HE

leads

road  which
back to the

true facts relating
to the early history of the
corgi is one which vearly
becomes more  difficult
for the newcomer to
tread. Soon, alas, the di-
rect route will be forever
closed. Time continues
to take its remorseless
toll of those fine old hill-
men who, in their hoy-

hood  days, knew the
corgi as it was before modern progress
and invention between them had

brought the breed to the verge of anni-
hilation.  While those who remain are
now so aged that with hardly an ex-
ception their memories have grown
clouded.  Soon these. too, will have
passed on, taking with them the last
of our direct links with early corgi
history: for it is a history which can-
not be found in books but must be
sought for laboriously among the dogs
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themselves, the rugged hills which so
long were their only home, and the
human inhabitants of those hills.
Twenty vears or so ago, however,
the way still stood wide open; and I,
for one, will always count myself ex-
tremely lucky in having fallen under
the unresistible spell of these gallant
and lovable little dogs thus early, be-
cause at that time there was no dearth
of keen-eyed old men to tell of the
corgi as it was in those far off davs,

Capyripht, 1923, by W, Lioyd-Thamas

who
breeding and “coursing” corgis
for nearly 75 years on the hills
The corgi seen
with Mr. Jones is not full-blood-
ed, but seems to have thrown
strongly te its ancestors

when no other breed of dog was to be
found on the mid-Cardiganshire hills,
With numbers to question, it was an
casy matter to test one old
story against that of another until, by
constant sifting, the grains of truth
became separated from any husks of
embellishment  which  might exist.
Moreover, although already suffering
much from outcrosses with other
breeds, and, in its purest state, even
then becoming rare, the corgi itself had
not yet reached that
point of all but com-
plete extinction which
was to come upon it
by the end of the war,
so there still remained
for study a supply of
useful specimens.

fellow's

has been

ITH so rich a collection of ma-
terial at hand the student’s task
of piecing together, little by little, the
story of the dog now sometimes re-
ferred to as the “Bronant type corgi”
but more usually as the “original cor-
gi” was, naturally, far less beset by
difficulties than would be the case to-
day. And it is this story I am now
about to endeavor to briefly unfold.
But first a few words as to how stu-
dents came to bestow up-
on these early type dogs
the two titles just men-
tioned. The prefix of
“Bronant” comes from
the fact that this neat and
placid little upland wvil-
lage stands in the center
of a district, lying in the
very heart of the Cardi-
ganshire _hills, unique in
Welsh canine history as

being, apparently, the
only place in Wales
where, until some 70

years ago, no dog but the

corgi was to be found.
in addition, it was
hard by this village that
what are believed to be
the very last of the full-
blooded original corgis lived, labored.
and died. The term “original corgi”
is applied because most of the available
evidence points to these Bronant type
dogs as being the original bearers of
the name of corgi, which is to say that
when, 70 years or so ago, a Welsh
hillman spoke of a dog as being a “cor-
gi” he had in mind one of the kind 1

am about to describe and no other.

And here it also will not be out of
place to point out that since those days
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—and for reasons 1 will later try to
make clear—the word has undergone a
very considerable change. Today, as
emploved by the average Welsh peas-
ant, it no longer denotes a single type
but covers practically any lengthy,
short-legged dog possessing a natural
tendency to herd or drive cattle.

HAT such a change has taken place

I feel justified in strongly empha-
sizing, because, strangely enough, it is
one of which few, if any, present day
corgi enthusiasts seem aware. In fact,
ignorance on this point was, in all prob-
ability, responsible, in no small degree,
for that crop of unfortunate misunder-
standings which broke out some years
back, among British breeders,

[n the same way, failure to realize
the elasticity the word has achieved
among Welsh farmer folk must have
led to much disappointment in the case
of those who, armed with only a smat-
tering of hearsay knowledge of the
breed, ventured, at the outset of the
present movement, into the Welsh Hills
in search of stock. Only too often
such persons seem to have come away
with animals either entirely, or nearly
entirely, devoid of the blood sought
but which, nevertheless, had been put
forward in absolute good faith by their
vendors as true specimens.

And particularly so was this in the
case of those who arrived late on the
field, by when the bulk of the best and
truest dogs had passed into the hands
of better informed folk. The other
dogs, by their failure to show either in
themselves, or their progeny, the anti-
cipated steadfast qualities could hardly
have failed to create disappointment
not only in the hearts of their buyers
but in the hearts as well of those who
later may have acquired their stock.

Fortunately, as 1 hope to show, in-
telligent study of the original corgi and
his story soon brings to light means by
which his descendants may be told
from animals which are otherwise. And
that this is so in itself should be suffi-
cient justification for endeavoring to
learn all we can concerning the old Bro-
nant type dog for, let it never be lost
sight of, it was not in his shape that
his chief charm lay: but, far more, in

Although a poor photograph, this
front view of Mon clearly shows the
outhent forefeet, wide forebead, and
typical ears of the original corgi

October 1, 1935

the kind of wisdom,

courage, devotion,

Here is Mon, believed to be the
last full-blooded original corgi
Note the comparatively deep

tain farm house which
nestles snugly into the

honesty, and obedi- and blunt muzzle; “broken”  green hillside over-
ence which went to  rounded tipped ears; promi-  |ooking a cluster of
I T — nent breast bone; immensely s B
8 111 a cnarac strong neck; deep brisket: and neat, unpretentious,

ter as unique as it
was adorable and sat-
isfving, and which can
be found in none but his direct de-
scendants ; a character, which once ex-
perienced, to preserve intact no labor
seems too great.

O make the reader realize, without

il bringing him face to face with the
dog itself, the full truth of this last
statement is an achievement far be-
vond my power. Accordingly, the best
[ can do is to endeavor to draw a pen
picture of the Bronant corgi in his old
time setting. To this end let us, in
imagination, visit a little, white-walled,
gray-roofed, low-built, typical moun-

long profusely feathered tail

houses which is Bro-
nant, and from the
door of which—the
elevation being well over 1,000 {t—
near half of Wales lays revealed to
enchant the eve: a mist hung land of
brooding gray and purple hills shelter-
ing smiling, green, fertile valleys.

But it is not so much the splendor
of that view which influences the selec-
tion of this place, but, rather, the fact
that everything here still remains much
the same as it was upwards of 100
vears ago. With such a background
it becomes easy to visionalize the corgi
as he lived and worked in his hevday.
For me it is especially so, because it
was from this house, on many a happy
occasion, that what were probably the
very last of the full-blooded corgis
charged forth with a warning clamor
of tongues to meet me.

LSO, it was upon the rolling com-
mon land which forms the hill
top above this house that T saw that
pair “coursing” cattle at the command
of an 80-year-old master in the identi-
cal age-old way their ancestors had
done from times immemorial. And it
was here, too, that I learnt, among
other things, the romantic—and some-.
day to be written—story of how by
their wise courage the forebears of
these same dogs had won the old man's
ancestors their land, their home, and
all that was theirs.

It was beside the ancient, open
hearth in his kitchen-living room that
the old hillman would talk best of the
past. I can picture it all now, The
weather hardened, hawk featured old
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This dog, a good example of the mod-
ern Cardiganshire corgi, clearly shows

throughout the influence of original

eorgi blood

fellow: his strong, wide-shouldered
figure dimly visible through the smoky
haze of the peat fire as he sat opposite
me, bolt upright, on his high-backed
settle. The savory smell of the sim-
mering broth drifting up out of the
blackened iron pot hanging from its
chain between us, to tantalize keen ap-
petites. The clatter of the women-
folk’s clogs upon the stone-flagged
floor. The sedate tick of a 300-year-old
grandfather clock. The lazy grunt of
a pig standing with its head through
the open doorway. The low ceiling,
its smoke-darkened rafters hung with
sides of home-cured bacon along with
101 simple household treasures. With
the exception of myself, everything
much as it was that far-off day when
my host was born in the little room
beyond—the only other in the house—
even to the corgis at our feet.

RUE, they were not the corgis that
had lain there more than three-
quarters of a century back, but, as the
old man loved to assure me again and
again. so like that they might well have
been the same. No. he would add, they

Note how a trace of brindle herder blood
has added grace, refinement, and erect
ears, while still leaving the dog a corgi

did not alter these corgis. They had
been like that in his grandfather's
vouth and in the youth of his grand-
father before him. Yes, an old breed,
a very old breed. And a good one, too,
ves indeed.

As he talked, the old man occasion-
ally would bend stifly forward to ca-
ress a sleek head. There would come a
snortling grunt of satisfaction, and
the corgi would be over on his back
squirming and wriggling for joy,

dumpy paws waving adoringly in the
air, strong tail happily thumping on
the flags. red tongue busy about the
fondling hand.

Then, presently, the hand would he

gently withdrawn, and a gnarled, com-
manding, finger shaken. A second la-
ter the dog would be lying as before,
nose between paws, as still as the
stones beneath him, eyes intent upon
the doorway. But let the pig set so
much as a foot across the doorstep, or a
hen come wandering in searching for
crumbs! Instantly both corgis were
up and doing and the intruder out in
the vard quicker than one could blink
an eyelid.

It was, however, when my host’s
grandchildren were home that one saw
corgi good nature at its finest. The
romping was fast and furious, silky
cars were pulled unmercifully, dogs
were drawn feet in air round and
round the kitchen floor by their tails,
or made to ride babywise on their
backs in doll's prams, yet never so
much as a growl or whimper of pro-
test was heard.

Never, their master would tell me,
as he sat watching and chuckling, had
he known a corgi to harm a child.

They loved to be with the children.
And that was a good thing, because out
on the farm they kept the little ones
safe. Take, for instance, the day the
old bull broke from his pen. Little
Hannah surely would have been killed
then if old “Mon™ had not been with
her to take the savage beast by the nose
just in time.

ND it was good, too, to have the
corgis at home when the men
were away. If tramps came to the
door, the women were then quite safe.
Grand dogs with tramps were the cor-
Other breeds the tramps could
kick or hit with their sticks, but not
the corgis, because it was always the
heels these dogs went for and the man
was not born who could turn in time
to meet them with kick or blow.
Yes. they were quick dogs those

s,

This dog, although somewhat small, ix
remarkably heavy and possesses original
corgi charm. Compare these ears with
those of the center dog on page 25

corgis, and hard biters when set on.
The tramps did not stay to threaten
and pester the women once the corgis
were out. And if they came creeping
back in the night to steal the hens.
the corgis would be sure to hear them.
Good ears they had, ves indeed.

And so my old friend would ramble
on by the hour. How he worshipped
his corgis!

But it was not until he set his be-
loved dogs coursing cattle that the real
thrill came, for probably at no other
time did the original corgi show to
greater advantage than when engaged
in this his principal work which, as
nothing else could, revealed to the full
the breed’'s dauntless courage, unwa-
vering tenacity, and swift obedience.
Watching him then, one was also able
to appreciate to the full how greatly
the survival of these dogs depended
upon their low, stocky build, outbent
forefeet, strong skull, and long weighty
tail, and thus understand why the old
hillmen set such store upon their dogs
heing right of build as well as right
of character.

But before telling of how the corgi
coursed it i1s perhaps advisable to first
digress a little and explain the cir-
cumstances which, in the past, ren-
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