
I found this article in “Pumitar.” It is a bitter sweet essay, an interwar period piece  by Istvan 
Polgary. It was published in 1983.

If you pay close attention to the story, you realize that it is a masterclass observation  of dog 
behavior. It is a great description of instinct, adaptability and disposition mixed with a bit of 
social anthropology. You might actually recognize your own Pumi…


EGY KIS FEHÉR PUMI (A TINY WHITE PUMI) by Istvan Polgary “A Kutya” (The Dog) 1983


I was still a kid when one day my uncle George arrived to our house riding his woven bulrush 
covered wagon. He was a livestock manager at Hortobagy  on the Great Plains in the Eastern 
region of Hungary.( Hortobagy is currently a National Park and the largest continuous grassland 
in Europe- translator’s note) Because of his job he had been on the road a lot. His friends often 
teased him that his horse Tatar had learned the road  by heart and could take my uncle 
everywhere without giving the horse any directions. Uncle George also visited us weekly in 
Debrecen. He always brought some freshly made sheep cheese directly from the plains. 
(Debrecen is the second largest city in Hungary. It has been the regional center at the eastern 
part of Hungary near the Ukrainian border. It’s been also called the “Calvinist Rome” the 
spiritual and cultural powerhouse from the reformation era in a predominantly Catholic country. 
- translater’s note)

Uncle George often quoted a part from one of Petofi’s poems, that described the traveler’s 
complaint that Debrecen is a great distance from Hortobagy and while on the road he often 
suffers from thirst because of the lack of wine.( Sándor Petőfi was a Hungarian poet grew to 
prominence during the 1848-49 revolutionary war fought against the Habsburgs.- translator’s 
note) 

While it is true that the distance was great, my uncle never got to worry about suffering from 
thirst. He made frequent stops at local establishments, road houses and inns along the road 
where he always eagerly quenched his thirst. …And yes, indeed, Tatar, his horse learned his 
way to all the taverns without getting directions from my uncle. It was a good deal for both of 
them. While uncle George enjoyed his drinks, old Tatar could take a rest at every stop.

That particular visit of Uncle George that I mentioned earlier, was a very notable one. It was a 
truly special day for me. He brought me a handful of white wiggling fluffy fur ball, a little Pumi 
puppy that as soon as I got him on the ground from my hands, started zooming around. He ran 
from one place to another sniffed around and checked everything out. This was the beginning 
of my friendship with Mokus, the little white Pumi. 

Since Mokus grew up in the city with us he has never seen sheep or swine, however, his 
instinct urged him to herd the chickens in our yard. It was more of a chasing then herding and 
the escaping, frightened chicken flock really reinforced his herding instinct. He had only one 
enemy in the poultry yard, the  Rhode Island rooster that occasionally fought back at him. Their 
duels always resulted in lost cock feathers, and plucked white Pumi hair that littered the yard. 

Success reinforces behavior and Mokus kept repeating his herding actions that really angered 
my mother. However, Mokus’ credit, he never killed a single chicken and the repeated exercise 
only improved his herding skills.

Three years later, we had to send Mokus back to Hortobagy for the summer.

Uncle George wasn’t happy about the news that the little Pumi he gave me as a gift was 
returned to him. Regardless, he took him and decided to take adventage of the situation by 
using the dog as his herding  apprentice. A couple of  weeks later he excitedly told us how 
surprised he was about the positive reunion of Mokus and his mother in the presence of a flock 
of sheep. Immediately on the first day, Mokus went along herding with his dam like he had 
never left the farm. In retrospect, I think that the combination of his innate instinct, the practice 
on the chickens at our home, copying his mother’s actions and getting timely corrections, 
helped him learning herding pretty fast.

A notable funny thing that Mokus had often done, was herding butterflies. One morning we’d 
noticed that the path between the flower beds in the front yard were covered with white dead 



cabbage butterflies. We could not figure out the mystery of the dead butterflies until a few days 
later when we saw that Mokus’ beard was covered with dead white butterflies. 

Mokus spent a lot of time around the live stock. He got very well along with the horses and all 
the cows.  During milking time he always got a few splashes of fresh warm milk in his bowl at 
the end of the process. 

He had also shown special love to the horses and via his affection he secured himself a soft 
and warm sleeping spot on the neck of Pityu, one of  the horses. It was a good arrangement 
for Mokus because he did not have a dog house where he could rest.

During the day he was usually sitting the inside of the front gate in the yard waiting for the 
horses to return home. At the end of the day, as the horses got in hearing distance on the road, 
Mokus immediately recognized the cadence of the horses generated by the horseshoes 
clapping on the street, the familiar unique noise created by the wobbling cart wheels rotating 
slightly loose on the worn thimble skein and the bouncing rhythm of the elevated side bars 
attached to the wagon.

He barked and zoomed around in the yard in anticipation of the arrival of the horse carriage 
and his happiness uncontrollably spilled over when the gate opened and finally he could run up 
to the horses jumping up to kiss their noses. Then immediately jumped on the bench of the 
horse carriage to greet the riders sitting there. From the bench he leaped on the back of one of 
the horses and rested on its whither while they walked the last few yards to the barn. Then he 



jumped off from the back of the horse to the ground and immediately flew vertically up to kiss 
their noses again. It was impossible to stop or call him away.

This playful energetic creature, always full with love is still vividly in my memory from the 
distance of forty years. Just like so many of our acquaintances loved ones and personal 
objects, Mokus Pumi also fell victim of WWII. 

He died during one of the air raides.



