
^Oiey were dressing up
^^ Kildare in her be^, and
giving her an extra-special rub
down. Maker's ^rting on his
la^ journey to-day, they say,
and Kildare goes with him.

If only I might go with him
too. Little dogs never march in
a procession, they tell me. But
then, no little dog ever loved his
Ma^er as I do, and no Ma^er
was like my Ma^er.


