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Foreword

BY

RUPERT SHELDRAKE

WHEN I first read this book, it not only inspired me, but it changed me. It made me realize that unexplained abilities like telepathy and the sense of being stared at are widespread in the animal kingdom. When they occur in people, they are often called "paranormal," literally meaning beyond the normal, or they are treated as weird or spooky, or simply dismissed as illusions. Reading this book convinced me that they are normal, not paranormal, and are part of our biological nature.

Jill Puree, later my wife, gave this book to me in 1983, having found it in a secondhand bookshop in Holt, a small town in Norfolk. She thought it would interest me, and she was right. I read it with increasing fascination. I had never heard of William Long and had no idea that any naturalist had studied telepathy and other related powers of animals, let alone in such an interesting way. The topics Long explored were taboo among scientists when this book was first published in 1919, and the taboo persisted throughout the twentieth century. Long was a great pioneer.

This book is not only rich in implications for further research, it is a 
delight to read. Long writes as a naturalist and as a lover of nature. His style is characteristically American, in the tradition of Henry David Thoreau. American writing about nature has a different quality from anything in Europe. The American experience is so much closer to wilderness. European landscapes have been altered over millennia by agriculture and by the grazing of herds of domesticated animals. But in most of North America the native inhabitants were hunters and gatherers, not agriculturalists, and their relationship to wild animals and plants was very different from that of Europeans; they lived with them; they shared their world with other species. They were not proprietors, developers, and real estate dealers. Long was directly connected to Native American traditions through his Indian guides, one of whom was called Simmo, of whom he wrote, "Where Emerson gives you a mystical word or a bare assertion which he cannot possibly prove, Simmo has a disconcerting way of establishing a challenged doctrine by a concrete and undeniable fact" (p. 65–66).

How Animals Talk is really three books in one. The first part includes a pioneering study of animal communication, and of telepathy in particular. The second, "How to Know the Wood Folk" (chapters 7–9), is about what happens when we learn to keep still, and includes a remarkable discussion of the feeling of being watched. The third part, "My Pond: A Symphony of the Woods" (chapters 10–15), is a delightful account of one of Long's favorite secret places, where he spent many hours alone.

In How Animals Talk Long shows how telepathic abilities are not confined to wild animals, but are also present in the animals we know best, our domesticated companions. In particular, he describes how his dog Don knew when he was coming home (chapter 4); and his account of another return-anticipating dog, Watch, is a pioneering study of this phenomenon. When I read these passages, I was already intrigued by the ability of dogs and cats to know when their owners were returning. Long's observations encouraged me to start investigating this subject myself In my book Seven Experiments that Could Change the World 
(1994; second edition 2002*1), I proposed experiments to see if dogs really can tell when their owners are coming home through some kind of telepathy. In these tests, the person comes home at a non-routine time in an unfamiliar vehicle, so that explanations in terms of routine and familiar car sounds can be eliminated. I carried out many such tests myself, and investigated many return-anticipating animals, including cats, horses, and parrots. I summarize the evidence from more than 1,000 case histories of return-anticipating pets and more than 100 videotaped experiments with dogs in my book Dogs That Know When Their Owners Are Coming Home, And Other Unexplained Powers of Animals (1999). My findings agree with Long's.

Another of my seven experiments concerned the sense of being stared at, the natural history of which Long explores in chapters 7 and 8 of How Animals Talk. By means of controlled experiments, dozens of investigators have now confirmed the existence of this sense in humans, and surveys show that a large majority of the population have experienced this phenomenon themselves. Many people have also experienced the sense of being watched by animals. I summarize recent research on this subject in my book The Sense of Being Stared At: And Other Aspects of the Extended Mind (2003). Again, this research agrees with what Long found so many years before.

William Joseph Long was born in North Attleboro, Massachusetts, in 1866, of Irish parentage, descended on his mother's side from Edmund Burke, the political philosopher. He was educated at Harvard and Andover theological seminary, and he took a Ph.D. in theology at Heidelberg, Germany. He also studied in Rome and at the University of Paris. He was an ordained minister in the Congregational Church and in the 1890s became prominent as a liberal theologian. He lived in Stamford, Connecticut, and spent his vacations camping, canoeing, exploring, and salmon fishing. These experiences formed the basis for his 
writings as a naturalist, and in addition to How Animals Talk, he wrote a number of other books, including School of the Woods: Some Lift Studies of Animal Instinct and Animal Training (1902), Northern Trails (1905), and Mother Nature: A Study of Animal Lift and Death (1922).

In the early twentieth century, there were two main schools of writing about nature, the naturalists and the hunters. At the end of the first edition of How Animals Talk there are advertisements for hunting books from the same publishers including Hunting At High Altitudes, which describes how a Colonel Pickett "is believed to have killed no less than seventy-eight full grown grizzlies," and all in a single hunting season. A book by Theodore Roosevelt called Good Hunting is commended as standing for "sturdy manliness," while another of Roosevelt's books describes "hunting in East Africa and the Gulf of Cortes; Canadian moose-hunt; wolf-hunting in Russia; deer-hunting in the Sierras; big game in Mongolia and Tibet."

Roosevelt was annoyed by the writings of naturalists such as Long, who generally adopted what we would now call an ecological approach, and was particularly offended by the influence they had on children and on their attitude toward nature. In 1907, while president of the United States, Roosevelt launched an attack on Long and his fellow nature-writers. In the ensuing uproar, the president was condemned in the press for attacking private citizens from the White House, and cartoonists depicted wildlife fleeing before a menacing president, armed to his prominent teeth. Long himself wrote one of the most devastating counterattacks, printed in newspapers throughout the nation: "Who is he [Roosevelt] to write, 'I don't believe that some of these nature-writers know the heart of wild things?' I find that after carefully reading two of his big books that every time he gets near to the heart of a wild thing he invariably puts a bullet through it."*2

In spite of his revulsion for the destructive effects of modern man, Long made a clear distinction between nature's ways and human feelings. 
For example, in the chapter entitled "The Trail," he reflects on the impact of loggers: "Noble maples or cedars that were centuries growing have been slashed down, dismembered, thrust aside to decay, and all because they stood in the way of a lumber-boss who thought only of getting his cut of spruce down to the lake. To look upon such tress, dead and shorn of their beauty, is to feel pity or indignation; but Nature does not share your feeling, being too abundant of life and resource to waste any moment in regret. Already she is up building what man has torn down. Glaring ax-wounds have all disappeared under bandages of living moss; every fallen log has hidden its loss under a mantle of lichen, soft and gray, which speaks not of death but of life renewed" (p. 218-19).

For Long there was clearly no conflict between his love of nature and his faith in God, and he emphasized the importance of openness, of not being so intent on one's own purposes that sight dominates insight: ''All sciences, including chartography and angling, can easily be learned by any man; but understanding is a gift of God, and it comes only to those who keep their hearts open" (p. 221).

For many years, Long has been more or less forgotten. But he still has much to teach us about nature, about the appreciation of nature, and about animal behavior in particular. I was delighted to find that my friend Marc Bekoff shared my enthusiasm for Long's writings, and we are both very pleased that Inner Traditions • Bear & Company is now republishing How Animals Talk so that others can share in the excitement of rediscovering this remarkable book.

RUPERT SHELDRAKE
 APRIL 2005
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Rupert Sheldrake, Ph.D., is a biologist and author of more than seventy-five technical papers and ten books. He is a fellow of the Institute of Noetic Sciences and visiting professor of evolutionary science at the Wisdom 
University in Oakland, California. He was a research fellow of the Royal Society and a fellow of Clare College, Cambridge University, where he was director of studies in cell biology. He has spent more than fifteen years researching the unexplained powers of animals, as summarized in his bestselling book Dogs that Know When Their Owners Are Coming Home. His most recent book is The Sense of Being Stared At: And Other Aspects of the Extended Mind. He lives in London with his wife and two sons. His Web site is www.sheldrake.org.



  
    
Preface

Revisiting and Relishing A Curious Naturalist's Reflections On Animal Behavior: Long Live Natural History

BY
 MARC BEKOFF

HOW ANIMALS TALK, originally published in 1919, is a most stimulating, inspirational, and prescient book. Its subtitle, And Other Pleasant Studies of Birds and Beasts, is indicative of William J. Long's sheer and unbridled delight in observing and learning about the mysterious ways of the nonhuman animal beings ("animals") with whom we share the earth. A curious naturalist at heart, Long shows how curiosity, patient observation, and detailed descriptions can help us understand and appreciate animals, vertebrates and invertebrates alike, from wolves to insects, deer to ducks. Long also emphasizes how important it is to know about the natural history of different species and how deficient armchair speculations about animal behavior really are. The value of long-term detailed observations can't be emphasized too strongly. Far too many people—then and now—who write about animal behavior haven't actually carefully observed or studied animals or even shared their homes with them. Long embraced natural history, a supposedly "soft science" that is often dismissed by people who remain in the ivory tower of their armchairs and 
don't take the time to get out to observe and study animals where they live. I couldn't agree more with his approach.

In How Animals Talk Long presages numerous areas that currently are "hot topics" in the study of animal behavior and presents a staggering array of animals. He discusses chumfo, the super-sense, a word for which he is indebted to an African tribe living near Lake Mweru. Long notes, ''According to these natives, every natural animal, man included, has the physical gifts of touch, sight, hearing, taste, smell, and chumfo.... This chumfo is not a sixth or extra sense, as we assume, but rather the unity or perfect co-ordination of the five senses at their highest point" (p. 54). So, often, when we are amazed at the sensory abilities of many animals and how in touch they are with their surroundings it is because they "are there," they are totally present and are able to integrate information across the different senses. This discussion presages the relatively new field called sensory ecology.

Long also points in the direction of behavioral phenomena that still need detailed study, such as animal telepathy. He recognizes that there is no proof of animal telepathy but that it is a working hypothesis that deserves close attention. He finds that "wild birds and beasts all exercise a measure of that mysterious telepathic power which reappears now and then in some sensitive man or woman" (p. 157). And in his chapter "On Keeping Still" Long writes about the "feeling of being watched" that he says "may be too intangible for experiment, or even for definition" (p. 181).

Long's knowledge of animal behavior is astounding, even by today's standards. And that is among the reasons why his book deserves to be rediscovered by a broad audience in a world in which more and more people are craving to learn as much as they can about our animal kin. Our old brains, still very much paleolithic-like, draw us back to nature as magnets attract iron to their surfaces. In the absence of animals we are alone in a silent world, torn apart from other beings who help define who we are in the grand scheme of things.

Long also isn't afraid of recognizing the importance of what I call the notorious "A" words—"Anecdote" and "Anthropomorphism." Stories 
underlie all sorts of research, from physics to philosophy, biology to sociology, anthropology to theology. The same is so for studies of animal behavior. For example, he describes the wonderful color plate showing a family of red foxes with the caption "The old vixen lies apart where she can overlook the play and the neighborhood." As he marvels at the silent communication that occurs between the mother fox and her young he says, "If a human mother could exercise such silent, perfect discipline, or leave the house with the certainty that four or five lively youngsters would keep out of danger or mischief as completely as young fox cubs keep out of it, raising children might more resemble 'one grand sweet song' than it does at present" (p. 85).

The plural of anecdote is data and there is no adequate substitute for being anthropomorphic; we can only communicate about animals with the language we use in all other aspects of our daily lives. A quotation from another of Long's wonderful books, Brier-Patch Philosophy by "Peter Rabbit" published in 1906, eloquently captures his views on anthropomorphism: "It is possible, therefore, that your simple man who lives close to nature and speaks in enduring human terms, is nearer to the truth of animal life than is your psychologist, who lives in a library and to-day speaks a language that is to-morrow forgotten."

The careful use of anthropomorphism, in which we always take into account the animal's point of view, can only make the study of animal behavior more rigorous and more interesting and challenging. As human beings trying to learn as much as we can about animals we have to use the words with which we're most familiar to talk about our observations of animal behavior and to convey our knowledge. Claims that anthropomorphism has no place in science or that anthropomorphic predictions and explanations are less accurate than more mechanistic or reductionistic "scientific" explanations are not supported by any data. This is an empirical matter and before someone posits that anthropomorphism is a bad habit, he or she needs to show that it is not as good as other sorts of explanations. We really don't get any information at all about context, social or otherwise, if we describe grief or joy, for example, as a series of 
neuromuscular firings, as different types of brain activity, or as neurochemical reactions. Anthropomorphism is a great aid in making sense of animal behavior, and is alive and well as it should be. But, let me stress again that it must be used with care and we must always attempt to take into account each animal's point of view.

In How Animals Talk Long delves into animal communication, cognition, emotions, and telepathy. He isn't afraid to cover topics that some scientists would call "taboo," and it is refreshing to discover that he knew an incredible amount about a vast number of different patterns of animal behavior, including some that do not lend themselves to hard-and-fast unambiguous explanations or, for that matter, easy data collection. The title of this book itself shows that Long knew that animals talked to one another, and it's hard to believe that some of my colleagues today wonder if this is so!

Long also knew that many animals experience rich and deep emotional lives and have a sense of morality (what I call "wild justice"). This is an area of research in which I've been keenly interested in for decades. In my opinion, it's not a question of if emotions have evolved but rather why they have evolved. Surely, a whimpering or playing dog, or a chimpanzee in a tiny cage or grieving the loss of a friend, or a baby pig having her tail cut off—"docked" as this horrific and inexcusable procedure is called—or having her teeth ground down on a grindstone, feel something. And surely, animals don't like being shocked, cut up, starved, chained, stunned, crammed into prison 
like cages, tied up, isolated, or ripped away from their families and friends.

Long knew, as we do, that animals aren't unfeeling objects. If they were, I'm sure he wouldn't have found animals to be so fascinating. Scientific data, what I call "science sense," along with common sense, compassion, and heart, are all needed to learn more about animal passions and how animals feel about the innumerable situations in which they find themselves. Emotions function as a social glue and as social catalysts. Animal emotions and mood swings grab us, and it's highly likely that many animals exclaim "Wow!" or "My goodness, what is happening?" 
as they go through their days enjoying some activities and also experiencing pain and suffering at the hands of humans.

In How Animals Talk readers will discover lengthy descriptive discussions of play, aggression, territoriality, homing, communication, mating, social organization (called the herd phenomena and the swarming instinct), and caregiving behavior in a wide variety of species. Long clearly knew about what is now called the "human dimension," the human or anthropogenic effects on the behavior of animals stemming from our incessant intrusions and trespasses into their lives. He notes that we have changed the behavior of many wild animals, for example, their fear responses to our presence and their subsequent use of space. Many individuals of different species change their daily activities and travel patterns when humans are present. We always need to remember and to know about the ubiquitous consequences of our presence. We truly are here, there, and everywhere.

Concerning my own interests in how studies of animal behavior, especially their emotions and sentience, can influence our understanding of them and how we treat them, Long's book, though written decades ago, lays the foundation for a change in how we should use and abuse animals in factory farms, in circuses and rodeos, and in education and research. As we change the paradigm and move forward we're in a good position to use as a guide what has come to be called the "precautionary principle." Basically this principle maintains that a lack of full scientific certainty should not be used as an excuse to delay taking action on some issue. In the arena of animal emotions and animal sentience, I have argued that we do know enough to make informed decisions about animal emotions and animal sentience and why they matter. And even if we might be "wrong" some of the time this does not mean we're wrong all of the time. At least we won't be adding more cruelty to an already cruel world, by granting that animals are emotional, sentient beings and accordingly treating them with respect. When in doubt we should err on the side of the individual animal. I'm sure Long would agree with these sentiments.

It's also okay for researchers to be sentimental and to go from their heart. We need more compassion and love in science, more heartfelt and heartful science. Simply put, we must "mind" animals and redecorate nature very carefully. We must blend together scientific science sense with common sense, compassion, and heart in our efforts to provide the best treatment for all animals all of the time.

Perhaps if enough people read this book there will be a change in how we move on from here. Reducing animals to mere numbers or objects, and sanitizing descriptions of their behavior and emotional lives with cold, terse, and third-person prose ("the researcher watched the subject") rather than first-person prose, objectifies animals and distances "us" from "them." This dualism must be resisted vigorously. We are not the only animals who are rational, conscious, self-cognizant, able to manufacture and use tools, display culture, draw and paint, reflect on the past and make plans for the future, or communicate using a sophisticated set of rules that resemble what we call language. Perhaps we're the only species that cooks its food, but because there are so many startling things that remain to be studied, maybe we're not. I found myself making an ever-growing mental list of things that I didn't know as I read Long's book, and I've been studying animal behavior for a long time. That's how innovative this book really is.

When I try to imagine what Long was feeling when he wrote How Animals Talk, I smile and can feel his unbounded delight and awe at the magnificence of so many different animals. His careful fieldwork presages that of many ethologists who followed, including the three winners of the Nobel Prize in Physiology or Medicine in 1973: Nikolaas Tinbergen (often called the curious naturalist), Konrad Lorenz, and Karl von Frisch, who won for their discoveries concerning animal behavior.

I would love to have been William Long's student! And, in reading through Long's book I have indeed become his student. I admire Long's dedication to learning as much as he could about animals and for being so open about all that we don't know. Throughout How Animals Talk I 
was reminded of a wonderful quotation offered by Jules Henri Poincare: "The scientist does not study nature because it is useful, he studies it because he delights in it, and he delights in it because it is beautiful. If nature were not beautiful, it would not be worth knowing, and if nature were not worth knowing, life would not be worth living."

Rupert and I take great pleasure in sharing this book with as many other people as we can. I only wish that Long could know that he has been rediscovered and so appreciated eight and a half decades after How Animals Talk first appeared. So sit back and enjoy the journey that Long lays out for all interested parties. Rupert and I agree that reading Long's book is a most pleasurable adventure into the heads and hearts of diverse groups of nonhuman animal beings. We feel so very lucky to have rediscovered this forward-looking, delightful, and stimulating book. We hope you'll agree.

MARC BEKOFF 
APRIL 2005
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Marc Bekoff is a professor of biology at the University of Colorado, Boulder, and is a fellow of the Animal Behavior Society and a former Guggenheim fellow. In 2000 he was awarded the Exemplar Award from the Animal Behavior Society for major long-term contributions to the field of animal behavior. He and Jane Goodall cofounded the organization Ethologists for the Ethical Treatment of Animals in 2000 (www.ethologicalethics.org). Marc has published more than 200 papers and 18 books, including The Smile ofa Dolphin: Remarkable Accounts of Animal Emotions; Minding Animals: Awareness, Emotions, and Heart; The Ten Trusts: What We Must Do To Care for the Animals We Love (with Jane Goodall); and a collection of his essays titled Animal Passions and Beastly Virtues: Reflections on Redecorating Nature. He has also edited a three-volume Encyclopedia of Animal Behavior. His Web site is http://literati.net/Bekoff.



  
    
A Note to the Reader

THIS classic work was the first book to explore telepathic methods of communication of wild animals. The author was an innovator who shared ideas that are as important today as when they were first published in 1919.

In bringing out a new edition of this classic text, we wanted to preserve the spirit and charm of the original, both the unique aspects of the work and the quality of the time period when these ideas were first being brought forward. Thus we chose to leave the language—the words, syntax, and even the punctuation—exactly as it appeared when How Animals Talk was first published. We hope you will indulge our decision to leave Long's text exactly as written and allow it to be a fascinating window into another time.



  
    
      
        
          [image: image]
        

      

    

  
    
[image: image]

I

DID you ever see two friendly dogs meet when one tried to tell the other of something he had discovered, when they touched noses, stood for a moment in strange, silent parley, then wagged their tails with mutual understanding and hurried off together on a canine junket?

That was the little comedy which first drew my attention to the matter of animal communication, many years ago, and set my feet in the unblazed trail we are now to follow. And a very woodsy trail you shall find it, dim and solitary, with plenty of "blind" spots where one may easily go astray, and without any promise of what waits at the other end of it.

One summer afternoon I was reading by the open window, while my old setter, Don, lay flat on his side in the shade of a syringa-bush. He had scooped out a hollow to suit him, and was enjoying the touch of the cool earth when a fat little terrier, a neighbor's pet, came running with evident excitement to wake the old dog up. Don half raised his head, recognized his friend Nip and thumped the ground lazily with his tail.

"It's all right, little dog. You're always excited over something of no consequence; but don't bother me this hot day," he said, in dog-talk, and dropped his head to sleep again.

But Nip was not to be put aside, having something big on his mind. He nudged Don sharply, and the old dog sprang to his feet as if galvanized. For an interval of perhaps five seconds they stood motionless, tense, their noses almost touching; then Don's plume began to wave.

"Oh, I see!" he said; and Nip's stubby tail whipped violently, as if to add, "Thank Heaven you do, at last!" The next moment they were away on the jump and disappeared round a corner of the house.

Here was comedy afoot, so I slipped out through the back door to follow it. The dogs took no notice of me, and probably had no notion that they were observed; for I took pains to keep out of sight till the play was over. Through the hay-field they led me, across the pasture lot, and over a wall at the foot of a half-cultivated 
hillside. Peering through a chink of the wall, I saw Nip dancing and barking at a rock-pile, and between two of the rocks was a woodchuck cornered.

For weeks Nip had been laying siege to that same woodchuck, which had a den on the hillside in a patch of red clover, most convenient to some garden truck. A dozen times, to my knowledge, the little dog had rushed the rascal; but as Nip was fat and the chuck cunning, the chase always ended the same way, one comedian diving into the earth with a defiant whistle, leaving the other to scratch or bark impotently outside.

Any reasonable dog would soon have tired of such an uneven game; but a terrier is not a reasonable dog. At first Nip tried his best to drag Don into the affair; but the old setter had long since passed the heyday of youth, when any kind of an adventure could interest him. In the presence of grouse or woodcock he would still become splendidly animate, and then the years would slip from him as a garment; but to stupid groundhogs and all such "small deer" he was loftily indifferent. He was an aristocrat, of true-blue blood, and I had trained him to let all creatures save his proper game severely alone. So, after following Nip once and finding nothing more exciting than a hole in the ground, with the familiar smell of woodchuck about it, he had left the terrier to his own amusement.

When speed failed, or wind, it was vastly amusing to watch Nip try to adopt cat-strategy, hiding, creeping, scheming to cut off the enemy's retreat. Almost every day he would have another go at the impossible; but he was too fat, too slow, too clumsy, and also too impatient after his doggy kind. By a great effort he could hold still when his game poked a cautious head out of the burrow for a look all around; but no sooner did the chuck begin to move away from his doorway than the little dog began to fidget in his hiding-place, and his tail (the one part of a dog that cannot lie) would wildly betray his emotions. Invariably he made his rush too soon, and the woodchuck whistled into his den with time to spare.

On this summer afternoon, however, Nip had better luck or used better tactics. Whether he went round the hill and came over the top from an unexpected quarter, or lay in wait in his accustomed place with more than his accustomed patience, I have no means of knowing. By some new device or turn of luck he certainly came between the game and its stronghold; whereupon the chuck scuttled down the hill and took refuge among the rocks. There Nip's courage failed him. He was a little dog with a big bark; and the sight of the grizzled veteran with back against a stone and both flanks protected probably made him realize that it is one thing to chase a chuck which runs away, but quite another thing to enter his cave while he stands 
facing you, his beady eyes snapping and his big teeth bare. So after a spell of brave barking Nip had rushed off to fetch a larger dog.

All that was natural enough, and very doglike; at least it so appeared to me, after seeing other little dogs playa similar part; but the amazing feature of this particular comedy was that Nip had no difficulty in getting help from a champion who had refused to be interested up to that critical moment. Through the wall I saw him lead Don straight to the rocks. The old dog thrust in his head, yelped once as he was bitten, dragged out the chuck, gave him a shake and a quieting crunch; then, without the slightest evident concern, he left Nip to worry and finish and brag over the enemy.

It is part of the fascination of watching any animal comedy that it always leaves you with a question; and the unanswerable question here was, How did Nip let the other dog know what he wanted?

If you are intimate enough with dogs to have discovered that they depend on their noses for all accurate information, that they have, as it were, a smellscape instead of a landscape forever before them, you will say at once, "Don must have smelled woodchuck"; but that is a merely convenient answer which does not explain or even consider the facts. Don already knew the general smell of woodchuck very well, and was, moreover, acquainted with the 
odor of the particular woodchuck to which his little dog-chum had been laying siege. He knew it at first hand from the creature itself, having once put his nose into the burrow; he got a secondary whiff of it every time Nip returned from his fruitless digging; and he was utterly indifferent to such foolish hunting. Many times before the day of reckoning arrived Nip had rushed into the yard in the same excitement, with the same reek of earth and woodchuck about him; and, so far as one may judge a dog by his action, Don took no interest in the little dog's story. Yet he was off on the instant of hearing that the familiar smell of woodchuck now meant something more than a hole in the ground.

That some kind of message passed between the two dogs is, I think, beyond a reasonable doubt; and it is precisely this silent and mysterious kind of communication (the kind that occurs when your dog comes to you when you are reading, looks intently into your face, and tells you without words that he wants a drink or that it is time for him to be put to bed) that I propose now to make clear. Before we enter that trail of silence, however, there is a much simpler language, such as is implied in the whistle of a quail or the howl of a wolf, which we must try as best we can to interpret. For unless our ears are keen enough to distinguish between the food and hunting calls of an animal, or between bob-white's love note and the yodel that brings his 
scattered flock together, it will be idle for us to ask what message or impulse a mother wolf sends after a running cub when she lifts her head to look at him steadily, and he checks his rush to return to her side as if she had made the murky woods echo to her assembly clamor.
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II

THE simplest or most obvious method of animal communication is by inarticulate cries, expressive of hunger, loneliness, anger, pleasure, and other primal needs or emotions. The wild creatures are mostly silent, and so is the bulk of their "talk," I think; but they frequently raise their voice in the morning or evening twilight, and by observing them attentively at such a time you may measure the effect of their so-called language. Thus, you see plainly that to one call the animal cocks his ear and gives answer; at another call he becomes wildly excited; a third passes over him without visible result; a fourth sets his feet in motion toward the sound or else sends him flying 
away from it, according to its message or import.

That animal cries have a meaning is, therefore, beyond serious doubt; but whether they have, like our simplest words, any definite or unchanging value is still a question, the probable answer being "No," since a word is the symbol of a thought or an idea; but animals live in a world of emotion, and even our human emotions are mostly dumb or inarticulate. I must give this negative answer, notwithstanding the fact that I have learned to call various birds and beasts, and that I can meet Hotspur's challenge on hearing Glendower boast that he can call spirits from the vasty deep:

Why, so can I, or so can any man;

But will they come when you do call for them?

Yes, the birds and beasts will surely come if you know how to give the right call; but I am still doubtful whether among themselves their audible cries are ever quite so intelligible as is their silence.

This question of animal speech has received a different and more positive answer, by the way, from a man who has spent many years in persistent observation of wild apes and monkeys. After watching the lively creatures from his cage in the jungle, attracting them by means of various fruits and recording their jabber in a phonograph, he claims to have discovered the monkey words for food, water, danger and other elementary 
matters. Moreover, when his phonograph repeats these simian words the monkeys of another locality seem to understand them, since they run to the proper dish at the word "food" or show evident signs of alarm at the word "danger."

It is doubtless much easier to deny such a conclusion than to prove or disprove it; but denial is commonly the first refuge of ignorance and the last of dogmatism, and with these we are not concerned. I do not know whether Garner claims too much or too little for his monkeys; I have never had opportunity to test the matter in the jungle, and the caged monkeys with which I have occasionally experimented are too debased of habit or too imbecile in their affections to interest one who has long dealt with clean wild brutes. At times, however, when I have watched a monkey with an organ-grinder, I have noticed that the unhappy little beast displays a lively interest in the chitter of chimney-swifts—a lingo which to my dull ears sounds remarkably like monkey-talk. But that is a mere impression, momentary and of little value; while Garner speaks soberly after long and immensely patient observation.

To return to first-hand evidence: among wild creatures of my acquaintance the crows come nearer than any others to something remotely akin to human speech. Several times I have known a tame crow to learn a few of our words and, what is much more significant, to show his superiority over parrots and 
other mere mimics by using one or more of the words intelligently. There was one crow, for example, that would repeat the word "hungry" in guttural fashion whenever he thought it was time for him to dine. He used this word very frequently when his dinner or supper hour drew nigh, giving me the impression, since he did not confuse it with two other words of his vocabulary, that he associated the word with the notion of food or of eating; and if this impression be true to fact, it indicates more than appears on the surface. We shall come to the wild crows and their "talk" presently; the point here is, that if this bird could use a new human word in association with a primal need, there is nothing to prevent him from using a sound or symbol of his own in the same way. In other words, he must have some small faculty of language.

Another tame crow, which an imaginative boy named Pharaoh Necho because of his hippety-hop walk, proved himself inordinately fond of games, play, social gatherings of every kind. To excitement from any source, whether bird or brute or human, he was as responsive as a weather-vane; but his play ran mostly to mischief, or to something that looked like joking, since he could never see a contemplative cat or a litter of sleepy little pigs without going out of his way to tweak a tail and stir up trouble. At times he would watch, keeping out of sight in a leafy tree or on the roof of the veranda, till Tabby, the house cat, came out and sat 
looking over the yard, her tail stretched out behind her. If she lay down to sleep, or sat with tail curled snugly around her forepaws, she was never molested; but the moment her tail was out of her sight and mind Necho saw the chance for which he had apparently been waiting. Gliding noiselessly down behind the unconscious cat he would tiptoe up and hammer the projecting tail with his beak. It was a startling blow, and at the loud squall or spitting jump that followed he would fly off, "chuckling" immoderately.

When Necho saw or heard a gang of boys assembled he would neglect even his dinner to join them; and presently, without ever having been taught, he announced himself master of a new art by yelling, "Yahoo! Come on!" which was the rallying-cry of the clan in that neighborhood. He said this in ludicrous fashion, but unmistakably to those who knew him. Sometimes he would croak the words softly to himself, as if mem0rizing them or pleased at the sound; but for the most part he waited till boys were gathering for a swim or a ball game, when he would launch himself into flight and go skimming down the road, whooping out his new cry exultantly. What meaning he attached to the words, whether of boys or fun or mere excitement, I have no means of knowing.

After learning this much of our speech Necho took to the wild, following a call of the blood, I think; for it was springtime when he disappeared, and the crows' 
mating clamor sounded from every woodland. These birds are said to kill every member of their tribe who returns to them after living with men, and the saying may have some truth in it. I have noticed that many tame crows are like tame baboons in that they seem mortally afraid of their wild kinsmen; but Necho was apparently an exception. If he had any trouble when first he returned to his flock, the matter was settled without our knowledge, and during the following autumn there was evidence that he was again in good standing. Long afterward, as I roamed the woods, I might hear his lusty "Ya-hoo! Come on!" from where he led a yelling rabble of crows to chivvy a sleeping owl or jeer at a running fox; and occasionally his guttural cry sounded over the tree-tops when I could not see him or know what mischief was afoot. He never returned to the house, and never again joined our play or allowed a boy to come near him.

Not all crows have this "gift of speech"; and the fact that one tame crow learns to use a few English words, while five or six others hold fast to their own lingo, has led to the curious belief that, if you want to make a crow talk, you must split his tongue. How such a belief originated is a mystery; but it was so fixed and so widespread when I was a boy that no sooner was a young crow taken from a nest than jack-knives were sharpened, and the leathery end of the crow's tongue was solemnly split after grave debate whether a seventh or 
a third part was the proper medicine. If the crow talked after that, it was proof positive that the belief was true; and if he remained dumb, it was a sign that there was something wrong in the splitting; which is characteristic of a large part of our natural-history reasoning. The debates I have heard or read on the "unanswerable" question of how a chipmunk digs a hole without leaving any earth about the entrance (a question with the simplest kind of an answer) are mostly suggestive of the split-tongue superstition of crow language.

Of the tame crows I have chanced to observe, only a small proportion showed any tendency to repeat words; and these gifted ones are, I judge, the same crows that in a wild state may occasionally be heard whistling like a jay, or "barking" or "hooting" or making some other call which ordinary crows do not or cannot make, and which shows an individual talent of mimicry. This last, which I have repeatedly observed among wild crows, is a very different matter from speech; but from the fact that these mimics learn to use a few English words more or less intelligently one might not be far wrong in concluding that every crow has in his brain a small undeveloped nest of cells corresponding to our "bump" of language.

A closer observation of the wild birds may confirm this possibility. Thus, when you hear a solitary crow in a tree-top crying, "Haw! Haw!" monotonously, dipping his head or flirting his tail every time he repeats it, you 
may be sure that somewhere within range of his eye or voice a flock of his own kind are on the ground, feeding. That this particular haw is a communication to his fellows, telling them that the sentinel is on watch and all is well, seems to me very probable. There are naturalists, I know, who ingeniously resolve the whole phenomenon into blind chance or accident; but that does not square very well with the intelligence of crow nature as I have observed it; nor does it explain the fact that once, when I avoided the sentinel and crept near enough to shoot two members of the flock he was supposedly guarding, the rest were no sooner out of danger than they whirled upon the recreant and beat him savagely to the ground.
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