In this recount, James Herriot, a young vet, is faced with a tragic situation when he
reaches the address that he has been given. No. 3 is a poorly kept house squeezed

between two others in a slum terrace.

| fooked again at the slip of paper where |
had written my visits. ‘Dean, 3.
~ Thompson’s Yard. Old dog il

The flakes of paint quivered on the
rotten wood of the door as | knocked;
above, the outer wall bulged dangerously
on either side of a long crack in the
masonry. .

A small, white-haired man answered.
His face, pinched and lined, was enlivened
“by a pair of cheerful eyes; he wore a much-
darned woollen cardigan, patched trousers
and slippers.

‘I've come to see your dog,’ | said, and
the old man smiled.

‘Oh, I'm glad you've come, sir,’ he said.
‘I'm getting a bit worried about the old
chap. Come inside, please.’

He led me into the tiny living-room. I'm
alone now, sir. Lost my missus over a year
ago. She used to think the world of the old
dog.’

The grim evidence of poverty was
everywhere. In the worn-out lino, the
fireless hearth, the dank, musty smell of the
place. The wall paper hung away from the
damp patches and on the table the old
man’s solitary dinner was laid; a fragment of
bacon, a few fried potatoes and a cup of
tea. This was life on the old age pension.

In the corner, on a blanket, lay my
patient, a cross-bred labrador. IHe must
have been a big, powerful dog in his time,
but the signs of age showed in the white
hairs round his muzzle and the pale opacity
in the depths of his eyes. He lay quietly and
looked at me without hostility.

‘Getting on a bit, isn't he, Mr Dean?’
ve he is that. Nearly fourteen, but he's

been like a pup galloping about until these
last few weeks. Wonderful dog for his age,
is old Bob and he's never offered to bite
anybody in his life. Children can do
anything with him. He's my only friend now
— ] hope you'll soon be able to put him
right.’

‘Is he off his food, Mr Dean?’

“Yes, clean off, and that’s a strange thing
because by gum, he could eat. He always
sat by me and put his head on my knee at
meal times, but he hasn't been doing it
lately.’

I looked at the dog with growing
uneasiness. The abdomen was grossly
distended and | could read the tell-tale
symptoms of pain; the catch in the
respirations, the retracted commissures of
the lips, the anxious, preoccupied
expression in the eyes.

When his master spoke, the tail thumped
twice on the blankets and a momentary
interest showed in the white old eyes; but it



