
and holds thdr heads together. But
at last he gives a sigh, and brushes
the sawdust off his knees, and goes to
the table in the ring, where there was
a man keeping score, and heaps and
heaps of blue and gold and red and
yeflow ribbons. And the judge picks
up a bunch of 'em and walks to the
two gentlemen who was holding the
beautiful dogs, and he says to each,
" What's his number ? " and he hands
each gentleman a ribbon. And then
he turned sharp and comes straight

at the Master.

"What's his number?" says the
judge. And Master was so scared
that he couldn't make no answer.
But Miss Dorothy claps her hands
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