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Retired Racing Greyhound adopters, as a group, are perhaps the most enthusiastic, enthralled and 
bemused pet owners in the world. Many of them have adopted small packs of retired racers, unable to 
resist having “just one”. The Racing Greyhound is a bewitching creature, indeed. One only has to search 
the various internet Forums, like Greytalk.com, (dedicated to discussing the experience of retired 
greyhound adoption and ownership) to infer that there is something very special happening here. 
People all seem to sense in their greyhounds, an ethereal, mystical and beguiling quality, the essence of 
which they just can’t seem to identify, grasp, or wrap their minds around. They don’t quite understand 
it, but they know it is there, just below the surface. 

Since before the dawn of civilization, Greyhounds have been the companions of men. They have always 
served a purpose, and they have been maintained as a supremely functional breed, because of this 
symbiosis. Yesterday, they were lethal coursers and hunters. Today, they are racers of astonishing 
athleticism and speed. 

The essence of our modern Racing Greyhound’s ancient ancestors is still held just beneath their skin. 
When you see that certain look in his eye, when you notice that certain set to his ear, or that certain 
body language and expression that seems foreign to you, almost otherworldly, don’t be alarmed. 

You’ll never touch it, you can’t hold it, and you can’t feel it. It is beyond you. The ancient dogs of pre-
history who culled the elk herds, the dogs who hunted and fought with the Celts, and the dogs who 
coursed after the hares and deer on the verdant fields of Ireland, are simply calling out to him. 

He can hear them as clearly as you hear the alarm clock in the morning. He can hear them, and he can 
understand that ancient language which has resonated across countless generations and through 
oceans of time. He can hear them, and he must heed them, because he is a Racing Greyhound. When 
racing is gone, when Greyhounds no longer perform even a variation upon their natural function, only 
then will those voices forever be still. 


