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    At Sunnybank, a devoted collie stands at the center of a quietly dramatic contest between instinct and training, solitude and community, nature’s urgencies and human ideals, where courage is measured not only by flashes of daring but by constancy, responsibility, and the daily discipline of doing what is right when no one is watching, and where the enduring bond between a dog and the people who guide and cherish him becomes both mirror and touchstone for questions of character, loyalty, and the moral obligations that arise whenever one life willingly entrusts itself to the care of another.

Lad of Sunnybank is an American work of animal fiction set on the author’s own New Jersey estate, Sunnybank, and written by Albert Payson Terhune, a celebrated chronicler of collies in the early twentieth century. Within Terhune’s larger sequence of Lad narratives, this volume returns readers to a landscape he knew intimately: wooded acreage, lakeside paths, kennels, and a household shaped by routines of training and companionship. Published in the first half of the twentieth century—an era when Terhune’s dog stories reached a wide readership—it reflects the period’s appetite for realistic yet idealized animal tales that honor working virtues, rural settings, and the discipline that knits human and canine lives together.

The book’s premise is as straightforward as it is inviting: readers follow Lad, a collie whose intelligence, steadiness, and deep attachment to his home guide him through a series of encounters that test judgment and resolve. Without relying on elaborate mystery or hidden twists, the narrative offers a sequence of self-contained episodes unified by character and place. Terhune’s voice is clear and purposeful, attentive to behavior and cause-and-effect, and sympathetic to the nuances of canine perception without abandoning a realistic frame. The mood alternates between calm domesticity and moments of urgency, producing an experience that is brisk, dignified, and emotionally transparent.

Loyalty lies at the heart of the book, not as sentiment alone but as an enacted ethic: fidelity to one’s training, one’s household, and one’s sense of right conduct. Courage appears less as bravado than as steadiness under pressure, and responsibility is shared—dogs learn, people teach, and both adjust. The narrative also considers boundaries—between wild and cultivated spaces, impulse and restraint, affection and authority—and invites reflection on what constitutes good guardianship. By keeping Lad’s choices at the center, Terhune asks how character is built over time, and why trust, once earned, becomes the most reliable path through uncertainty.

Stylistically, the prose favors clean description and efficient pacing, pausing to sketch the contours of Sunnybank’s fields and water while moving swiftly through action. Dialogue and exposition serve the same end: to clarify motives and consequences rather than to mystify them. The anthropomorphic shading is measured, granting Lad intention and feeling without divorcing him from plausible canine behavior. Scenes often begin in everyday routine and expand into conflict, then return to a restored order, giving each episode closure within the book’s larger continuity. The result is accessible and vivid storytelling that prizes clarity over ornament and moral weight over spectacle.

As a cultural artifact, Lad of Sunnybank stands within a notable American tradition that elevates the animal hero as a vehicle for exploring human values. It reflects the early twentieth century’s confidence in training, fair play, and the educative power of example, and it channels the era’s affection for pastoral domestic settings that frame ethical testing in the ordinary. Readers will recognize period sensibilities in tone and assumptions; these elements locate the book in its time while underscoring its intent to model conduct rather than to complicate it. In this way, Terhune’s work bridges entertainment and instruction without reducing either.

For contemporary readers, the book offers both comfort and challenge: comfort in its lucid storytelling and affirming portrait of companionship, and challenge in its insistence that loyalty and self-control are choices renewed daily. It appeals to those who love dogs, to admirers of classic popular fiction, and to anyone curious about how character emerges through action rather than proclamation. The questions it raises—what do we owe those who depend on us, how do we honor trust, how do we balance freedom with guidance—remain timely. Entering Sunnybank, one finds not a museum piece, but a living inquiry into care, courage, and the ethics of attention.
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    Lad of Sunnybank presents the storied collie of Albert Payson Terhune’s New Jersey estate, known simply as the Place. Across a sequence of self-contained episodes, the book follows Lad’s daily life, trials, and moments of high drama under the care of his Master and Mistress. The narrative opens by establishing Sunnybank’s wooded lawns, the nearby lake, and the household’s quiet rhythms. Lad’s character—dignified, obedient, and intensely loyal—emerges alongside his bond with fellow collies and his unspoken role as guardian. This foundation frames adventures that test training and instinct, inviting readers into a world where canine honor carries real consequence.

Lad’s education centers on the Law of the Place, a simple but absolute code governing boundaries, manners, and duty. He learns to heel at the Master’s side, to respect guests, and to defend the home only when provoked. Early incidents emphasize nuance: an overbold trespasser presses against the property line, a careless visitor mistakes courtesy for meekness, and a temptation near the forbidden lake demands self-control. These tests do not merely showcase tricks; they define Lad’s sense of fair play and responsibility. As seasons turn, the collie’s quiet discipline becomes the standard by which other dogs and people are measured.

The story extends beyond Sunnybank when Lad is entered in prestigious bench shows, confronting the divide between fashionable conformation and genuine working quality. Preparation brings meticulous grooming, travel, and the unfamiliar bustle of echoing halls. In the ring he faces polished rivals, sharp-eyed judges, and the subtle politics of kennel reputations. The Master weighs pride against principle, resisting shortcuts that would compromise temperament. A tense sequence centers on a final lineup, a card withheld until the last moment, and the hush that precedes a decision. The episode underscores the theme that character matters as much as surface beauty.

Back at the Place, a domestic gathering spirals into controversy when a spoiled child’s rough play triggers an incident that draws public attention. Municipal rules and neighborly gossip converge into a formal hearing, placing Lad at the center of a courtroom drama. Testimony examines provocation, responsibility, and the expectations placed on a well-trained dog. The Master argues for context and fairness, while officials consider the letter of the law and calls for punishment. The stakes are unambiguous, pressing the household to rely on truth and patience rather than force. The outcome, withheld until the scene’s close, carries lasting implications.

Nature supplies a different trial during a sudden crisis by the water, where a human life hangs on minutes and choices. Lad confronts conflicting commands—do not trespass on forbidden zones versus answer a cry—while wind and current complicate every step. The sequence emphasizes terrain, weather, and the toll of cold, as well as the dog’s calculation of paths and distances. Human helpers rush, but the collie must act first, drawing on training adapted to emergency. The scene ties duty to compassion, portraying heroism as an extension of everyday obedience rather than its contradiction.

Sunnybank’s wooded borders bring encounters with wildlife that test nerve more than strength. A coiled danger near the verandah, the sudden rattle of leaves, and the blur of movement at a child’s feet set a swift chain of choices in motion. Instinct pushes Lad forward; training restrains his force into precision. The Master’s shout, a split-second feint, and the careful placement of teeth turn a chaotic moment into a measured defense. Afterwards, the household weighs the thin line between safety and risk on an estate where nature is always near. The event refines courage into controlled guardianship.

Human malice intrudes in a nocturnal episode involving prowlers and a carefully planned theft. Silent patrols across lawns, a signal scratch at a door, and the flicker of lanterns sketch a pursuit that crosses hedgerows and leads toward the road. Lad navigates darkness without breaking the Law’s restraints, distinguishing threat from mere trespass. The Master coordinates with neighbors and constables, while tire tracks and broken twigs become clues. The episode balances suspense with procedure, emphasizing teamwork between dog and humans. Its conclusion, reached through patience rather than spectacle, reaffirms Sunnybank as a place guarded by vigilance and trust.

As years pass, change touches Sunnybank. Companions come and go, seasons alter the grounds, and Lad’s youthful dash gives way to steadier movement without diminishing purpose. A younger dog learns by watching him yield precedence at the door and stand firm at the gate. Illness and recovery, a snowbound vigil, and a quiet spring walk trace a later-life rhythm that values constancy over feats. The book acknowledges limits without sentimentality, showing how lessons hard-won in crisis become habits of kindness. Lad transforms from prodigy to elder, a living rulebook whose example shapes the household long after each incident ends.

Across its linked narratives, Lad of Sunnybank presents a portrait of character formed at the meeting point of training, environment, and affection. The episodes move from show rings to courtrooms, from lakeside emergencies to night watches, but they share a single theme: loyalty that expresses itself through self-control. The book’s message is straightforward—responsible ownership and humane understanding allow a good dog to be his best self. Sunnybank functions as a moral landscape where rules enable freedom and courage defends peace. Without dwelling on outcomes, the synopsis conveys a life measured in choices that honor a promise.
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    Set primarily at Sunnybank, Albert Payson Terhune’s lakeside estate in Wayne, Passaic County, New Jersey, Lad of Sunnybank evokes the rural–suburban borderlands of the northeastern United States between roughly 1900 and the late 1920s. The property, lying near Pompton Lake and within reach of New York City by rail and improved roads, functioned as both household and kennel. Terhune’s collies, training routines, and encounters with neighbors, trespassers, and show officials locate the narrative in a region shifting from farms to commuter suburbs. Although published in 1929, the stories often look back to earlier prewar years, preserving local customs and mores amidst accelerating modernization.

The organized American dog fancy matured in the decades framing the book’s setting. The American Kennel Club (AKC) was founded in New York City in 1884 to standardize breeds and sanction shows, while the Collie Club of America formed in 1886 to codify collie standards and promote exhibitions. The Westminster Kennel Club Dog Show, established in 1877, became the nation’s most visible stage for purebred competition. Terhune’s Sunnybank kennels operated squarely within this world: handlers, judges, pedigrees, and ringside rivalries are integral to the atmosphere of Lad of Sunnybank, which mirrors the prestige, discipline, and controversies of early twentieth-century show culture.

Turn-of-the-century fascination with heredity shaped American breeding discourse. Francis Galton coined “eugenics” in 1883, and U.S. institutions such as the Eugenics Record Office at Cold Spring Harbor (1910–1939, directed by Charles B. Davenport) popularized ideas about selective mating and “improvement” of stock. While those pseudoscientific doctrines targeted humans, their language saturated animal breeding: studbooks, linebreeding, and culling practices intensified across kennels. Lad of Sunnybank repeatedly invokes “blood,” “strain,” and “type,” presenting the collie’s character as inheritable and measurable. The book thus reflects a period when kennel science mixed genuine advances in veterinary care with problematic social notions about purity and selection.

The humane movement, launched by Henry Bergh’s founding of the ASPCA in New York in 1866 and followed by the New Jersey SPCA in 1868, pushed anti-cruelty laws, humane education, and policing of animal abuse. Municipal pounds, dog licensing, and rabies control campaigns expanded in the 1900s–1910s as Pasteur’s 1885 vaccine gained wide application. These reforms professionalized animal care and criminalized mistreatment. Terhune’s narratives, depicting kind training methods, veterinary consultations, and condemnation of abusers, align with this reformist milieu. Episodes in Lad of Sunnybank—featuring penalties for neglectful or vicious owners and praise for responsible stewardship—echo the legal and ethical transformations of the Progressive Era.

World War I (1914–1918; U.S. entry, 6 April 1917) reshaped New Jersey’s economy and civic life. Camp Merritt (Cresskill/Dumont) funneled troops to the Hoboken Port of Embarkation, while Liberty Loan drives (1917–1919) mobilized households. European armies employed sentry and messenger dogs, and American readers followed these accounts closely, elevating themes of service, obedience, and sacrifice. Though Lad of Sunnybank centers on a domestic estate, it resonates with wartime virtues: discipline, loyalty to “Master” and “Mistress,” and readiness to protect home and community. The book’s celebration of duty and teamwork reflects wartime civic ideology that permeated American culture even after the Armistice.

The Prohibition era (18th Amendment ratified 16 January 1919; Volstead Act, October 1919; national Prohibition began 17 January 1920) fostered smuggling and rural crime in New Jersey. “Rum Row” mother ships off the coast supplied bootleggers who moved contraband inland through Bergen and Passaic Counties. Property owners contended with trespass, theft, and armed encounters, and law-enforcement capacity was uneven. Lad of Sunnybank’s recurrent conflicts with intruders and petty criminals, and its stress on vigilant property guardianship, mirror the insecurity of the 1920s. The collie’s role as sentry and protector—rewarded by community approval—maps neatly onto the decade’s anxieties about law, order, and porous boundaries.

Modernization transformed the book’s setting. Mass automobile ownership (Ford Model T, 1908–1927), New Jersey’s 1927 state highway renumbering (creating Route 23 through Wayne), and commuter railways increased traffic, noise, and access to once-secluded estates. Suburbanization brought newcomers and shifting norms; accidents and speed became novel risks to animals and people. Simultaneously, women’s political status changed with the Nineteenth Amendment (1920), and New Jersey activists like Alice Paul shaped national debates. Lad of Sunnybank’s capable “Mistress,” who manages kennels and estate decisions, reflects these expanded roles, while the collie’s encounters with automobiles and strangers dramatize the tensions between pastoral order and mechanized modern life.

As social and political critique, the book upholds humane reform and civic order while exposing the era’s fault lines. It condemns cruelty to animals, negligence, and opportunistic lawlessness, thereby endorsing Progressive Era enforcement and responsible ownership. Its celebration of pedigreed discipline and estate stewardship critiques urban disorder and the corrosions of Prohibition-era criminality, even as it reveals contemporary class anxieties and suspicion of outsiders. By valorizing a competent female co-manager, it tacitly affirms women’s expanded public authority after 1920. At the same time, the narrative’s occasional stereotypes illuminate the period’s exclusions, making the work both a product of—and commentary on—its social landscape.
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Down the winding and oak-shaded furlong of driveway
between Sunnybank House and the main road trotted
the huge mahogany-and-snow collie. He was mighty of
chest and shoulder, heavy of coat, and with deep-set
dark eyes in whose depths lurked a Soul.

Sunnybank Lad was returning home after a galloping
hunt for rabbits in the forests beyond The Place.

On the veranda of the gray old house sat the Mistress
and the Master, at the end of the day’s work. At the
Mistress’s feet, as always, lay Wolf, the fiery little son of
Lad. Gigantic Bruce—dog without a flaw—sprawled
asleep near him. Behind the Master’s chair snoozed
Bruce’s big young auburn son, Bobbie.

Ordinarily these collies would have fared forth with
their king, Lad, on his rabbit hunt. But, this afternoon,
one and all of them had been through the dreaded ordeal
of a scrubbing at the hands of Robert Friend, The
Place’s English superintendent, and one of the other men.

Lad had recognized the preparations for this loathly
flea-destroying scrub and had seen the disinfectant mixed
in the bath-barrel. So he trotted off, alone, to the woods,
unseen by the other dogs or by the men.

Lad loved his swims in the lake at the foot of the oak-starred
lawn. But he abhorred the evil-smelling barrel-dip—a
dip designed to free him of the fleas which begin
to infest every outdoor long-haired dog with the full advent
of spring.

When the Master chanced to be at hand to supervise
the dipping, Lad remained, always, martyr-like, to take
his own share of the ordeal. But today the Master had
been shut up in his study all afternoon. Lad ever refused
to recognize any authority save only his and the
Mistress’s. Wherefore his truant excursion to the woods.

Wolf glanced up from his drowse before Lad had
traveled halfway down the driveway, on his homeward
journey. Wolf was The Place’s official watchdog. Asleep
or awake, his senses were keen. It was he that had heard
or scented his returning sire before any of the rest. The
Mistress saw him raise his head from the mat at her feet,
and she followed the direction of his inquiring glance.

“Here comes Laddie,” she said. “Robert was looking
all over for him when he dipped the other dogs. He
came and asked me if——”

“Trust Lad to know when dipping-day comes
around!” laughed the Master. “Unless you or I happen
to be on hand, he always gives the men the slip. He——”

“He’s carrying something in his mouth!” interposed
the Mistress—“something gray and little and squirmy.
Look!”

The great collie had caught sight of his two human
deities on the veranda. He changed his trot to a hand gallop.
His plumed tail waved gay welcome as he came
toward them. Between his powerful jaws he carried with
infinite care and tenderness a morsel of tawny-gray fluff
which twitched and struggled to get free.

Up to the veranda ran Lad. At the Mistress’s feet he deposited
gently his squirming burden. Then, his tail waving,
he gazed up at her face, to note her joy in the
reception of his gift.

Forever, Lad was bringing things home to the Mistress
from his woodland or highroad walks. Once the gift had
been an exquisite lace parasol, with an ivory handle made
from an antique Chinese sword—a treasure which apparently
had fallen from some passing motorcar.

Again, he had deposited at her feet a very dead and
very much flattened chicken, run over by some careless
motorist and flung into a wayside ditch, whence Lad had
recovered it.

Of old, a run-over chicken or dog or cat was all but
unknown in the sweet North Jersey hinterland. Horses
and horse drivers gave such road-crossers a fair chance
to get out of the way; nor did horses approach at such
breakneck pace that too often there could be no hope of
escape.

Today, throughout that same hinterland, as everywhere
else in America—though practically never in
Great Britain—pitiful little wayside corpses mark the
tearing passage of the twentieth-century juggernaut.

The slain creatures’ owners pay for the smooth roads
which permit speed to the invading motorists, thus becoming
in a measure the motorists’ hosts. The intruders
reward the hospitality not only by murderously reckless
speed, but by stripping roadside woods and dells of their
flowering trees—usually leaving the fragrantly beautiful
trophies to wilt and die in the cars’ tonneaus and then
throwing away the worthless trash before reaching their
day’s destination.

Where once there were miles of flowery dogwood
and mountain laurel and field blossoms bordering the
roads, there are now desolation and the stumps of
wrenched-off branches and uprooted sod, which mingle
picturesquely with chicken bones and greasy paper and
egg shells and other pretty remnants of motor-picnickers’
roadside lunches.

In one or two states an effort has been made to curb
reckless driving by erecting white crosses at spots where
some luckless pedestrian has been murdered by a
speeding car. In these states the motorists have protested
vigorously to the courts; begging that the grim reminders
be removed, as the constant sight of them mars the
fun of a jolly ride.

But nowhere have crosses or other warnings been
raised over the death-places of car-smashed livestock; nor
to mark the wastes where once bloomed glorious flowers.
There would not be enough crosses to go around, if
all craftsmen toiled night and day to turn them out.

It used to be said that grass never again grew where
Attila, the raiding Hun, had ridden. Attila was a humane
and tenderly considerate old chap, compared to the
brainless and heartless and speed-delirious driver of a
present-day installment-payment car.

Lad had shown deep chagrin when the Mistress
recoiled from the long-dead and much-flattened chicken
he had brought home to her and when the Master ordered
it taken away and buried. Carefully the dog had
dug it up again evidently thinking it had been interred
by mistake. With wistful affection he had deposited it on
the floor close beside the Mistress’s chair in the dining-room,
and he had been still more grieved at the dearth of
welcome which had greeted its return from the grave.



The Mistress looked with dubious curiosity at today’s
offering he had just brought her. Even before he laid it
down on the floor the other dogs were pressing around
in stark excitement. Lad stood over his find, baring his
teeth and growling deep down in his furry throat. At
such a threat from their acknowledged king, not one of
the other collies—not even fiery Wolf—dared to come
closer.

The Mistress stooped to touch the grayish creature her
chum and worshiper had brought home to her from the
forests.

It was a baby raccoon.

Unhurt, but fussily angry and much confused by its
new surroundings, was the forest waif. It snarled at the
Mistress and sought peevishly to dig its tiny milkteeth
into her caressing fingers. Instantly Lad caught it up
again, holding it deftly by the nape of its neck, as if to
show the Mistress how the feeble infant might be
handled without danger of a bite.

As she did not avail herself of the hint, he laid the
baby raccoon down again and began solicitously to lick
it all over.

How he had chanced upon the creature, back there in
the woods, nobody was ever to know. Perhaps its
mother had been shot or trapped and the hungry and
helpless orphan’s plight had touched the big collie’s
heart—a heart always ridiculously soft toward anything
young and defenseless.

In any event, he had brought it home with him and
had borne it at once to the Mistress as if begging her
protection for it.

“What are we to do with the wretched thing?” demanded
the Master. “It—”

“First of all,” suggested the Mistress, “I think we’d
better feed it. It looks half starved. I’ll get some warm
milk. I wonder if it has learned how to eat.”

It had not. But it learned with almost instant ease, lapping
up the milk ravenously and with a tongue which
every minute spilled less and swallowed more. Its appetite
seemed insatiable. All the while it was eating, Lad
stood guard over the saucer, inordinately proud and
happy that his forest refugee had been rescued from
starvation.

“He’s taken the little fellow under his protection,” said
the Mistress. “I suppose that means we must keep the
raccoon. At least till it can fend for itself. Then we can
turn it loose in the woods again.”

“To be killed by the first pot hunter or the first stray
cur that comes along?” queried the Master. “That is the
penalty for turning loose woodland creatures that have
been tamed. When you tame a wild animal or a wild
bird and then let it go free, you’re signing its death warrant.
You take away from it the fear that is its only safeguard.
No; let’s send it to a zoo as soon as it can live
there comfortably. That’s the better solution.”

The Mistress’s gaze roved over the placid sunset lawns,
to the fire-blue lake and then to the rolling miles of hills
and of springtime forest. She said, half to herself:

“If I had my choice, whether to leave all this for a
cramped cage and to spend my life there, behind bars,
with people staring at me or poking at me—or to go to
sleep forever—I should choose the sleep. It’s pitiful to
think of any forest creature changing its outdoor heritage
for a zoo. I hate to visit such places. It always gives
me a heartache to see wild things jailed for life, like
that.”

“All of which,” growled the Master, “means you’ve
made up your mind you want to keep the measly little
cuss here, for always. But——”

“Lots of people have told me a tame raccoon makes a
wonderful pet,” observed the Mistress, with elaborate
dearth of interest. “And I’ve always wanted one, ever so
much. So—so, we’ll do exactly whatever you think best.”

“Sheer hypocrisy!” groaned the master. “ ‘Whatever I
think best!’ That means you and Lad have decided to
give this forlorn brute a home at The Place. All right.
Only, when it eats up all our chickens and then gets
killed by the dogs, or when it murders one of our best
collies (they say a raccoon is a terrible fighter), don’t
blame me.”

“If you’d rather we didn’t keep it,” said the Mistress,
demurely, as she stroked the fuzzy gray fur of the
food-stupefied wisp at her feet, “why, of course, we
won’t. You know that ... What shall we call it? I—I
think Rameses is a wonderful name for a pet raccoon.
Don’t you?”

“Why Rameses?” argued the Master, glumly.

“Why not Rameses?” demanded the Mistress, in polite
surprise.

“I don’t know the answer,” grouchily admitted the defeated
Master. “Rameses it is. Or rather he is. I—I think
it’s a hideous name, especially for a coon. Let’s hope he’ll
die. Lad, next time you go into the woods, I’ll muzzle
you. You’ve just let us in for a mort of bother.”

Lad wriggled self-consciously, and stooped again to
lick smooth the ruffled fur of Rameses. This time the
little raccoon did not resent the attention. Instead, he
peered up at his adopters with a queerly shrewd friendliness
in his beady black eyes. His comedy mask of a
face seemed set in a perpetual grin. The food had done
wonders to reconcile him to his new home.

He reared on his short hind legs and clasped Lad’s
lowered neck with his fuzzy arms, his sharp snout
pressed to the collie’s ear, as if whispering to him.

The Master snapped his fingers, summoning the other
dogs. They had been standing inquisitively at a respectful
distance, while the feeding went on, being warned by
Lad’s growl not to molest his protégé.

Now, at the Master’s signal, they pressed again around
the newcomer, while Lad looked up at the man in worried
appeal.

The Master pointed down at the suddenly pot-bellied
baby, attracting the collies’ attention to him. Then he
said, very slowly and distinctly to them:

“Let him alone! Understand! Let him alone!”

The Law had been laid down—the simple dictum, “Let
him alone!” which every Sunnybank dog had learned to
understand and to obey, from earliest puppyhood.
Henceforth, there was no danger that any one of that
group of collies would harm the intruder.

“Sometimes,” said the Master, casually, “I wish we
hadn’t taught these dogs to obey so well. If one of them
happens to forget, and breaks Rameses back, I’ll forgive
him.... I hope they all understand that. But I know
they don’t.”

So it was that The Place’s population was increased by
one tame raccoon, Rameses by name. And so it was that
the raccoon’s education began.

The Mistress was delighted with the way in which her
new pet responded to the simple training she gave him.
She “had a way” with animals and was a born trainer.
Under her care and tutelage Rameses not only grew
with amazing rapidity, but he developed as fast, mentally,
as had Lad himself in puppy days. There seemed
almost nothing the raccoon wouldn’t and couldn’t
learn—when he chose to.

He had the run of The Place and he obeyed the
Mistress’s whistle as readily as did any of the dogs. Even
the Master conceded, after a time, with some reluctance,
that the coon was an engaging pet, except for his habit
of being asleep somewhere in a tree top at the very moment
his owners wanted to show him off to guests.

The collies, all except Lad, gave somewhat cold reception
to Rameses. They did not transgress the Master’s
command to “let him alone.” But they regarded him for
the first few months with cold disapproval, and they
slunk away when he tried to romp with them.

Little by little this aversion wore off, and—if with reservations—they
accepted him as one of the household,
even as they accepted the Mistress’s temperamental gray
Persian kitten, Tippy. All of them except Wolf. Wolf
made no secret of his lofty aversion to the foreigner.

Lad, from the start, had constituted himself the coon’s
sponsor and guardian. It was pretty to see him in a
lawn-romp with the fuzzy baby; enduring unflinchingly
the sharp play-bites of Rameses, and unbending as never
had he unbent toward any of the grown dogs.

One of Rameses’ quaintest tricks was to rise on his
hind legs, as on that first day, and to thrust his pointed
nose against Lad’s ear, as if whispering to the dog. Again
and again he used to do this. Lad seemed to enjoy it, for
he would stand at grave attention, as though listening to
something the coon was confiding to him.

“I’m sure he’s telling Laddie a secret when he does
that,” said the Mistress.

“Nonsense!” scoffed the Master. “We’re not living in
fable-land. More likely the pesky coon is hunting Lad’s
ear for fleas. Likelier still, it’s just a senseless game
they’ve invented.”

“No,” insisted the Mistress. “I’m certain he really
whispers. He——”

“The only worthwhile thing Rameses ever does, so far
as I can see,” continued the Master, refusing to argue, “is
his washing of everything we give him to eat, before
he’ll taste it. They say that’s just as much a coon trait as
the ‘whispering.’ But it shows a grain of intelligence and
a funny love for cleanness. He tried to wash a lump of
sugar I gave him today. By the time he had rinsed it in
his water dish and scrubbed it between his black palms
till he thought it was clean enough, there wasn’t any of
it left.”

The affection between their huge collie and the ever-growing
Rameses amused the two humans, even while it
astonished them.

They watched laughingly the many absolutely pointless
games played by the dog and his queer chum—Lad’s
blank expression when the coon interrupted one of their
romps by climbing—or rather by flowing—up the side of
a giant oak, with entire ease, whither the dog did not
know in the least how to follow; their gay swims together
in the lake, and Lad’s consternation at first when
the coon would sink at will deep under the water and remain
there for a whole minute at a time before sticking
his pointed nose and beady little eyes above the surface
again.

Nourishing food, and plenty of it, was causing
Rameses to take on size and strength at an unbelievable
rate; the more since he’d eked out his hearty meals by
daily fishing excursions along the lake-edge, whence he
scooped up and devoured scores of crayfish and innumerable
minnows.

His little black fore claws were as dexterous as hands
and tenfold swifter and more accurate. They could feel
out a crayfish or mussel from under submerged rocks at
will. They could clutch and hold the fastest-swimming
minnow which flashed within their prehensile reach.

By the time he was a year old Rameses weighed
nearly thirty pounds. At about this time, too, he showed
his capacity to take care of himself against any ordinary
foe.

One day his fishing trip, along the lake-edge, carried
him around the water end of a high fence which divided
The Place from an adjoining strip of land. Through the
underbrush of this strip a mongrel hound was nosing for
rabbits. The hound caught sight of the raccoon, and
rushed him. Rameses stood up on his hind legs, the water
above his haunches, and grinningly awaited his charging
foe.

As the mongrel leaped upon him, Rameses shifted his
own position with seeming clumsiness, but with incredible
speed. He shifted just far enough for the cur’s snapping
teeth to miss him.

In the same instant he clasped both his bearlike little
arms with strangling tightness around his enemy’s neck,
and suffered the momentum of the hound’s forward
plunge to carry him backward and far under water, not
once relaxing his death clasp from about the dog’s neck.

Under the surface vanished coon and mongrel together,
with a resounding splash. The water eddied and
swirled unceasingly above them, for what seemed several
minutes to the Master who witnessed the battle from a
fishing-boat a quarter-mile distant, and who rowed with
futile haste to the spot.

The Master arrived above the seething tumble of deep
offshore water just in time to see Rameses’ sharp nose
and grinning mask merrily from the depths.

The mongrel did not rise. The coon’s bearlike
strangle-hold had done its work.

Aware of an unbidden qualm of nausea at the grinningly
matter-of-fact slayer, the Master picked Rameses
out of the water by the nape of his neck and deposited
him in the bottom of the boat.

Unconcernedly, Rameses shook himself dry. Then,
spying a slice of bacon-rind bait lying on the gunwale,
he reached for it, washed it with meticulous care in the
bait-well, and proceeded to eat it with mincing relish.
Apparently the mere matter of a canine-killing had
passed out of his mind.

But a man clumping fast through the underbrush of
the sloping bit of wasteland was not so philosophical
about the hound’s fate. The man was one Horace Dilver,
a ne’er-do-well small farmer who lived a bare mile from
The Place.

Dilver had taken his mongrel hound out, in this non-hunting
season, to teach him to course rabbits. From the
high-road above the lake the man had marked the patch
of brushy slope as a promising hiding-place for rabbits,
and had sent his dog into it. Thus from the road, he had
seen the sharply brief battle with the raccoon. Down the
slope he ran, yelling as he advanced:

“I seen that coon of yourn tackle my pore Tige and
kill him!” he bellowed to the Master. “If I had my gun
with me—”

“If you had your gun with you,” rejoined the Master,
“you wouldn’t be breaking the game laws any worse
than you did by making your hound course rabbits in
September. I’m sorry for what happened, but it was the
dog’s fault. He pitched into an inoffensive animal, half
his size, and he got what was coming to him.”

“I wouldn’t of took fifteen dollars for Tige!” the man
was lamenting as he glowered vengefully at the placidly
grinning and bacon-munching Rameses. “I love that dog
like——”

“Yes,” put in the Master, bending again to his oars.
“I’ve noticed your love for him. My superintendent tells
me your neighbors complained because you used to beat
him so brutally when you came home drunk, that his
screaming kept them awake at night. Last week I saw
you kick him half across the road, when I was driving
by. Couldn’t you find any easier way of showing your
inferiority to a dumb animal than treating him like that?
He’s lucky to be free from an owner like you. You have
no case against me for what my coon has done, and you
know you haven’t. You and your dog were both trespassing.”

He rowed on homeward, leaving Dilver splitting the
noonday hush by a really brilliant exhibition of howled
blasphemy.

Rameses perched, squirrel-like, high on the boat’s stern
seat. He grinned sardonically back at the fist-shaking and
cursing farmer. Then the raccoon fell to nibbling in epicurean
fashion at what was left of the bacon rind.

As the boat drew in at its dock, the Mistress came
down from the lawn above. With her was Lad, who had
just come home with her from a walk to the village.

The big dog ran joyously to the boat, to greet its two
passengers. As the keel grounded, Rameses stood up on
his hind legs. As ever, after even a brief absence, he flung
his hairy arms around Lad’s hairier throat, his mouth
close to the collie’s ear, with the odd semblance of whispering
secrets to his chum. He seemed to be telling the
interested Lad all about his exploit.

The Mistress smiled at sight of the clinging arms and
the earnest “whispering,” and at Lad’s usual grave attention
to it.

The Master did not smile. That gently embracing gesture
of the coon’s brought keenly back to him a nauseous
memory of the arms’ strangling strength, and of
Rameses’ grinning unconcern at the slaughter of Tige.

Briefly the Master told his wife what had happened.

“Horrible!” she exclaimed with an involuntary little
shudder. With her hand rubbing the slayer’s head, as if
in compunction for her momentary distaste, she continued:
“But it wasn’t Rameses’ fault. You say yourself he
didn’t start it; and he would have been killed by the
hound if he hadn’t been just an instant quicker. He isn’t
at all to blame.”

“Maybe not,” assented the Master. “But just the same,
it was an uncanny thing to do—to drown the antagonist
he couldn’t thrash with his teeth! Nothing but a raccoon
would have thought of such a trick. I read, long ago, of
a wild raccoon killing a dog that way.... I wish
Horace Dilver hadn’t been the man who owned the
mongrel, though.”

“Why not? Is he—?”

“I’ve heard queer things about Dilver. For instance,
Titus Romaine’s four cows got into Dilver’s corn and
spoiled most of it. Romaine wouldn’t pay damages. A
week later all four of his cows were found dead in their
stalls one morning. Slosson’s police dog bit one of Dilver’s
children in the ankle. It was only a scratch. But the
dog was dead a few days later. The vet thought he had
eaten meat with powdered glass in it.”

“Oh!”

“Dilver is a sweet soul to have as an enemy! I hope he
won’t decide to kill Rameses, as he just threatened to. If
he does, we’re likely to have a squabble on our hands.
More neighborhood feuds start over livestock killings
than over everything else put together. We—”

The Master broke off, to make a futile grab at
Rameses. The raccoon had finished his whispered colloquy
with Lad. Then he had thrust his arm into the fish-creel
the Master had laid down on the boat-house bench.
Drawing thence a two-pound black bass, Rameses was
washing it scrupulously in the lake-edge water, preparatory
to eating it.

On an evening less than a week after the killing of the
mongrel the Master and the Mistress went to an early
dinner given by some friends of theirs at the Paradise
Inn, at the foot of the lake. The maids were at the
movies, over in the village. Bruce was asleep in the Master’s
study, where his nights were spent. Wolf, vigilant
as always, lay on a porch door mat outside the front
door
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