
     Scholar Critic                                                 ISSN 2348 – 6937 (Print)                                                                                         
        Vol-02, Issue-02, August 2015.                                                      ISSN 2348 – 6945 (Online) 

 
 

68 
 

The Professor and his Pet Dog 

Dr. K. V. Raghupathi 
Department of English Studies  

Central University of Tamil Nadu 
THIRUVARUR – 610 101 

TAMIL  NADU 
INDIA 

 

As he climbed down the steps, from nowhere it ran sniffing and wagging its tail.  It 
moved round him wagging its curved tail, licking his feet and hands, lifting its forelegs and 
placing them on his thighs.  He too responded to its affection and love by cuddling, patting and 
uttering a few coaxing words.  For the dog the joy knew no bounds.  It was a mesmeric bond 
between the two I watched closely since I was a great animal lover. 

 Of all the animals, the dog is the best friend of man for thousands of years.  Perhaps, no 
other animal, howsoever is domesticated can be as intimate and lovable to man as the dog is.  
How this relationship between the two has developed over the centuries as the civilization has 
grown is a mystery. 

Recently this particular relationship has drawn the attention of biologists.  Researchers 
in Japan have discovered that a rush of hormone that helps people bond could explain why 
human and dogs have been best friends for thousands of years.  The scientists found that dog 
owners experienced a surge of oxytocin when their pets gazed into their eyes, a dramatic effect 
that was mirrored in the animals themselves.  The latest finding suggests that dogs have tapped 
into this ancient biological mechanism, and through it reinforced the ties that have existed 
between humans and dogs since the animals were first domesticated thousands of years ago.  
This might be why the human-dog relationship seems to work so well. 

“This is my best friend, who is always with me”, said the professor enthusiastically with 
a sense of pride and delight.  A burly aged man over fifty five, with his black hair and drooping 
walrus moustache neatly dyed, he stood at the shop, smoking; his smoke curling from his 
mouth. 

He was a professor in Geography in a university at Tirupati.  Deserted by his wife, he 
lived in a small house on the first floor near Rama temple located in Padmavati Nagar where I 
also lived for a decade before I moved to my own house.  His two sons shuttled between his 
house and his estranged wife. 
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“It will sleep at the doorsteps at night.  It will eat what I give.  But I never make it starve.  
I feed it by spending five thousand rupees every month.  I buy left out meat pieces in a mutton 
stall every day.  Besides, I give biscuits, nuts and food that I eat.” 

 “Have you named it?”  I asked taking curiosity in his narration. 

 “Yes, it is called Snigda.” 

 “It sounds female name.”  I said. 

 “Yes, of course it is female.” 

 “Snigda sounds lovely.”  I shared the joy with him. 

“She listens to me, guards my house not only when I am in the town but also when I go 
out for days on an academic work.  She has high sensing power.  The moment the noise of my 
scooter reaches her ears from a distance, say half a mile, she runs to me and escorts me to the 
house.”  He said joyously buying some biscuits in the shop for his pet dog.  He opened the 
Horlicks packet and placed it on the floor.  Soon she gobbled all biscuits. 

“She has an interesting association with me.  I will narrate it.   One day I left for Pakala, a 
small town, forty kilometers away from here in the early hours by boarding the EMU train to 
attend a marriage of my friend’s daughter.  I reached the marriage hall around nine, and much 
to my great astonishment and disbelief, Snidga had reached the venue by twelve, wagging her 
tail,” said he puffing his cigarette. 

“It is incredible.  Should I believe it?”  I said in doubt marred by deep surprise. 

“Even, people around at the marriage hall could not believe it.” 

“How did she reach the venue, travelling forty kilometers?  If it is within the town limits 
one could believe it.  Forty kilometers distance is unbelievable. Did she run all the way to Pakala 
or did she board the train along with you?” 

“There are two suppositions, I could draw.  One could be that she must have boarded 
the train and travelled and got off at Pakala.  But this is remote as there were no trains up to 
eleven o’ clock.  Even if this supposition were taken, the passengers would have simply driven 
her off. The other could be that she must have run along the track.  As the train which I boarded 
left the station, she must have reached it and followed the train behind.  This supposition could 
be believed.  ” 
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“If your second supposition is taken, it is incredible that how she could have run behind 
the train for forty kilometers.” 

 “I do not know.   It is a mystery.  It is true.  I am not telling a lie.  What will I get by 
telling a lie?  Another interesting thing is that she never sleeps anywhere she likes.  Wherever 
she goes and roams the whole day, at night she will return and sleeps in front of my house 
door.  She will not move with any other dog of her breed.  She maintains her reticence and I 
have never chained her.”  He boasted himself while narrating special qualities of Snigda. 

I took further interest in the narration and probed.   “Tell me something more about 
Snigda.  I am eager to know.  I have never come across such a dog so far.  Snigda is like an 
interesting character in a play.” 

“She is so attached to me that she starves herself if I do not turn up.  She never touches 
food given by others until I return and feed.  Once I was away for three days.  As I returned I 
found her sleeping in front of my house door.  She looked sick.  From the appearance I 
understood that she hadn’t taken food for three days.  My neighbours too confessed it.  I was 
moved.  Touched by her attachment I gave her good feast.  Then onwards, whenever I go out of 
the town I would take her to the shopkeeper, buy biscuits and pointing them to her, I would tell 
that the shopkeeper would feed you in my absence in the language understood by her.  
Similarly I would buy some mutton pieces and give them to the shopkeeper in front of her and 
instruct her to eat when fed by him in my absence.  She would listen and follow the instruction 
accordingly. ” 

“Very strange and wonderful!” I exclaimed. 

“You know, Snigda never barks at any stranger whoever visits my house.  She never 
harms.   She simply wags her tail, rushes inside my house and barks signaling that someone has 
come for me.  She has never bitten any one.  There have been no complaints from the 
neighbours.” He took pride in her etiquette.  “As I drive my scooter to the department, she runs 
along and quietly goes with me and sits in front of my room.  Though several times, I chided her 
not to accompany me, she is adamant.  One day she has learnt that her going with me every 
day wherever I go will harm her as she might get caught up in traffic jam that may eventually 
lead to an accident and she has stopped.  Since then, whenever I take my scooter, she comes 
onto its front and stands like the goddess Lakshmi, and wishes me by wagging her tail while 
going round it.” 

It was half past eight in the evening, and was already late for my evening walk.  
Interrupting his narration, I said, “Some other day, you can tell me more about Snigda.  I should 
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retire early so as to get up early after three in the morning to catch my train for Kadapa.”  I 
bade him, and returned to my room on the third floor instead of talking my usual evening walk. 

Thereafter for about four months, I never met him, nor did I ever come across him at 
any place in the town though I frequented it. 

It was on one day in the evening as I was returning from my walk, I crossed him at a 
different point of place, an intersection of three roads.  On seeing him, I greeted him.  He 
looked different though she reciprocated me warmly.  Some sad disposition I saw on his face, 
from which I sensed that something might have happened.  Instead of asking him how he was, I 
enquired about Snigda.  No sooner had I uttered the word Snigda than tears welled up in his 
eyes.  Wiping the trickling tears, he said, “I lost her.”  The words chilled my spine.  For a few 
moments I became speechless.  Recovering it, I said in utter disbelief and shock, “What? You 
lost her?  I can’t believe it.  Is it true?” The death of Snigda was incredible as much as her going 
to Pakala. 

“Yes, it is true.  Sinigda is no more.”  He said still in choked voice. 

“How has it happened?” I sprang, sharing his grief. 

“It happened last month.  As I was away for a week on my academic work she did not 
touch food though I instructed the shop keeper to feed her.  But she starved herself.  It was on 
one day as the shopkeeper told me, she was molested and raped by four dogs as they were on 
heat.  She was badly bitten by them.  The deep cuts got infected, and she refused to take food 
offered by the shopkeeper.  As a result she became weak and malnourished.  On my return, I 
found her at the door steps completely in debilitating condition.  On seeing me, she whined like 
a pup, she could hardly get up and stand on her legs.  I took her in my hands, patting on her 
back and kissing her. I spoke in the language understood by her.  But she whimpered.  Soon I 
discovered wounds and deep cuts on her two hind legs, flanks, neck and belly at its bottom.  I 
counted and there were nine.  I fingered her wounds, I could see the red flesh torn.  It was a 
horrible sight for me.  I cajoled her, hugged her to my chest.  She wailed and moaned.  I could 
understand her pain and suffering.  Notwithstanding her pain, I took her in an auto to a 
veterinary doctor.  As the auto screeched to a halt near the dispensary, she wriggled and 
breathed her last.  The doctor on seeing her pronounced dead.  Poor Snigda!  She must have 
waited for my arrival to die in my lap.  She wanted to die in my hands.  May be, that was her 
wish; and it was fulfilled.  I buried her in a graveyard adjacent to the Arts College.”  He narrated 
this in one gasp without a fumble though his words were choked with emotion. At the end he 
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removed his kerchief from his hind pocket and wiped off the tears trickling down on his cheeks.  
It was indeed a pathetic story for me, and I was deeply moved by Snidga’s death. 

“Do you want to see her grave?” 

“Yes,” I said quickly as I was eager to pay my respects to this extraordinary and 
exceptional dog. 

We rode fast and reached the grave yard.  Parking the scooter near a tea shop, he led 
me inside.  Two pyres were noticed, and the embers were leaping high in the little darkness 
that enveloped the yard.  At the east end corner, he showed me the little mound on which a 
placard was planted with scribbled words which were hardly visible in the darkness.  I removed 
my mobile and switched on torch. Focusing the sharp light on the placard, I read the scribble 
words: “Here lies my pet Snigda in eternal sleep, whose attachment with me is a mystery.” I 
stood in silence before it, thus I paid my homage. 

Later, he took me to his house and showed me her picture neatly framed and garlanded 
with an incense stick at the bottom burning next to Goddess Laxmi. 

*** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


