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From Grimms' Fairy Tales by Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

An honest farmer had once an donkey that had been a faithful servant to him a great many years, but was now growing old and every day more and more unfit for work. His master therefore was tired of keeping him and began to think of putting an end to him; but the donkey, who saw that some mischief was in the wind, took himself slyly off, and began his journey towards the great city, ‘For there,’ thought he, ‘I may turn musician.’

After he had travelled a little way, he spied a dog lying by the roadside and panting as if he were tired. ‘What makes you pant so, my friend?’ said the donkey. 

‘Alas!’ said the dog, ‘my master was going to knock me on the head, because I am old and weak, and can no longer make myself useful to him in hunting; so I ran away; but what can I do to earn my livelihood?’ 

‘Hark ye!’ said the donkey, ‘I am going to the great city to turn musician: suppose you go with me, and try what you can do in the same way?’ 

The dog said he was willing, and they jogged on together. They had not gone far before they saw a cat sitting in the middle of the road and making a most rueful face. 

‘Pray, my good lady,’ said the donkey, ‘what’s the matter with you? You look quite out of spirits!’ 

‘Ah, me!’ said the cat, ‘how can one be in good spirits when one’s life is in danger? Because I am beginning to grow old, and had rather lie at my ease by the fire than run about the house after the mice, my mistress laid hold of me, and was going to drown me; and though I have been lucky enough to get away from her, I do not know what I am to live upon.’ 

‘Oh,’ said the donkey, ‘by all means go with us to the great city; you are a good night singer, and may make your fortune as a musician.’ 

The cat was pleased with the thought, and joined the party. Soon afterwards, as they were passing by a farmyard, they saw a rooster perched upon a gate, and screaming out with all his might and main. 

‘Bravo!’ said the donkey; ‘upon my word, you make a famous noise; pray what is all this about?’

‘Why,’ said the rooster, ‘I was just now saying that we should have fine weather for our washing-day, and yet my mistress and the cook don’t thank me for my pains, but threaten to cut off my head tomorrow, and make broth of me for the guests that are coming on Sunday!’ 

‘Heaven forbid!’ said the donkey, ‘come with us Master Chanticleer; it will be better, at any rate, than staying here to have your head cut off! Besides, who knows? If we learn to sing in tune, we may get up some kind of a concert; so come along with us.’ 

‘With all my heart,’ said the rooster: so they all four went on jollily together.

They could not, however, reach the great city the first day; so when night came on, they went into a wood to sleep. The donkey and the dog laid themselves down under a great tree, and the cat climbed up into the branches; while the rooster, thinking that the higher he sat the safer he should be, flew up to the very top of the tree, and then, according to his custom, before he went to sleep, looked out on all sides of him to see that everything was well. 

In doing this, he saw afar off something bright and shining and calling to his companions said, ‘There must be a house no great way off, for I see a light.’ 

‘If that be the case,’ said the donkey, ‘we had better change our quarters, for our lodging is not the best in the world!’ 

‘Besides,’ added the dog, ‘I should not be the worse for a bone or two, or a bit of meat.’ 

So they walked off together towards the spot where Chanticleer had seen the light, and as they drew near it became larger and brighter, till they at last came close to a house in which a gang of robbers lived.

The donkey, being the tallest of the company, marched up to the window and peeped in. 

‘Well, Donkey,’ said Chanticleer, ‘what do you see?’ 

‘What do I see?’ replied the donkey. ‘Why, I see a table spread with all kinds of good foods, and robbers sitting round it making merry.’ 

‘That would be a noble lodging for us,’ said the rooster. 

‘Yes,’ said the donkey, ‘if we could only get in’; so they consulted together how they should contrive to get the robbers out; and at last they hit upon a plan. The donkey placed himself upright on his hind legs, with his forefeet resting against the window; the dog got upon his back; the cat scrambled up to the dog’s shoulders, and the cock flew up and sat upon the cat’s head. When all was ready a signal was given, and they began their music. The donkey brayed, the dog barked, the cat mewed, and the cock screamed; and then they all broke through the window at once, and came tumbling into the room, amongst the broken glass, with a most hideous clatter! 

The robbers, who had been not a little frightened by the opening concert, had now no doubt that some frightful hobgoblin had broken in upon them, and scampered away as fast as they could.

The coast being clear, our travelers soon sat down and dispatched what the robbers had left, with as much eagerness as if they had not expected to eat again for a month. 

As soon as they had satisfied themselves, they put out the lights, and each once more sought out a resting-place to his own liking. The donkey laid himself down upon a heap of straw in the yard, the dog stretched himself upon a mat behind the door, the cat rolled herself up on the hearth before the warm ashes, and the rooster perched upon a beam on the top of the house; and, as they were all rather tired with their journey, they soon fell asleep.

But about midnight, when the robbers saw from afar that the lights were out and that all seemed quiet, they began to think that they had been in too great a hurry to run away; and one of them, who was bolder than the rest, went to see what was going on. Finding everything still, he marched into the kitchen, and groped about till he found a match in order to light a candle; and then, espying the glittering fiery eyes of the cat, he mistook them for live coals, and held the match to them to light it.

But the cat, not understanding this joke, sprang at his face, and spat, and scratched at him. This frightened him dreadfully, and away he ran to the back door; but there the dog jumped up and bit him in the leg; and as he was crossing over the yard the donkey kicked him; and the rooster, who had been awakened by the noise, crowed with all his might. 

At this the robber ran back as fast as he could to his comrades, and told the captain how a horrid witch had got into the house, and had spat at him and scratched his face with her long bony fingers; how a man with a knife in his hand had hidden himself behind the door, and stabbed him in the leg; how a gray and black monster stood in the yard and struck him with a club, and how the devil had sat upon the top of the house and cried out, ‘Throw the rascal up here!’ 

After this, the robbers never dared to go back to the house; but the musicians were so pleased with their quarters that they took up their abode there; and there they are, I dare say, at this very day.
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The Dog
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By Ogden Nash

The truth I do not stretch or shove

When I state that the dog is full of love.

I've also found, by actual test,

A wet dog is the lovingest.
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Hachiko, Faithfully Waiting
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Professor Hidesaburo Ueno hurried down the Tokyo street, which was already filling up with people rushing to their work places. He liked to leave his small house early, so that he and Hachi could enjoy the fresh morning air.

At his side, Hachi, a handsome and sturdy Japanese Akita, all white, easily kept pace with him. Every few paces, Hachi would look up at him, assuring him that the day was fine and all was well, and seeking the same assurance from him.

“We will have a good night tonight,” the slim, handsome professor told him. “Yaeno is cooking for us!”

At the mention of his master’s longtime girlfriend, Hachi gave a little leap in his trotting, a sign of happiness. He loved Yaeno and especially welcomed the smells and tastes of the special dishes that she prepared.

In 1925 Tokyo, the streets had become Westernized: tall brick and glass buildings, a paved street. Even motorcars had become more common, though the more popular means of getting to work were on bicycle or by means of a daily commute on the trolleys or trains. 

Hachi had been purchased from a farmer and professional dog breeder by Professor Ueono, carried back to Tokyo on his lap, partly covered by a cloth sack, on the train. Back then, the seven week old puppy had curled against him, seeking a sense of safety in all the new, strange, loud noises of the train. 

Professor Ueno was a good man and a good trainer of dogs. He had grown up in the country and understood how to befriend animals and keep them settled and calm. The first year of Hachi’s life had been spent learning how to have good manners in the house and around people, how to walk obediently at his master’s side, where to sleep in the house, and which games were the best to play when his master took him to any of the many parks in Tokyo.

And as Hachi had grown, the Akita spirit in him had become more and more apparent. He was never silly. As a puppy, he’d had stout legs, a straight back and a blunt muzzle. He had looked almost like a perfect square, but beautiful. He quickly assumed the duties that his master never had to teach him: to guard the house, to announce strangers in the vicinity of the front door, to move forward with great dignity to greet friends who entered, to effortlessly range himself between his master anything strange or unknown.

The Akita breed was dying out in those days. They were the dogs bred and loved by the famous samurai, the fearless warriors of Japan, who, as the nation had become partially Westernized, traded their swords for business expertise and scholarship. Anything fashioned by the samurai was first quality, but in the hustle and bustle of Japan in the 1920’s, the large Akita had lost its popularity.

Professor Ueno felt a stab of sorrow for this as he looked over his dog’s powerful shoulders, trim and muscular chest and shoulders, and thick, even coat. Unlike most of his breed, Hachi was white with no or very few other markings. He wore a light black harness that circled his chest and back. But no collar. 

The Professor lived not far from Shibuya train station. As they came into view of the station house and the entry that led down to the train platform, the Professor turned to his dog, who halted and looked up at him expectantly.

“I know you will be a good dog while I am gone,” he said. He extracted a small biscuit from his pocket. With a light leap from powerful legs, Hachi caught it. “I will see you this evening.”

Tail waving only slightly as he turned, gulping down the biscuit, Hachi trotted back the way they had come. His master had no fears or concerns that the young dog would veer off course. Hachi was no clown and no stray. Typical of his breed, he intended to guard his master’s house and possessions. 

Professor Ueno turned to the train station and waved at one of the station attendants who called out a greeting to him and nodded in appreciation at the departing figure of Hachi. Dogs could be a nuisance in public buildings, but the well trained and reserved Hachi never caused a bit of trouble and remained quiet and dignified, even in crowds, even among shouting children.

For just a moment, a flash of pain shot across the Professor’s head. And then it was gone. He hurried to the station platform, for he had lectures to give that day, a duty reserved for the most senior professors. Ueno had built the agricultural engineering program at the university, and he was considered an expert in reclaiming land for agricultural uses. For the ever growing population of Japan, always cramped for more space, his field of study was vital. More and more farmland was necessary to feed the people.

Ten hours later, in the evening, as he climbed the steps from the platform, he loosened his tie, pushed back his hat so that he could catch more of the evening breeze, and glanced around just in time to see Hachi almost skipping towards him. The reserved dog allowed himself this much expression of joy. He leaped up in front of his master but was far too well trained to jump on him. Instead, he touched his muzzle to Professor Ueno’s outstretched hand and then happily fell into step alongside him.

“We must hurry,” Ueno said to him. “Yaeno is making dinner for us!”

At the mention of both Yaeno and dinner, Hachi gave a short, low bark, letting his master know of his approval.

It was the work of half an hour to make the small front rooms of the house neat and tidy, the tatami cleanly swept, and the low table so well dusted that it shone. Once it was set with the tableware, soup spoons, and chopsticks, Ueno hurried to his room, shed the Western style business suit, and donned the more traditional and comfortable lightweight kimono that he wore to receive friends. He had the more formal hakama hanging in his closet, as well as the less formal Yukata, but for Yaeno he wanted to look handsome.

Thirty minutes later, Hachi let out one bark, to let him know that Yaeno was coming up the short flagstone walk from the street. Happy to see her, Professor Ueno met her at the door, with Hachi at his heels. She was carrying an enormous ceramic bowl, covered by a matching lid, the first course of their meal. On her back, she carried a small bag of ingredients to prepare for both of them.

Hachi waved his tail back and forth, and it looked like he was smiling. He loved Yaeno almost as much as he loved his master. 

As Professor Ueno had done, Yaeno removed her shoes upon entering the home, leaving them on the shoe mat, perfectly arranged next to his shoes. She brought the soup to the cook stove. It was already piping hot.

She quickly unpacked her cloth bag while she chatted with the Professor. Everything was already chopped and ready to be cooked. Within a minute or so, she turned out a lovely dish of vegetables and fish. And then from her pack she extracted a bundle wrapped in a thick and heavy towel. 

Unable to contain his joy, Hachi let out another single bark. Gyoza! Delicious dumplings! And still hot.

She and her boyfriend quickly laid out the simple meal. As excited as he was, Hachi was too well trained to get underfoot. He stayed back, pacing and waving his tail.

They sat at the low table, not using chairs as Westerners would. Rather, they sat in the seiza position (kneeling and resting on their heels with legs tucked underneath the table), and when they did, Hachi settled on the clean, hard floor, his ears up hopefully.

Professor Ueno smiled, and Yaeno smiled back, delighted with Hachi’s joy. The gyoza were now nestled into a wooden bowl, covered by the heavy cloth. She used her chopsticks to fish out a dumpling for him and tossed it to him. He caught it without even jumping up, and gulped it down.

“Now we will eat,” his master told him. “And you will wait and be a good dog, Hachi.”

Yaeno giggled. “He looks like he nodded to you.”

Her boyfriend smiled back at her. “Maybe he did!”

Like Professor Ueno, Yaeno wore a kimono, it’s colors brighter than that of his kimono. While he wore Western business attire to go to work each day, Yaeno wore the more traditional attire for women. These days, in 1925, new styles of kimono were being sold, kimonos for women that included elements of Western women’s clothing: shorter hemlines that fell just below the knee instead of going to the ankle, and less baglike shape. And some women, especially those few who had executive level professions or a great deal of money, dressed in expensive Western clothing. On the streets of Tokyo, you could see traditional Japanese clothing on women, modern Western clothing, or anything in between.

But Yaeno preferred the traditional clothing. 

They enjoyed their meal together, chatting about the day’s events, as evening quietly settled down over the happy house. When they had eaten, Professor Ueno washed up, and Yaeno selected the best bits from the leftovers and poured them into Hachi’s dog bowl. Tail waving in thanks, he happily gobbled down the food. She made sure that he got the last of the dumplings.

As Professor Ueno washed and she dried the bowls, she saw her boyfriend wince for a moment, and then nearly scowl as he stared ahead.

“Saburo?” she asked, using the shortened form of his first name.

He shook his head. “A little headache. It comes and goes. It is nothing, really.”

“You work so hard! We need not do anything special tonight. You should have an evening to rest.”

He had work the next morning, and after a long day of lectures, he was grateful to have a quiet evening. The headache, he knew, would fade after a few minutes. He supposed that he needed to have his eyeglasses replaced.

In the morning, Professor Ueno strode happily down the street, once again dressed in a suit and tie, Hachi trotting at his side. At the Shibuya train station, he reached down and rubbed Hachi’s ears. “Return home. I will see you back here this evening.”

Hachi understood the familiar farewell and trotted home, while Professor Ueno once again went through the entrance that led down to the train platform. He waved to the train station attendant, dressed in a Western blue skirt and blue blazer, with a railroad company cap on her head.  She waved and bowed to him and smiled at the retreating Hachi. She saw the dog almost every day and marveled at his calm, dignified demeanor.

The warm spring day passed. Tokyo, as always, bustled with life and activity: office workers, policemen, shoppers, all hurrying along. People poured in and out of the Shibuya train station entrances as the trains arrived and departed. As the day began to decline, the same train station attendant stepped outside the station house for some fresh air.

To her surprise, she saw Hachi, the beautiful white Akita, sitting on the side of the street, his face pointed at the entrance used by his master. At the moment, it was empty, but trains were coming in every few minutes. The mill and crush of commuters would shortly be passing through its doors.

By habit, the kindly woman glanced at her wristwatch, but she already knew that Professor Ueno’s train had come and gone an hour ago. Where was he? She spoke to Hachi and approached carefully. But when




























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DOG STORIES






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image013.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.png





