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INTRODUCTION
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Dogs look up to us, cats look down on us, pigs treat us as equals.  It was former British Prime Minister Sir Winston Churchill who said that.  The truth of his remark is evident in the real-life stories about Ireland’s favourite animals and pets contained in this book.  

Often hilarious, frequently uplifting, sometimes heroic and at times extraordinary tales are featured not only of cats, dogs and pigs but of other animals including horses, donkeys, rabbits, parrots, hamsters and lots more furry friends.  

One thing all these animals have in common is the warmth and comfort, happiness and joy, loyalty and protection they have brought to those who have known and loved them over the years.  To many, they are God’s greatest gift.

We have had a bit of experience on that front ourselves.  We may not own a dog at present, but a Labrador definitely owns us.  He turned up one morning at our gate, shortly after eight o’clock, barking loudly and looking to be taken for a walk.  He has done the same thing every day since, and we have become the best of friends.  He probably thinks he is doing us a favour, exercising us, but we know better.  

His name is Frankie – a gold-coloured Labrador, aged 11, slightly overweight and with the nicest personality you can imagine.  Somewhere along the way, about two years ago, we gave him a taste of San Pellegrino sparkling water.  He now drinks four bottles a day, the first at the gate in the morning, the rest during our walks.  He is a costly dog!

His other weakness is food.  He will eat anything.  When the hunger hits him, he leads us to a shop nearby knowing they sell sausages and sausage rolls.  He waits outside the door and barks if we take too long.  He always thanks us, nudging us with his nose as a gesture of gratitude.  

Frankie belongs to our neighbours, the Currans, who treat him like a king.  With us, he lives a second life, walking, swimming, chasing rocks, playing football, meeting other dogs and, when the weather is good, joining us outside our house for a snooze. 

He has a passion for the sea.  He loves it.  He would play in it all day if he could.  He often stares out to the distant horizon, lost in thought.  Those intense moments are special, drawn no doubt from his breed’s original role as helpers for the fishermen working in the seas around Newfoundland.              

Frankie really is one big ball of love and affection and a joy to be with.  He knows no malice, holds no grudges and never lets us down.  To paraphrase the English novelist George Eliot, he is always agreeable, asks no questions and passes no criticisms.  He is loyal, considerate and kind.  He barks occasionally, but that’s only to hurry us up.  He really is a wonder dog.  

Many animals like Frankie exist around the country.  Most are household pets, others work for their keep, more offer support to people with special needs.  Although sometimes their value is overlooked, they provide company for the lonely, are models of compassion and create indelible bonds with their human companions.

They love to play, eat, be noticed and explore.  They are grateful for the smallest of gestures and acts of kindness.  Like us, they get bored, feel pain and suffer loss.  As parents, they care deeply for their young, nurturing them, watching over them and smothering them with love and affection.  They live for neither the past nor future but concentrate on the present, something we humans could productively replicate in our lives.        

One day, Frankie will no longer be with us; he is, after all, getting old.  In the meantime, we treasure his friendship and cherish his company.  But Frankie is not alone; indeed, there are many animals like him in the pages ahead.  Read on, take your pick and enjoy the stories.  They will warm your heart.       

Colm Keane & Una O’Hagan    
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Irish mythical animal stories are eccentric, to say the least.  Take Cú Chulainn, for instance.  As a boy, he killed a guard dog owned by a man named Culann.  He promised to protect the man’s house until a replacement dog was found.  He became known as Cú Chulainn, or the ‘Hound of Culann’, as a result.         

There are many other oddball examples.  The Children of Lir were magically turned into swans.  The Salmon of Knowledge possessed all of the world’s wisdom.  The phantom queen, Morrigan, appeared as a crow.  Bran and Sceolan were hounds of human descent.

The animals featured in the following stories may not be quite so bizarre or exaggerated.  As you will see, however, their tales are no less remarkable than those from Ireland’s mythical past.        

M. C. Hardcastle describes his drake, Hannibal Heyes, who believes he is human and not just a pet.   

I got Hannibal Heyes at a mart near Enniskillen.  It was a frosty day and I was heading for home.  I spotted this little drake or duck in a cage.  He was only a tiny baby and coloured black, although he developed other colours later on including a darkish green.  He was on his own, the only one that was left, and he looked so cute.  

I paid four euro for him and he was happy to get out of the cage.  The man I bought him from gave me a shoebox and punched holes in it for air.  I didn’t want him suffocating on the way home, about an hour away.  He fitted into the shoebox, in one corner, the lid went down, and that was it.

I brought him home and I walked around the house with him in my jacket pocket.  My wife didn’t even realise he was there for at least half an hour.  I was walking around the kitchen and she didn’t notice.  ‘What’s that sticking up?’ she suddenly asked.  ‘Ah, that’s a little duck I got!’ I said.  It was only afterwards I discovered it was a drake.

I decided to name him Hannibal Heyes.  The name came from the television series Alias Smith and Jones from the 1970s.  Instead of going to dances, I spent a lot of my time watching television when I was young.  I loved the old westerns and detective programmes and stuff like that.  I thought Hannibal Heyes was catchy and it has stuck to him ever since.

He always responds to the name now when I call him.  For example, I will stand at the garage door, on a wet day, and he will be a long way down from me and I will shout, ‘Heyes, come on, it’s raining!  You shouldn’t be out in the rain!’ and he’ll come running up.            

After a while, I built him his own house with his name written over the door.  He has everything in it but Sky TV.  It’s a wooden structure, about eight feet by four feet, and it belongs to him only.  It wouldn’t do if any of the cats went in.  There would be a bit of a dust-up.  He’s very protective of his own department.  He eats there and sleeps there unless he’s sick. 

It wasn’t long before Heyes didn’t see himself as being a drake, at all.  You would notice him having a look at himself in a mirror I have in the garage.  He’d walk straight in and have a look.  He would also come and visit us in the house.  Sometimes, he wouldn’t fancy the people who might be visiting.  He would come running in, racing around, ducking under tables and chairs, looking about as if to say, ‘What are you doing here?’  Then he’d walk out.  

He would also watch videos with me.  I remember watching McCloud one night.  It’s a police drama with Dennis Weaver.  Heyes was sitting alongside me, with my arm around him.  In this particular episode, McCloud was sent out to rescue an animal which was causing havoc in Manhattan.  It turned out to be a duck.  Heyes happened to see the duck and he leapt straight out of the chair, went across the floor and stared up at the television.  He knew it was part of his family.  It was so funny.

Another time, I was watching The Boys of Twilight, featuring two lawmen.  In this episode, they were trying to find a bunch of ducks and drakes.  They decided to use a duck to see if they could flush out where the rest of the ducks had gone.  The duck walked down the street, lawmen and all, straight into this store where they thought the animals might be.  And Heyes was watching that!  Man, if you could have seen the eyes on him!         

There are people he doesn’t like.  There’s one particular man who comes to visit me and Heyes took a dislike to him.  That man lost the leg of his trousers here one day.  Heyes chased him and the man got frightened.  He caught himself going across the gate.  When I got there, the leg of the trousers was on the ground.  It was a disaster.   When that man comes to visit now, he rings me up to make sure Heyes is locked in before he comes.  He won’t visit otherwise.

Heyes really rules the place.  There was one incident where a small kitten arrived after being slung out on the road outside.  The bigger cats didn’t take too kindly to its arrival.  They got around it and started aggravating it, stressing it out a bit.  But Heyes came plodding over, just like some sort of lord, got in between the cats and started pecking them.  He got them out of the way so that the kitten could escape.  Heyes then stood upright and started flapping his wings, which he does when he’s very proud of himself.  The kitten is here to this day.   

He had an awful accident once, when he was 12.  He has a fondness of following me around, and this particular day he followed me into the garage.  It was a bad, windy, wet morning.  He was just behind me and didn’t I close the door and catch his foot!  I knew the leg was badly damaged.  I knew he was in trouble.    

I brought him in to see the vet.  Had the break been further up, the vet could have fixed it using lollipop sticks.  Instead, he had to anaesthetise Heyes, use a drill, bore a hole each side of the break, and put pins in.  Had the bone shattered at any time during this procedure, Hannibal Heyes would be gone.  The operation worked.  That vet is a genius.

Heyes, as we talk, is 14 years old and in top-class health.  He has been a great friend to me and great company.   My wife used to do home help and I’d be here on my own, but he’d be with me.  The first thing I do every morning is go out to see how he is.  No matter what’s going on, I have to see him.  Even when I’m away, I ring home to see how he is doing.  I don’t know what I’d do if anything happened to him.  I’d never get over it.  

You could almost say he is nearly human.  He has the mind of a human, even if he can’t write or read or things like that.  I can honestly say that, for a drake, he’s the next best thing to a human that I have ever seen.   But he doesn’t see it that way.  I really think he doesn’t know what he is – a drake.  He thinks he’s top cat, and I’d safely say he’s not far wrong!

May Hickey’s dog Bell was a big fan of Waterford hurler Dan Shanahan, especially at the height of his and his team’s success in the first decade of this century.  

The Waterford hurlers were going very well at the time.  Everyone was hyped up.  Dan Shanahan would be on the television playing in matches.  After the dinner, I’d put on the television.  Bell would sit on the back of the armchair to watch.  She’d have her blue-and-white plait around her neck.  She might have another plait under her stomach, tied with a little bow on top of her back.  

Every time the commentator mentioned Dan Shanahan, she’d go mad.  He’d be saying, ‘And it’s Dan Shanahan again.....’ and she’d be going nuts.  You wouldn’t believe it.  I’d be saying, ‘Bell!  Bell! Calm down!’  She’d be barking for the whole 70 minutes of the match, but when Dan would score a goal I’d shout and she’d start barking mad.  

It got so bad that she’d eventually go crazy every time she heard the name Dan Shanahan.  We’d have to spell out his name, D-a-n S-h-a-n-a-h-a-n, so that she wouldn’t start barking.  She was unbelievable.  But Dan is a grand person.  When I was working, I used to do up the window for the hurling and put up a big sign, ‘There’s no man like our Dan!’    

I was in Dungarvan with her, one day, and who did I bump into but Dan!  His mother is a cousin of my husband’s, so I knew him.  I said, ‘Dan!  I have your biggest fan in the world over in the car.  Would you come over and say hello to her?’  I’m sure he thought it was some girl or somebody, so we went over.

Who was there but my woman sitting in the car, looking out at Dan!  I said, ‘Do you want to give Dan shakehandsies now?’  He got his little shakehands from Bell.  I think he was amazed!    

Bell was the dog that people didn’t want.  The people who owned her – who she had strayed into – rang their local radio station in Tipperary and said they were going away on holidays and they needed a home for the dog.  My daughter took her.  She knew that her sister was looking for a small dog, so she arrived with Bell in a box.  

She was a little Jack Russell, coloured white with black and brown.  From then on, she was with me the whole time.  The minute I’d get out of bed, she’d know we were going somewhere and she’d stand on duty at the door.  She’d sit on the mat and wouldn’t budge.  I’d say, ‘Do you want to go?’  And she’d be into the car like a bullet.

We’d go everywhere together, up the mountains and all.  I’d make a flask of tea; she loved the tea.  I’d make a sandwich for her, as well.  I’d always tell her where we were going.  I might say, ‘We’re going to Cork today’ or ‘We’re going to Waterford today,’ and she appreciated that.       

She’d come with me to work and I’d be chatting away to her in the car.  While I was at work, I’d keep her in the car across the road.  I’d take her out and bring her for walks during the day and feed her.  Everything she ate was what I was having.  Even when I was laid up in bed with a broken leg, she spent the whole time lying beside me.  She was the most loyal, affectionate dog that anyone ever had.   

She loved children.  When our eldest granddaughter Millie would come to visit, she might be below in bed sick and Bell would go down and sit and mind her.  You wouldn’t believe it.  My son was here, one night, when Millie was only about three or four months old, and he was messing in front of the fire.  He lifted Millie up in the air and caught her.  Bell went for him because she was afraid he was at the child.  She loved Millie.

Bell wasn’t well for a while and I brought her to the vet.  He said, ‘She’s old and it would be a kind thing to put her down.’  I said, ‘God!  I couldn’t do that!’  I put her in my bed and made her nice and comfy.  She looked very sad.  

One day, we were sitting there watching Home and Away and she sat up in the bed and started heaving like she wanted to get sick.  I held her up and said, ‘It’s alright.’  But she haemorrhaged and she was gone in seconds.  She was 14 and a half when she died.

Bell died on 28 August 2013.  I was devastated.  I wrapped her up in a blanket and a friend made a lovely little box.  I have a little grave for her out in the back.  There are little mounts and white stones all around the grave.  I also say a prayer for her every night.  But I don’t have any Waterford things on her grave, although she loved the team.  

There might never be a period like that again for the Waterford hurlers.  Believe it or not, I was at the last All-Ireland we won, in 1959, when I was three years old.  I was brought there by my mam and dad.  I have loved Waterford ever since.  I still am Waterford through and through, and my children are loyal Waterford, too.

My husband is from Tipperary.  My son is married to a Cork woman, my daughter is married to a Cork man, and my other daughter is getting married to a Cork man.  Even though Bell was originally from Tipperary, just like my husband, she was loyal to Waterford.  There was no bigger fan of that team than Bell.  Nor was there any bigger fan of Dan Shanahan, whose likes we will never see again. 

Patricia Roche has had a lifelong love affair with pet rabbits.  

About 30 years ago, I was asked to look after a rabbit called Abigail.  She was grey and lovely and fluffy.  I really loved the look of her.  She walked like a little pig and loved running on the grass.  I was mesmerised by her.  She came and never went home.  That was the beginning of my love affair with my darling bunnies.  

My next rabbit was Mrs. Beehive.  Her hair was like a beehive hairstyle from the 1960s, a bit like Dusty Springfield.  Unfortunately, she loved to dig.  She was a master digger.  She eventually dug her way out and a fox got her.  I made a vow that day that I would never, ever let another rabbit be taken by a fox.

Roger was one of my next rabbits, but his downfall was that he loved sweets.  One day, my stepson left a tin of biscuits open and Roger took a bite out of every single biscuit.  He tried them all – ginger nuts and custard creams, the lot.  I used to bake cakes for him.  He would stand by the oven, waiting for the cakes to come out so he could have a slice of one of them.  He got a bit obese, I’m afraid.

He also took a shine to the baby carrier.  He looked at it and decided, ‘This is the perfect home for me!’  So he got in.  He also used to pull the socks off the baby’s feet.  He thought it was hilarious.  There’s a story every day with rabbits.   

He ran away one day.  We were laughing about him, but I can’t remember why.  Rabbits don’t like you laughing about them.  He got really furious.  He ran down the garden and got into the next garden at the back.  It was full of nettles and briars.  He would not come out.  We eventually had to lift him out.  We brought him home and he was a bit embarrassed.    

We got a female, Peggy Sue, to keep him company.  She was beautiful.  As soon as Roger saw her, he absolutely fell in love with her.  He idolised the ground she walked on.  They used to sit together like companions.   He was just so nice.  He was the love of my life, my boy.  After he died, we decided to get more.  We’ve had J. R. and Rowley, Bea and Bo-bo, Cheeko and Pawdy ever since.  

J. R. became our alarm clock.  He would come up to the bedroom every morning at about ten minutes to six.  For rabbits, stamping the back legs is a sign of danger, so he’d stamp up the stairs.  The noise would be very loud because the back legs are very strong.  Then he’d start stamping on the floor in the bedroom, telling us it’s time to get up.  He’d then jump up on the bed and tickle us with his little whiskers, so we had to get up.  

He understood weekends, when he wouldn’t disturb you until about eight o’clock.  But Bank Holidays really threw him.  If there was a Monday Bank Holiday, he couldn’t understand it.  He’d be frantically trying to tell you, ‘You’re going to be late for work!’  

One particular night, at about quarter past one, he woke us up while stamping up the stairs.  He got into the bed and got under the bottom sheet.  He started stamping on the mattress.  It was really loud.  There was no way he would let us sleep.  We thought somebody might have broken in, but none of us went down.  We were too scared.  

In the morning, the penny dropped.  I went into the sitting-room.  My little step-granddaughter had been visiting us and she had one of those little helium balloons.  It had been up on the ceiling and had fallen down.  There it was on the floor.  J. R. must have thought that somebody had just dropped in from outer space!

There is another story, this time concerning Bea.  She had bunnies one time.  I remember it was a very cold winter, which went on and on and on.  I came home from work one day and I had a scarf around my neck.  I left it down on the chair.  When I went to hang it up, I couldn’t find it.  I thought I must have left it on the train.  But then I looked in the dark side of her hutch and she had all her little bunnies wrapped up in the scarf.

We had a mouse at one time, as well.  When we saw him, we were scared there would be a million mice but there was only one.  We tried to catch him but he always escaped.  He then became quite brave and friendly.  He would watch us and look at us.  He became quite visible in the end and made himself at home.

He used to pull Bea’s whiskers.  She didn’t like it at all.  One day, she’d had enough.  She jammed him up against the skirting board and bashed him with her paw. She wasn’t taking any more nonsense.  The poor little thing!  He didn’t pull her whiskers again, that’s for sure! 

Overall, I have had about 20 rabbits.  The look of them, the feel of them, the softness of them, the innocence of them – all of those features stand out.  They are non-aggressive unless provoked.  They are good with children.  You could leave babies with them; they wouldn’t hurt them.  They might give them a little scratch if they jumped on them, but that would be rare.  

They have no vindictiveness in them.  They look lovely with those furry little ears.  The way they run and jump is so cute.  Unfortunately, they have short lives.  That’s the thing with rabbits – you have a lot of heartache.  You see them grow and develop, and then they leave you.  It can be hard to take.  They are so loving and affectionate.  When they go, you miss them so much.  

Des Hall recalls the story of a gun dog who understood when an order just wasn’t fair.  

This story goes back to the time of the Second World War, when I was growing up. There was a man my father knew who liked bird shooting, but his big strength was in training gun dogs.  He’d make a gun dog do anything, flushing out birds and fetching them for you.  He specialised in training Springer Spaniels.

In this particular instance, he had a litter of Springer Spaniels and he kept one of the pups.  It was a small Springer, which he beautifully trained, and it had perfect manners.  The dog’s name was Brian.  Whenever my father would go shooting with the dog’s trainer, the man would say, ‘Leave your dogs at home.  I’ll supply them.’  He knew my father’s dogs were nowhere near as reliable as his, and certainly nowhere near as reliable as Brian.

On one occasion, a nephew of the trainer came to stay and they decided to go down to the North Slob in Wexford to go shooting wildfowl and see if they might get a few geese.  They took off during a spell of wicked cold weather.  After they arrived, they ranged around for the best part of the day.  It really was horribly cold, with ice everywhere.  They picked up damn few ducks.  They hadn’t much of a day, at all.

Towards evening, they got back to where the car was.  They got out the sandwiches and hot coffee.  They put Brian into a heavy sacking-bag, which they kept in the car.  It tied up around his neck, keeping him warm and the car clean.  He snuggled down into his bag after the day’s hunting.      

They hadn’t the first bite of the sandwich gone when the nephew said, ‘Look!  The geese are coming in!’  He had always wanted to bag a goose, so he grabbed his gun and headed off up the slob.  After a while, there was the sound of bang! bang!  It was followed by the sound of a goose dropping.  He said to his uncle, ‘I’ve got a goose!  I’ve got a goose!  But it’s at the far side of the big cut.  Can I get Brian to fetch it?’  

His uncle opened the bag, but Brian wouldn’t get out.  He had to physically take him out and put the bag back in the car.  The nephew said, ‘Heel!’ and headed off to the slob.  But Brian didn’t follow; instead, he headed back to the car and sat down.  The nephew said again, ‘Heel!’ but Brian wouldn’t move.  

Brian was making a protest.  He had been brought back after a day’s work, been put into his cosy bag, and that was it.  He was on strike.  He clearly felt, ‘This isn’t fair.  This isn’t proper.’  He felt offended.    

The nephew had to drag him off to the slob.  When they got there, the nephew ordered Brian into the cut but again Brian wouldn’t budge.  He had to pitch Brian into the cut, after which he swam off and headed to the far side.  The dog hunted around the far bank and eventually found the goose.  He brought it back to the bank on the far side and then he sat down.

‘OK, boy, fetch it!’ the nephew shouted out.  Immediately, Brian started pulling off huge mouthfuls of feathers.  He took off three huge mouthfuls and then stared back across the river.  The nephew said again, ‘Fetch!’  Two more mouthfuls of feathers were taken off.  This happened again and again.  Every time the nephew roared instructions at Brian, more mouthfuls of feathers would be prised off.

The nephew was a hardy lad and determined to have his goose.  Despite the weather, he took off his clothes down to his pelt.  He went straight into the cut and went up the bank on the far side.  There was the goose, as naked as he was, but there was no dog.  All he could see was a naked goose and an awful lot of feathers.  Knowing he was going to freeze, he grabbed the goose, went back into the cut, got out the far side, put his clothes on as fast as he could and headed back to the car.

When he arrived at the car, his uncle said, ‘I wondered what had happened to you.  Brian has been back here for the last five minutes.’  The nephew explained what had happened.  By the time he had finished, his uncle was shrieking with laughter.  He opened the car and there was Brian in his nice cosy bag.  He looked out at the nephew as if he had never met him before.

The way Brian had taken it out on the nephew was utterly beautiful.  He had to think out what he was doing.  This was the most superbly-trained dog; he couldn’t do wrong, yet he plotted this.  He must have been a brilliant dog.  His intelligence was well beyond instinct.  After a couple of sandwiches and a cup of hot coffee, the nephew started to see the fun of it and broke his heart laughing, too.  He realised he had come second-best.      

The uncle went on training dogs but has gone to his reward long since.  Sadly, the nephew, who was a great lad and on leave from the British Army at the time of the event in Wexford, went back to the war and got killed by the Germans in North Africa.  He’s buried out there now.  I also remember the dog, Brian, very well.  He was exceptional.  I always recall him as the dog with the perfect manners, a lovely dog and perfectly trained, but with a great ability to know when something wasn’t fair.               

Zoe recounts the life story of an affable pet pig named Arnold.

My dad grew up in a little house, on a little road, in the countryside of County Kildare.  There were only a few other houses around.  He lived in the house with his dad and mom and brothers and sisters.  His dad used to be a farmer and he looked after cows and sheep.  He had his own farm, but he eventually couldn’t afford to keep it so he worked for the people around him.  

The family were always in contact with animals.  They loved them and they would look after sheep and cows from the fields across the road.  If a calf was born young or was sick, my nanny would bring it in and keep it warm at the range, and stuff like that.  One animal they brought in that way was a little pig they named Arnold, which they decided to keep as a pet.  

The pig was really small when the family first got him.  My nanny used to feed him from a bottle and put him under the range to keep him warm.  Because of that, he got used to the house and he would come in and walk around.  If the weather was harsh, they’d keep him in the house for the night and he’d sleep on a newspaper.  Otherwise, he’d sleep outside, on his side, up against the back door. 

When he’d drop into the house, he’d watch my nanny cooking the dinner and he listened to everything she said.  He would sit there, looking at her, and she would talk to him.  She might say, ‘Come on over here, Arnold,’ and he would stand up and trot over.  She might give him something to eat from the pot.  She might then say, ‘Go back over there,’ and he would.  He’d head for the newspaper and he’d sit down.  If she said to him, ‘Get out, Arnold, until I finish the dinner,’ he’d go straight out.  

Arnold would never eat rashers, sausages or pudding.  He’d never touch pork.  My dad would always say, ‘You’d think he knew it could be him.’  My nanny would put everything together in the bowl, like porridge and water and whatever else was left over from breakfast or dinner, but he would paw the rashers and sausages out of the way.  My dad said, ‘It was fascinating to watch him eating it and using his foot to shove the pork bits away.’  

They’d put potato skins in his dinner, too, but he wouldn’t eat them until they’d go soft.  They would just sit there in the bowl and my nanny would say to my granddad, ‘You have to get rid of them.’  He would say, ‘No, he’ll eat them eventually but only when they are soft.’  A few days later, he’d eat them.  It was like having a little baby in the house.              

Arnold was a great conversationalist.  My dad would describe how he’d be sitting there, getting a rub and talking back to you.  He’d be grunting away, as if he was having a conversation.  He also used to tap on the back door in the morning if he wanted his breakfast.  If someone was late up, he’d use his bum to tap twice on the door.  You’d know he was hungry and in need of food.

When he was sick, it was like he was human.  Just like a child, he would lie there.  They would talk to him and say, ‘You are not well,’ and he’d soak up the sympathy.  My nanny would give him medicine to bring down his temperature.  She would put the medicine in his food and he’d eat it, no problem.  If you put a tablet in some other animal’s food, they wouldn’t touch it.  But he used to eat it, knowing it would make him well.  

He loved his time in the back yard.  If it was sunny outside, he’d lie on his back and put all four legs up in the air.  He liked the heat coming down on him.  The family also used to have a dog, a Cocker Spaniel, as well as Arnold.  The two of them got on very well.  They played with each other around the yard, chasing each other, and they would sit beside each other when they were resting.  But when they would call Arnold, he would come running.  He’d run so fast that he’d be slipping around the place.

He’d wait for everyone to come home from school.  They used to walk home because they didn’t have cars back then.  It would take them nearly an hour and they would arrive shortly after four.  He’d be waiting at the gate.  If they were a few minutes late, he’d be out of sorts, wondering where they were.  It was like he knew the time of day.  My dad always said, ‘It was as if Arnold had a watch.’  He was really tuned in.  

He was also great at guarding the house.  If someone came into the yard at nighttime, Arnold would
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