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Betwixt two ridges of plowed land lay Wat,  
Pressing his body close to earth lay squat,  
His nose upon his two forefeet close lies,  
Glaring obliquely with his great gray eyes.  
His head he always sets against the wind; 
If turn his tail, his hairs blow up behind:  
Which he too cold will grow, but he is wise,  
And keeps his coat still down, so warm he lies.  
Thus resting all the day, till sun doth set,  
Then riseth up, his relief for to get, 
 Walking about, until the sun doth rise,  
Then back returns, down in his form he lies.
At last poor Wat was found, as he there lay,  
By huntsmen with their dogs, which came that way.  
Seeing, gets up, and fast begins to run, 
Hoping some ways the cruel dogs to shun. 
But they by nature have so quick a scent,  
That by their nose they trace what way he went,  
And with their deep wide mouths set forth a cry,  
Which answered was by echoes in the sky. 
Then Wat was struck with terror, and with fear,  
Thinks every shadow still the dogs they were,  
And running out some distance from the noise,  
To hide himself, his thoughts he new employs.  
Under a clod of earth in sand pit wide, 
Poor Wat sat close, hoping himself to hide,  
There long he had not sat, but straight his ears  
The winding horns and crying dogs he hears: 
Starting with fear,  up leaps, then doth  he run  
And with such speed, the ground scarce treads upon.
Into a great thick wood he straightway gets,  
Where underneath a broken bough he sits,  
At every leaf that with the wind did shake,  
Did bring such terror, made his heart to ache.  
That place he left, to champian plains he went,  
Winding about, for to deceive their scent,  
And while they snuffling were, to find his track,  
Poor Wat, being weary, his swift pace did slack.  
On his two hinder legs for ease did sit,  
His forefeet rubbed his face from dust and sweat. 
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Licking his feet, he wiped his ears so clean,  
That none could tell that Wat had hunted been. 
But casting round about his fair great eyes,  
The hounds in full career he near him spies:
To Wat it was so terrible a sight, 
Fear gave him wings and made his body light.  
Though weary was before, by running long,  
Yet now his breath he never felt more strong.  
Like those that dying are, think health returns,  
When ‘tis but a faint blast, which life out burns.
For spirits seek to guard the heart about,  
Striving with death, but death doth quench them out.  
Thus they so fast came on, with such loud cries,  
That he no hopes hath left, nor help espies.  
With that the winds did pity poor Wat’s case, 
And with their breath the scent blew from that place. 
Then every nose was busily employed,  
And every nostril is set open, wide,  
And every head doth seek a several way, 
To find what grass, or track, the sent on lay.  


