How Many Lawyers? by PAUL H. MEIER
(reprinted from the BTCA Dog in a Kid Suit)
Our First Bull Terrier, Ch. Dreamwoods Filthy McNasty, Honky to his friends, was a rather reserved fellow. Honky had his standards and was not about to make a fool of himself over a complete stranger. He would remain aloof, observing a new person. If that person was considered worthy, only then would Honky show a minimum of dignified attention, which consisted of allowing the newcomer to pet him. This made him a challenge to show, we kept a list of judges Honky liked rather than judges who liked Honky. By the time he was three, if Honky decided he didn't like the judge, we might as well have had a sack of wet cement in the ring. It was this atypical Bull Terrier behavior which makes the following story a unique event in Honky's life.
Honky had two passions in life. One was swimming in Lake Superior until his ears turned blue, which has nothing to do with this story. The other was playing ball until he dropped which does have a lot to do with this story. If it was a ball, no matter what size, Honky was going to have it. He was totally dedicated to playing ball and would only share that sport with me. When we lived in town, we had an open field right across from our house and it was here the daily dog soccer games were held. Skipping a day was not tolerated, it had to be played in any weather. There were rules, if I controlled the ball for too long, he would knock me down, but on the other hand he would not follow the ball into the street. No object, animal or person ever distracted Honky while he was playing ball, unless of course, they actually tried to join the game. People were ignored, things were pushed aside and animals were warned. So it went for years, until a cold gray winter evening.
We had been playing for a few minutes and I kicked the soccer ball the length of the field. Honky took out after it and I was about to follow him. Normally he would butt the ball around or try to deflate it until I got there, then he would try to keep it away from me until I was able to kick it away. As I started to jog up the field after Honky, I notice two kids walking toward the field, the boy was about seven and the girl about five. They seemed to be on a mission and since it was cold and almost dark, they had set course across the field. Honky had caught up with the ball and was starting to beat it up when he too noticed the kids. He glanced at them, took a couple more swipes at the ball, and then stopped and stared at them. Not a casual "who are they" type stare but an intent Bully stare. The stage was set. He was fifty yards from the kids. I was fifty yards from the kids. I was also fifty yards from Honky.
"Honky!"
A quick cock of the ear was the only response I got. The stare and posture now indicated the complex Bull Terrier calculation of time, distance, possible results, versus consequences was in progress. I could literally see him thinking. I broke into a full run and altered my course to try and put myself between Honky and those kids.
"Honky, NO!"
He had made his decision and became totally deaf. Without a second, he launched himself with all the determination the breed is famous for. What on earth was he doing? He was definitely aimed for those kids! He was accelerating away with a cloud of powder snow marking his wake.
"NOOOOO!"
He was still deaf. I was running as fast as I could, and so was Honky. There was no doubt he was going to win the race. The kids, seeing the running dog and the running man converging on them, finally realized they were in peril and stopped in their tracks. They had good instincts. They didn't try to run and they never made a sound. The boy was a stalwart lad who placed his sister behind him as he turned to face the oncoming threat. When Honky was about twenty yards away and showing no signs of slowing, the brave young fellow slowly extended his arms out to the side to further shelter his sister. It was at that point the vision of a bowling ball and two pins came to my mind as I raced across the snow, I was sure they had no idea how heavy a Bull Terrier is. I resigned myself to the worst, our dog was about to run over children. I couldn't get there in time and I wasn't sure what I would have to do when I did get to them. The adrenaline was at the maximum level. When Honky was a mere five yards away from the pair, I found myself wondering how many lawyers their parents would hire and where would we live when they took the house? Why was he doing this?
Honky was just about on top of them when he checked his speed ever so slightly and dodged to his left. As he rushed past, he turned his head, and with a precise snap of his jaws he cleanly removed the mitten from the boy's outstretched hand. I arrived a second later whereupon Honky danced around the three of us throwing the mitten in the air. When he tired of that, he shook it, tossed it once more, stomped on it a couple of times, brought it over to us, spit it out at our feet, and trotted back to his ball. He never bothered to look back.
I picked up the mitten and gave it back to the boy who finally decided it was safe to move. He did look a little pale and the girl chose to stay behind her brother, occasionally peering around his shoulder to see where the dog went.
"Are you all right?" I asked.
"Ya."
"He didn't scratch your hand, did he?"
"Nope."
He put his mitten back on and took his sister's hand. They resumed their mission, choosing this time to walk around the field.
I, having enough sport for one evening, took both Honky and the ball back to the house.
Now there are some so called experts who, after testing all breeds, claim Bull Terriers are not amongst the brightest. It is obvious these experts have not lived with a Bull Terrier, for they would soon learn a Bull Terrier's intelligence cannot be measured by those tests designed for mere dogs. Bullies are great problem solvers and opportunists. As a breed they are known to have a sense of humor. Honky's sense of humor had a dark side, and he sure seized the moment to show it that night. I will always wonder if Honky, with his perverse sense of humor, made that charge as a joke on me or those poor kids. I am still amazed he was able to improvise such a totally out of character ruse in a matter of a few seconds, he seemed to have it all figured out. And... I am forever thankful the boy's mittens weren't the kind with the big string attached to them since I am sure Honky could not have taken that possibility into consideration.



