study him. Far from retaining the humility that had op-
pressedhim on his visit to the library, he now swung away towards self-
complacency. As his presencebecamemore widely known, more people
sought his acquaintance. Thomas received innumerable invitations from
outside the chosen circle, persons who had evidently heard vague ru-
mours of the human dog and were eager to verify them. When Sirius
was out in the streets people often stared at him and whispered. Thomas
strongly disapproved of his going out by himself, lest attempts should be
made to kidnap him. The anxious physiologist even went so far asto
hint that unless his precious charge agreed never to go out without a hu-
man escort he would have to be confined to the Laboratory. This threat,
however, infuriated Sirius; and Thomas recognized that, if it were car-
ried out, all friendly co-operation would cease.The besthe could do was
to engage a detective to follow the dog on a bicycle whenever he went
out of doors. Sirius conceived a humorous dislike of this individual.
"He's rather like atin can tied to my tail, he and his clattery old bike,"
said Sirius; and henceforth always referred to him as"Old Tin Can." The
game of giving OIld Tin Can the slip or leading him into awkward situ-
ations became Sirius's main outdoor amusement.

Contrary to his original intention Sirius spent the whole of that au-
tumn term at Cambridge. Though he was often very homesick for the
country, and nearly always had a headache and often felt seedy, he
found Cambridge life far too fascinating to surrender. Several times he
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did, indeed, suggestto Thomas that he ought to be moving on; but Tho-
mas was reluctant to break off the research,and Sirius himself was too
comfortable to find energy to press the matter.

Very soon the Christmas vacation was upon him, and he went back to
Wales with Thomas, Elizabeth, and Plaxy. Once more on the hills, he dis-
covered that he was in a sorry state of physical decay, and he spent
much of his time trying to restore himself by long hunting expeditions.

During the spring term Sirius was less happy. The glamour of Cam-
bridge had begun to fade, and he was increasingly restlessabout his fu-
ture; the more so becauseCambridge was like a habit-forming drug. By
now he obtained only a mild satisfaction from it, yet it had got into his
blood and he could not bring himself to do without it. He had arrived in
Cambridge, an anatomical study of bone and muscle. A soft, inactive life,
which included far too many delicaciesreceived in the houses of admir-
ing acquaintances, had already blurred his contours with a layer of fat,
and filled out his waist. Once when he met Plaxy in the street, she ex-
claimed, "Gosh! You're going fat and prosperous, and you waddle like a
Pekinese." This remark had greatly distressed him.

Along with physical decay went a less obvious mental decay, a tend-
ency to sink into being a sort of super-lap-dog-cum-super-laboratory-an-
imal. His disposition became increasingly peevish and self-centred.
There came a day when a serious difference occurred between Sirius and
McBane. Thomas's lieutenant had prepared a piece of apparatus for a
more minute researchinto Sirius's olfactory powers. Sirius protested that
he was not in the mood for such arm exacting bit of work to-day; his
nose was in a hypersensitive state and must not be put to any strain.
McBane pointed out that, if Sirius refused, hours of preparation would
be wasted. Sirius flew into a whimpering tantrum, crying that his nose
was more important than a few hours of McBane's time. "Good God!"
cried McBane, "you might be a prima donna.”

Thomas had been surprised and pleased at the way in which Sirius
had settled down to his new life. It seemedas though the dog had out-
grown his romantic cravings, and was reconciled to becoming a perman-
ent property at the Lab. But in his second term, though Sirius was still
superficially able to enjoy his work, on a deeper level of his mind he was
becomning increasingly perturbed and rebellious. This life of easeand
self-gratulation was not at all what he was "meant for." The mere short-
age of physical exercise made him miserable. Sometimes he cantered a
few miles along the tow-path, but this was very boring; and he was al-
ways oppressed by the knowledge that the faithful detective was
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following on a bicycle. He could not force himself to run every day. Con-
sequently he was generally constipated and disgruntled. He felt a grow-
ing nostalgia for the moors, the mists, the rich smell of the sheep,with all
its associations of hard work and simple triumphs. He remembered
Pugh with affection, and thought how much more real he seemedthan
these dons and their wives.

He was vaguely aware too of his own moral decay. It was increasingly
difficult for him to do anything that he did not want to do. Not that he
was incapable of all mental effort, for he still generally carried out his in-
tellectual work with conscientious thoroughness. But then, he happened
to like that. What he was failing to do was to control his ordinary selfish
impulses in relation to his human neighbours. He was also growing less
capable even of prudential self-regard.

For instance there was the matter of bitches. Of the few bitches that he
encountered in the Cambridge streets, most were anyhow too small for
him, and many had beentreated with a preparation which disguised the
animal's intoxicating natural odour, and made potential lovers regard
her as a filthy-smelling hag. He insisted to Thomas that, since in Cam-
bridge there was practically no scopeat all for love-making, bitches must
be provided for him. It was not to be expectedthat a vigorous young dog
should be able to do without them and yet maintain his mental balance.
So a succession of attractive females was procured for him. These
creatures were brought in turn and at appropriate times to his rooms in
the Laboratory; and the whole matter was treated as part of the pro-
longed and complicated scientific study in which he was co-operating.
The Laboratory, by the way, had analysed the chemistry of the odours
which were sexually stimulating to Sirius, and could choose seductive
animals for him with considerable success.But, his appetite instead of
being assuaged,increased. Almost daily they brought a young bitch to
his room, yet he was never satisfied. Indeed he became more and more
lascivious and difficult to please. Thomas urged him to take himself in
hand, otherwise his mental vitality would be sapped. Sirius agreedto do
this, but failed to carry out his promise. And now a note of sadism crept
into his love-making. Once there was a terrible commotion becausein
the very act of love he dug his teeth into the bitch's neck.

This incident seemsto have frightened Sirius himself, for a change
now came over him. Dreading the dark power that seemedto rise up
within him and control his behaviour, he made a desperate effort to pull
himself together. He also determined to leave Cambridge at once and go
back to Wales for a spell with the sheep. Thomas reluctantly agreed that
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he had better go, but pointed out that he was in no condition to under-
take sheep work again without some weeks of severe physical training.
This was all too true. The best that could be done was that Thomas
should arrange with Pugh to take him for a month not as a sheep-dog
but asa paying guest. This plan was much discussed, but somehow Siri-
us could not bring himself to such an ignominious course. In default of a
better policy he simply stayed on at Cambridge till the end of the term.
There followed an Easter Vacation in Wales, given over wholly to phys-
ical training in preparation for a spell of sheep-tending in Cumberland.
But as no satisfactory arrangement could be made for him, the lure of
Cambridge proved in the end too strong, and he returned with Thomas
for the summer term.

In the familiar environment the old way of life proved fatally easy.
Laboratory work, meetings with Thomas's scientific or academic friends,
a great deal of desultory biological and other scientific reading, a certain
amount of philosophy, the writing of his monographs and notes for The
Lamp-postand Beyondthe Lamp-post select parties at which he was lion-
ised by the wives of dons, the perennial shortage of exercise,a succession
of bitches, all this told upon his health and loosened his character. He de-
veloped more and more the prima donna disposition. He became
increasingly self-centred and self-important. Yet all the while, deepin his
heart, he felt completely disorientated and futile, spiritually enslaved to
the will of man.

At last, when he felt in himself a return of sadistic impulses, he was
seized with such a terror of sheer madness that he once more gathered
all his moral strength together for a great recovery. He set himself a
course of strict self-discipline and asceticism, He would have no more
bitches. He would cut down his food by half. Sometimes he would fast;
and "pray to whatever gods there be," He would take exercise.He would
co-operate conscientiously with the Laboratory staff in their researches
on him. He would once more tackle his literary work; for even this,
which had for long been his one remaining active interest, had recently
been dropped.

For awhile he did indeed live a more austerelife, punctuated by bouts
of wild self-indulgence; but presently his resolution began once more to
fail, and he found himself slipping back into the old ways. Terror seized
him; and a desperateloneliness in the midst of his social contacts. He felt
a violent need for Plaxy, and sent her a note, asking her to come for a
good walk with him.
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Plaxy gladly made an appointment with him, but the day was not a
success. She was naturally very absorbed in her university life; and
though Sirius was in a manner a member of the same university, their
experiences did not overlap. Lectures, essays, meetings, dances, and
above all her new friendships filled her mind with matter that was re-
mote from Sirius. At first they talked happily and freely, but there was
no depth of intimacy between them. Severaltimes he was on the verge of
blurting out his troubles; but to say, "Oh, Plaxy, help me, I'm going to
hell." which was what he wanted to say, seemedsomehow preposterous.
Moreover, asthe day wore on, he beganto suspectfrom afaint changein
her odour that she was growing subconsciously hostile to him. He had
been talking to her about the bitches. It was then that her scent had be-
gun to take on a slight asperity, though in speechand manner she re-
mained quite friendly. Towards the end of the day a gloomy silence fell
upon them both, Eachtried to dispel it with light talk, but vainly. When
at last they were on the point of parting, and Plaxy had said, "It was nice
to be together again," Sirius registered in his own mind the fact that her
odour had been growing mellower asthe parting approached. "Yes, it's
good indeed," he said. But even as he said it the human smell of her,
though unchanged in its sensory quality, began to nauseate him.

In order to return to the Laboratory he had to cross the town. He
strolled off, without any positive desire to reach his destination, or in-
deed to do anything else.As he drifted along the streets, he felt stifled by
the surrounding herd of the grotesque super-simians who had
conqguered the earth, moulded the canine speciesas they trimmed their
hedges, and produced his unique self. Feelings of violent hatred surged
up in him. A number of significant little memories presented themselves
to his embittered mind, Long ago in afield near Ffestiniog he had come
upon an angel-faced little boy taking baby thrushes out of a nest and
skewering them one by one on a rusty nail. More recently in a Cam-
bridge garden he had watched a well-dressed woman sitting on a seat
and fondling adog's head. Presently shelooked about asthough to seeit
shewas being observed. There was no one but Sirius, a mere animal. Still
stroking the dog with one hand, she reached out with the other and
pressed her lighted cigarette end into the creature's groin. This streak of
sexual cruelty in human beings horrified Sirius all the more becausehe
himself had indulged in something of the sort with his bitches. But he
persuaded himself that this aberration in him was entirely due to some
sort of infection from man, due, in fact, to his human conditioning. His
own kind, he told himself, were not by nature cruel. Oh, no, they always
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killed as quickly as possible. Only the inscrutable and devilish cat des-
cended to torture.

It was all due to man's horrible selfishness,he told himself. Homosapi-
enswas an imperfectly socialized species, as its own shrewder speci-
mens, for instance H. G. Wells, had pointed out. Even dogs, of course,
were self-centred, but also far more spontaneously social. They might of-
ten fight for bones or bitches, and they persecuted one another for the
glory of dominance; but when they weresocial they were more whole-
heartedly social. They were much more ready to be loyal absolutely,
without any secretnosing after self-advantage. So he told himself. They
could give absolute, disinterested loyalty; for instance to the human fam-
ily that claimed their pack-allegiance, or to a single adored master, or to
the work that was entrusted to them. The sheep-dog didn't expectto get
anything out of his job. He did it for the work's sake alone. He was an
artist. No doubt some men were asloyal asany dog, but Cambridge life
had taught Sirius to smell out self-regard under every bit of loyalty. Even
Plaxy's affection for him seemedin his present mood merely a sort of liv-
ing up to a pattern for her precious self, not real self-oblivious love. Or
take McBane. Was it science or the budding great scientist, Hugh
McBane, that really stirred him? Sirius had noticed that he smelt most ex-
cited and eager whenever some little personal triumph was at stake.
Then there were all those prominent people that he had met at Thomas's
lunch partiesNbiologists, physicists, psychologists, doctors, surgeons,
academics, writers, painters, sculptors and God-knows-what-all. They
were so very distinguished, and all so seeming modest and so seeming
friendly; and yet every one of them, every bloody one of them, if he
could trust his nose and his sensitive ears, was itching for personal suc-
cess,for the limelight, or (worse) scheming to push someone else out of
the limelight, or make someonein it look foolish or ugly. No doubt dogs
would bejust asbad, really, exceptwhen their glorious loyalty was upon
them. That was the point! Loyalty with dogs could be absolute and pure.
With men it was always queered by their inveterate self-love. God! They
must be insensitive really; drunk with self, and insensitive to all else.
There was something reptilian about them, snakish.

Long ago he had idealized humanity. His silly uncritical, canine loy-
alty had made him do so. But now his practised nose had found out the
truth about the species.They were cunning brutes, of course, devilishly
cunning. But they were not nearly so consistently intelligent as he had
thought. They were always flopping back into sub-human dullness, just
as he was himself. And they didn't know themselves even as well as he
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knew himself, and not half aswell ashe knew them. How he knew them!
He had been brought up in a rather superior family, but even the
Trelones were often stupid and insensitive. Even Plaxy knew very little
about herself. She was so absorbed in herself that she couldn't seeher-
self, couldn't seethe wood for the trees.How often shewas unreasonable
and self-righteous becauseof some miserable little self-regard that she
herself didn't spot. But he spotted it all right, oh yes! And she could be
cruel. She could make him feel an outcast and a worm, just for spite.

What enraged him most of all about human beings, and particularly
the superior ones that he met in Cambridge, was their self-deception.
Every one of them was quite different really from the mask that he or she
presented to the world. McBane, for instance. Of course he really wasde-
voted to science,up to a point, but more soto himself; and he daren't ad-
mit it, evento himself. Why couldn't he just say,"Oh, | know I'm a selfish
brute at heart, but | try not to be"? Instead, he pretended to have a real
sheep-dog loyalty to science.But he didn't really usehimselfup for sci-
ence. Perhaps he might some day, just as Thomas did. Some day he
might be ready to die for scienceeven. But if he did, he would really be
dying not absolutely for science,but for his own reputation asa devoted
scientist.

Oh God! What a speciesto rule a planet! And so obtuse about every
thing that wasn't human! Soincapable of realizing imaginatively any oth-
er kind of spirit than the human! (Had not even Plaxy failed him?) And
cruel, spiteful! (Had not even Plaxy had her claws in him?) And compla-
cent! (Did not even Plaxy really, in her secretheart, regard him as"just a
dog"?)

But what a universe, anyhow! No use blaming human beings for what
they were. Everything was made so that it had to torture something else.
Sirius himself no exception, of course. Made that way! Nothing was re-
sponsiblefor being by nature predatory on other things, dog on rabbit
and Argentine beef, man on nearly everything, bugs and microbes on
man, and of course man himself on man. (Nothing but man was really
cruel, vindictive, except perhaps the loathly cat.) Everything desperately
struggling to keep its nose above water for a few breaths before its
strength inevitably failed and down it went, pressedunder by something
else.And beyond, those brainless, handlessidiotic stars, blazing away so
importantly for nothing. Here and there some speck of a planet domin-
ated by some half-awake intelligence like humanity. And here and there
on such planets, one or two poor little spirits waking up and wondering
what in hell everything was for, and what it was all about, what they
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could make of themselves; and glimpsing in a muddled way what their
potentiality was, and feebly trying to expressit, but always failing, al-
ways missing fire, and very often feeling themselves breaking up, as he
himself was doing. Justnow and then they might find the real thing, in
some creative work, or in sweet community with another little spirit, or
with others. Justnow and then they seemedsomehow to create or to be
gathered up into something lovelier than their individual selves,
something which demanded their selves" sacrifice and yet gave their
selves new life. But how precariously, tortur" ingly; and only just for a
flicker of time! Their whole life-time would only be aflicker in the whole
of titanic time. Even when all the worlds have frozen or exploded, and
all the suns gone dead and cold, there'll still be time. Oh, God, what for?
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Chapter 9

SIRIUS AND RELIGION

AS Sirius walked home to the Laboratory after his day with Plaxy,
brooding on the shortcomings of man, and his own loneliness, and the
indifference of the universe, he began to slip into the wolf-mood. Frus-
tration always tended to have this effect on him, and he was feeling des-
perately frustrated. He longed for self-expression, and could find no
means of attaining it. When he was a puppy he had decided that he
would be ageneral, deploying his human troops with super-human skill,
charging with them to superhuman victory. Ludicrous, impossible
dream! Later he had determined to be an explorer of the Siberian Tundra
or prairies (a country that he thought suited to his powers); but how
could a dog take the necessarygear with him without causing excite-
ment among the human inhabitants? Or perhaps Australian sheep-farm-
ing would suit him, or some kind of hunting career in the north of
Canada. No, by now it was all too clear that nothing would suit him,
nothing was possible but to be a super-lap-dog-cum-super-laboratory-
animal.

Yet always there was a strange nagging "something" within him which
said, "Get on with it! You have unique powers. There is only one of you,
and you exist to make your contribution to the world. Find your calling.
It is difficult for you, no doubt, but you must find it or be damned." So-
metimes the voice said, "For you, humnanity is the pack. You are not one
of them, but they made you and you are for them. And becauseyou are
different you can give them avision which they can never win for them-
selves,"Could he, after all, fulfil his task, perhaps, through music? Gran-
diose fantasies assailed him. "Sirius, the unique canine composer, not
only changed the whole character of human music, importing into it
something of the dog's finer auditory sensibility; he also, in his own in-
comparable creations, expressedthe fundamental identity-in-diversity of
all spirits, of whatever species, canine, human or super-human."
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But no! It could not be. Man would never listen to him. And what reas-
on had he to suppose that he had the genius to strike his music into the
deep incomprehensible heart of man?

On the way back to the Laboratory Sirius heard the familiar nagging
voice, calling him to expressthe "spirit* in him. He greeted it with an in-
ward snarl. What could he possibly do about it? Nothing. He was a mis-
fit, a mistake. He ought never to have occurred.

He felt an increasing impulse to run amok in the street. Life was no
good to him. Why not throw it away, why not kill asmany ashe could of
theseridiculously bedecked, swelled-headed apes,until they managed to
destroy him? "l won't, | won't," he kept saying to himself. "Even if they
areapes,or forked worms, they are the samesstuff really as| am." Fleeing
from himself, he broke into atrot, a canter, a real gallop, needing the se-
clusion of his own room. There, he paced up and down for many hours,
far into the night. These hours form a crucial point in his life, so | shall
quote from the account which he himself wrote down on the following
day; turgid stuff, but significant of his unwholesome state.

"I walked and walked, rubbing my shoulder painfully against the wall
every time | turned, snapping at the curtain as| passedit. This was af-
fectation; | was dramatizing myself as a caged beast. The colleges and
churches chimed, quarter by quarter. The noise of passing cars died
down asthe night advanced. | kept remembering with fury the smell of
Plaxy, dear and loathsome; and the scent of my last bitch, so sweet, but
false, promising a lovely spirit that did not exist. Then the sudden pres-
ence of Idwal's friendly smell, and of a flock of sheep, drenched with
mist. The smell of Pugh, sweaty and excited. Of frost, of a summer day,
of wind from the sea,of the change of wind from west to east. Trails of
rabbit and hare. The infuriating stink of cat. Fox, rich and subtle. The me-
nagerie. Chloroform, and the two toughs that had attacked me. The faint,
throat-tightening smell of suffering which sometimes seems to come
from the part of the Lab where | have never been.

"Below all this flood of smells there was an undercurrent of sounds;
tones of human voices, and dog voices; bleating of sheep and lambs; the
wind, whimpering or furious; snatchesof human music, and themes of
my own singing.

"My whole life seemedto crowd in on me in smell and sound; and
touch also, for | felt Plaxy's hand on my neck, and the cracking of bones
between my teeth, and the soft flanks of a young setter that | had loved
long ago in Ffestiniog.
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"Visual shapes came too, but dimly, unsteadily. Sometimnes |
glimpsed Thomas with pursed lips, considering me; sometimes Plaxy
smiling.

"While thesememories presented themselvesto me, thoughts also kept
racing and jostling one another through my mind, chiefly terrified and
resentful thoughts about man's power over me, and my own failure to be
master of my fate. How could | ever save myself from the breakdown
that had already begun in me? What help was there anywhere for me?
Thomas did not really understand the creature he had made. Elizabeth
was always ready to hear my troubles and comfort me; but somehow she
turned them all into child's troubles. And Plaxy was now so far away. It
was 'the spirit," we had said, that mattered. It was 'in the spirit" that we
were eternally together. But now? Had we meant anything real at all by
'the spirit? | wondered. After all we were just animals, with some degree
of intelligence; animals of different species,doomed never really to be at
one with each other, always in discord, and now drifting inevitably
apart.

"Why, why was everything so sweetin promise and yet always in real-
ization bitter?

"But presently, as| paced up and down the little room, a queer thing
happened. It was as though my wandering imagination came upon a
new quality, different from all that | had ever known; yet one which was
also more familiar and intimate than the smell of Plaxy in the mood of
love, more piercing sweet than bitches, more hunt-worthy than the tralil
of a fox.

“No, | must not romanticize. This is a scientific report. No new sensory
quality really cameto inc. But something happened in my mind which |
can't describe in any other way. If it was a fragrance at all, it was the fra-
grance of love and wisdom and creating, of these for their own sake,
whether crowned with successand happiness or not. It was this fra-
grance, which somehow cameto me with such a fresh poignhancy that it
was something entirely new to me. It was this fragrance, trailed across
the universe, winding in and out of all its chasms and interstices, that
had so often enticed me; but now in my excited state it presented itself to
me so vividly that | had to dramatize it to myself as a new quality,
neither odour nor sound nor visible form, but most like an odour to be
pursued.

"And | did pursue it. | stopped pacing, and lay down with my forelegs
stretched before me: and | laid my chin along them. Ignoring all the oth-
er remembered scents, | pursued this strange new trail, with the flying
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feet of inner attention, And as| followed, the trail becamestronger, clear-
er, more exquisite. Sometimesit escapedme, but casting back | recovered
it. Sometimes my strength failed, and as | flagged the trail grew fainter.
But | gathered myself together again for the chase,and as | pursued,
lessening the distance between myself and the quarry, the scent grew
clearer and more compelling.

"At last a terrible thing happened. As | drew nearer, the quality of the
heavenly quarry seemedto change. Though its exquisite sweetnessre-
mained, drawing me on, a new, pungent tang, a stinging, choking, bitter,
exquisite and terrifying perfume, was mixed with it. There was
something in it that made my mind reel, as the chloroform had done;
and something fierce, like the mighty smells of tiger and lion, but with a
grimness that no earthly smell ever had. | could not give up the chase.
With staggering mind | still clung to the trail. The thing that | was hunt-
ing must surely be the source of all fragrance in the universe, and all hor-
ror also. And | was famished for the thing. | must, must reach it; though
in the end surely not | should devour it, but it would devour me Surely
the thing that | was crazily hunting must be the very thing that men
called God, the dear and beautiful and dread.

"At last it was as though the quarry turned at bay and overwhelmed
me. Remembering, | cannot recapture that moment of agony and bliss,
the agony of my slaughtered self, the bliss of the freed spirit in me. It was
asthoughNhow can put it?Nas though the trail which had first prom-
ised the most succulent prey, and then the most formidable but spell-
binding enemy, had led after all not to the universal Tiger but to the uni-
versal Master, the superhuman master whom my super-canine nature so
desperately needed to take possession of me and steady me with his
claim for absolute loyalty and service.

“That supreme moment passed. | can remember only that when it
passed| found peacesuch as| had not known before and shall never, |
believe, quite lose. The whole universe now presented itself with a new
guality, as though my monochrome vision had suddenly gained the
glory of colour. But the colours that | saw were not of sensation. They
were the colours that are seenby the eye of the spirit. All the things and
people that | had seen hitherto in the plain greys of ordinary life were
now enriched with a great diversity of the new quality which | am call-
ing colour, so that they gained a new meaning, much as sounds gain a
new meaning in speechor music. | saw them all in their own true colours
and suffused with the music of the whole. And even now, on the day

101



after my glorious moment, which is lost save for its afterglow in my
mind, | still see every thing coloured by the light of the spirit."

There followed a postscript.

"All this was written on the day after my vision, if vision it was. And
now another day has passed.| have read it over, and | seethat it does
not describe at all the thing that happened to me. It is sentimental ver-
biage. It does not recapture the experience for me, it blurs it. But | am
certain that something big really did happen to me. And the proof shall
be shown in my life. | will take charge of my life. | will drift no more. |
will still be true to science,but | will be true to my new light also. | will
be a sceptic about everything but one thing, which does not admit of
scepticism (once one has clearly seenit), namely that it doesindeed mat-
ter to be as quickened a spirit as possible, and to live for the quickening
of the spirit everywhere. In fact | am going to be the hound of the spirit.
Me? Lazy, excuse-finding me? That's a good joke, isn't it! Looking at the
matter with scientific detachment, | am sure | shall be adrift again before
the week is out. Well, evenif | am the thing that happemied the night be-
fore last will make a difference. And looking at it all in the light of the
thingNno, by God! | shall never be adrift again! Not fundamentally."

With much misgiving Sirius dutifully offered this document to Tho-
mas. Would he be amused, or annoyed? Or would he take it with all his
aloof scientific detachment as a psychological datum? Sirius never dis-
covered what Thomas really felt about it. The great physiologist was re-
spectful, almost diffident; and hoped Sirius did not object to having the
document typed in triplicate, "for the Laboratory records, and to show to
a few of my friends, if you don't mind."

This seemingly mystical experience awakened in Sirius a new interest
in religion. Through one of Thomas's guests he stumbled on the literat-
ure of mysticism, and was soon devoting a great deal of his time to St.
Catherine of Siena, St. John of the Cross, JacobBoehme,the Vedanta, and
so on. It was Thomas who had to procure these works for him; and the
task made Thomas smell acrid and disapproving, even though in word
and deed he remained sympathetic.

Sirius now conceived a great desire to discuss religion with some sin-
cere and orthodox religious person. No such person, it seemed, was
among Thomas'scircle of trusted friends who might be admitted into the
secretof Sirius's intelligence. They were all either strictly scientific in the
narrow senseor inclined to say "One feelsin one's bonesthat there must
be somethingin religion, but God knows what." Contact with these

102



people merely increased Sirius's desire to pursue the matter, without
helping him.

Sometimeshe would hang about the doors of chapelsand churches, to
watch the congregation enter or leave the building, or to strain his hyper-
sensitive ears to catch reverberations of the music, the prayers, the les-
sonsand the sermon. The fact that asa mere dog he was not allowed into
the sacred building increased his senseof exile and inferiority, and his
readiness to belive that in spite of the critics it was within those walls
that man attained his highest range of experience.

On one occasionhis hunger for the truth was so great that he could not
restrain himnself from a very foolish act. It was summer time, and there
was a heat wave. He had beenwatching the worshippers entering a little
Methodist Chapel. Contrary to custom, the doors were not shut before
the service began. Emotional prayer and vigorous singing flooded out
upon him. To his refined sensibility the music was crude and the execu-
tion vulgar, but these very imperfections increased for him the feeling
that music was here only a hastily executed symbol of some ulterior ex-
perience. A poem might be sincere no matter how hastily it had been
scribbled. Jarred by the barbaric sound, yet fascinated, Sirius drifted step
by step into the porch and acrossthe inner threshold. He had entered
during a prayer. The minister's eyeswere reveremitly closed. His tone of
voice was unctuous and complacently servile. With the conventional in-
tonation of penitence and worship, but without any inner experience of
them, he affirmed the sinfulness of the whole human race, and confid-
ently, flatteringly, asked his God for forgiveness and eternal bliss for
himself and his flock. The backs of the bowed congregation appeared
above the pews like the backs of sheepin a pen. But their smell on that
hot day was all too human.

When the prayer was ended the minister opened his eyes.He saw the
great dog standing in the aisle. Pointing dramatically at Sirius, he ex-
claimed, "Who has brought that animal into God's House? Put it out!"
Several black coats and striped trousers moved towards Sirius. They ex-
pected him to retire before them, but he stood his ground, his head and
tail erect, his back bristling. A faint growl, rather like distant thunder,
made the assailants hesitate. Sirius looked round the building. All eyes
were turned on him, some outraged, some amused. He turned slowly to
retrace his steps. The ejectors cautiously advanced. One of them said,
"Good dog! Go home!" but another began to chivvy him with an um-
brella, and rashly tapped his haunch. Sirius leapt round with a bark that
echoed through the bare chapel, and his pursuers retreated a pace. He
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stood looking at them for a few moments, amused at his easy triumph.

The hair on his spine subsided. He vaguely waved his tail, and turned
towards the door. Then a mischievous idea took possessionof him. At
the door he once more faced the congregation, and in a clear, accurate,
though wordless, voice he sang the refrain of the hymn that had been
sung before he entered. As he turned to leave the building a woman
screamed. The minister in a rather strained voice said, "Friends, | think
we had better join once more in prayer."”

On another occasion he marched beside the drums of the Salvation
Army, sometimes forgetting himself so far as to add his voice to the
trumpets. The open air service gave him, he told Thomas, an irrational
senseof salvation. What appealed to him most was one of the hymns,
sung with immense gusto. "Washed in the blood of the Lamb," was its
theme. He could not resist joining in the singing, though softly. He could
not seehow the imagery of the hymn agreed with the religion of love,
but somehow it had a strange power over him. He vaguely and quite ir-
rationally felt it asunifying all the tendernessof his life with all the wolf
in him. He scented again the seductive reek of his killed ram and his
killed pony. Somehow the haunting conflict between pity and blood-lust
seemedto be resolved. His guilt was washed away. There was no sound
reason for this; he just felt it. He and these human animals somehow un-
loaded their sins upon the Lamb, and found a crude ecstasy of com-
munity one with another, and all together. They abasedthemselves into
the personified spirit of the group. The intoxicated minds gave up all at-
tempt to think clearly and feel precisely, and yielded to the common
mentality; which somehow seemedto be universal, eosmical, the person-
ified "togetherness"of all individual spirits in all the worlds. Thus he felt,
as the barbaric tune soaked through his brain. Yet to another part of his
mind the blasting of the trumpets, the thundering of the drums and the
lusty human singing seemedasremote asthe howling of an alien species
in the jungle. Not in this way, said the protesting part of his mind, not in
the remission of clear thought and feeling for the sake of the mere
warmth of togetherness, could one find the essential spirit, identical in
himself and in thesehumans. Only in the most articulate, precise self and
other-consciousnesswas the thing to be found; for instance on those rare
occasionsof spiritual accord with Plaxy, when through their very differ-
enceand distinctness they discovered their underlying identity. Yes,and
in another manner he had sometimes found that thing, with Thomas,
when their two intellects had moved together up the steep path of some
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argument, Thomas always leading, till they had reached together some
pinnacle from which, it seemed, they could view the whole universe.
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Chapter 1 O

EXPERIENCES IN LONDON

ONE day Sirius demanded very urgently that Thomas should arrange
for him to meet a few of the outstanding religious people of Cambridge.
"But | don't know any," said Thomas. "They're not my line. And anyhow
| wouldn't trust them not to blab." Sirius was not to be put off; and fi-
nally it was agreed that Elizabeth should help him to satisfy his curiosity
about religion, and at the sametime show him London. Shehad a cousin
who was a parson in the East End, He could be taken into their confid-
ence, and the two of them could perhaps visit him.

The Rev. Geoffrey Adams, now well advanced in middle age,was one
of those clerics who had cared more for his parishioners than for self-ad-
vancement. Long ago he had undertaken a slum parish, and he had
stayed there ever since. His life had been spent in comforting the sick
and the dying with assurancesof peace hereafter, in fighting locai au-
thorities on behalf of hard cases,and in agitating for playgrounds, free
milk for mothers and children, and decent treatment for the unem-
ployed. Throughout the country he had something of a reputation as a
fighting parson, for on several occasionshis indiscreet championship of
the oppressed had brought him up against the state or his ecclesiastical
superiors. Nearly all his parishioners admired him, some loved him,
very few attended his services.

Elizabeth wrote to Geoffrey, telling him about Sirius, and asking if she
might visit him, with the wonder-dog. He replied that he was desper-
ately busy, that religion was not a thing to be got merely by talking
about it, but that if they came to the East End he would show them
round, and they might see a little of it in action.

Elizabeth took Sirius by train to King's Cross, a tiresome journey for
the dog, ashe had to travel in the luggage van. They spent the afternoon
walking about the more prosperous end of the metropolis, for Sirius's
edification. Oxford Street, Regent Street, Piccadilly and the parks gave
Sirius a new impression of the multitude and power of the human race.
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What an amazing species it was, with its great buildings, its endless
streams of cars, its shop-window displays, its swarming foot-passengers,
with their trousered or silken legs! He could always detect the familiar
sheep smell in the tweed; and in the fur coatsthere were still odours of
the menagerie. Sirius had many questions to ask Elizabeth, but of course
they dared not talk, for fear of rousing curiosity.

After awhile Elizabeth was tired with all the walking, and wanted her
tea. It was difficult to find a cafe, where the great dog was acceptable,
but after a while they settled beside a little table. Sirius, of course, lay on
the floor, and was much in the way of the waitresses. Elizabeth gave him
a bun and a slop-basin full of sweet tea. While she smoked, he watched
the company. Someonewas overheard to say, "That dog's expression is
almost human."

After they had refreshed themselvesthey went eastwards by tube, and
emerged in an entirely different world, the down-and-out world that
Plaxy had often described to him. He was amazed by the contrast of
Homosapienan affluence and Homosapiensn penury. Young men hung
about aimlessly at pub-corners. Dirty-faced children and shabby curs
played in the gutters. Both the smell and the voices of the passers-by
gave Sirius an unmistakable impression of defeat and resentment. He
walked beside Elizabeth with alert and anxious eyesand heavy tail. This
line of country threatened to be too much for him. The only familiar and
comforting thing about it was the variety of odours left by his own kind
at the foot of eachlamp-post. The rest was overwhelming, not only be-
causeof the oppressive stink of man, but becauseit was a stink of man in
abject anxiety. The western crowd had smelt mainly of cosmetics, per-
fume, soap, fresh tweed, tobacco smoke, moth balls and the slaughtered
beastswhose furs they had stolen. There was also, of course, a strong un-
dertone of human sweat, mostly female, and of all the other physical
odours, including now and then an unmistakable whiff of sexual excite-
ment. But in the easterncrowd the smell of crude human bodies domin-
ated everything else;and it was on the average different in quality from
the smell of the western bodies. In the prosperous region the odour was
mainly of wholesome physique, but in the poorer region there was a
faint but definite and very widespread smell of ill-health, rising some-
times (for his keen nose) to one or other of the repellent stenchesof dis-
ease.There was another difference, too. Even in the west there was a tell-
tale smell of peevish discontent; but in the east,where frustration was far
more poignant, the same smell of discontent was stronger, and often ac-
companied by the acrid stink of chronic but suppressed rage.
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