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CHAPTER I

A BOY AND HIS DOG

PENROD sat morosely upon the back fence
and gazed with envy at Duke, his wistful
dog.

A bitter soul dominated the various curved and
angular surfaces known by a careless world as the
face of Penrod Schofield. Except in solitude, that
face was almost always cryptic and emotionless; for
Penrod had come into his twelfth year wearing
an expression carefully trained to be inscrutable.
Smce the world was sure to misunderstand every-
thmg, mere defensive instinct prompted him to give


