
THE QUIET DOG 

 
 
It had only taken them an hour or so to get us to the police station from where we were 
then in the big brown wooden barn at the festival site.   
 
My father wore a flamboyant chequered sort of patterned suit, green tie, and white shirt 
and he wasn't happy walking through the barn with me.  Probably because of all the animal 
shit he might get on his togs if he misstepped.  Stepping was the order of business as he 
walked me through the dog cages.  The first dogs were Pitbulls, long, slender, white and 
with bright pink noses and I guessed I would see some of the other dogs in a while.  Their 
rib cages were prominent against the white fur and they snarled as we got near them so I 
puffed out my chest to show my father how tough I was.  "This one is a nasty shit.  He'll be 
proper kushti like, real strong an' that." then he took the rod off the top of the cage and 
handed it to me.  "Thas' yer rod." and I didn't ask what to do with it because I just knew.  
"Now, what do you do if someone asks ya about thu' dugs?"  I grinned a little, folded my 
arms, and did as our fathers taught us.  I said nothing – nothing at all.  He rustled my hair, 
told me I was a good kid and that I'd be alright.   
 
"Dad, did you know in Mex'co them fight chickens an' that?" I enquired searchingly.   
 
"It be true that, it do.  See, it's all culture son.  People don't like the old ways, but it's up to 
us to keep 'em.  These townies ain't like us. Never forget that, son. Now I gotta go collect on 
a bet so let's go to the fight and then we'll come back here and I'll tell you what you gon' 
done do an' that." 

 
Outside: The younger kid's playing: kicking a ball about; picking grass from the field bow-
legged in a circle; playing make-believe with sticks for guns.  The festival is relaxed here-- 
suddenly my father opens the side door to a different barn its red doors ushering me inside 
with arms extended and from within I hear the jeering and cheering of many men.   
 
Inside: men gather in a circle, no seating, everyone standing.  The smell is strong of body-
odour, and the noise is a myriad of many shouting voices.  On the floor are straw and 
animal shit.   
 
My father tells me to wait here while he goes and 'sees a man'.  I grow a little bored so I 
peek at the fight centre-stage.  A Corgi dog like what the Queen has is lifeless as a plastic 
toy and being tossed about by a big mean-looking shite of a staffie.  I glance back to my 
father and see them exchange money and then him writing in his little pocketbook.  All is 
amiable, the men are happy as can be, and my father is back beside me.  "ALRIGHT, 
SON.“  He shouts because I wouldn't hear him over the noise otherwise.  "OUTSIDE.“   
 
"Where do we get the dugs, dad?" I asked naively.   
 
"We find 'em all over, son," he answered flatly.  'Finding things' meant stealing them from 
townies I understood, and I even got nicked once for going 'finding' at the gym in 
Liverpool‘s old town with my pals once.  "Lemme see you use the rod then, like," he says as 
he folds his arms and eagerly I rattle the rod on the dogs‘ cages.  One dog.  One quiet dog 
doesn't seem to be reacting, but I don't have time to ask about it- "Give me that!" he said 
and snatched the rod off me and began poking it into the cage;  Poking it through.  The 
Beagle yelped.  "Like that." he muttered and handed it back to me.  I stood with the rod 
limp in my hand, and got the gumption to ask about the 'Quiet dog'.  "It happens 



sometimes.  Sometimes no matter 'ow ye teach the dog with the stick it just won't 'go'." 

 
I looked upon the shivering, cowering beagle and figured it was a goner for sure.  "You've 
got other duties other than teaching the dogs with the stick – you gotta give them one of 
these cups of food- Are ye listenin'?" he said, I think, as I blurted out "Yep!" and he 
continued:  "Right you gotta give em one cup of food only each morning.  You can't forget 
that, because they’ll die without it.  Starve em just eno'w to teach them.  Now the stick isn't 
just to teach em, now, like, see, ye gotta use the stick when them gets right sleepy.  Don't let 
em sleep." he said and then scratched his head in thought.  "That's it son, other than: don't 
let any fecker else mess with yer dugs, these are yer dugs, and nobody can mess with em – 
now thas' right important because ye might get a chancer trying to fix them bad or good for 
a fight see?" he said and I nodded along, and he headed off back to the fight after showing 
me once more the importance of keeping this all quiet from the townies.  "What do you do 
if some townie asks about the dugs?" he said and we once more played the game as I said 
nothing, did nothing, nothing at all.  "You're a gud kid.  Now watch the dugs while I take a 
piss." 

 
The 'Quiet dog' tried to lay down so I figured I'd better get to teaching.  I was going to poke 
it - I really was - but then I swear it looked at me a funny way like it liked me.  I put my 
hand in.  I knew I shouldn't have done it because it might bite it right off like, but it didn't 
it just licked my hand and shivered.  It were a right funny little thing this beagle so I played 
with it a little and it seemed happy.  Imagine being happy going through all the teaching 
what it had to.  Funny little thing- I heard the door being unlocked, and nearly shit myself, 
and then my father came through so I grabbed my rod and whacked the beagle right 
proper so my dad could see.  Outside I could hear the sound of a large diesel engine, loud, 
maybe even louder than a tractor. 
 
"Dad.  What happens to the quiet dog?" I asked and my father explained it had to fight no 
matter what and was put out first just for entertainment and to fire up the others.  He was 
concerned about the noise and about ready to investigate.  Dad added, "The quiet dog gets 
what it deserves just like all the other bad dogs." 
 
Bang! 
 
The barn door was smashed by a huge blue cylindrical tank barrel with a weird pyramid on 
the end. On the side, it said "Police" in big white letters, and around the side of the vehicle 
came in four or five police officers in full riot gear.   
 
I began to shiver and cower afraid and with nowhere to go.   
 
"Tell us about the dogs." said the first policeman.  It's a real skill that has to be practised I 
thought as I said nothing.  My dad said nothing.  When my father yawned pretending to be 
bored I laughed out of extreme nervousness.  It occurred to me I was trembling, shaking, 
and frightened.  Quiet.   


