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Now, you have been told at some time
about dogs in ’Steenth street and their
ways and habits, and you think you know
much about dogs in general. But you never
knew of this dog or of his narrow escape
from a dreadful fate. And you ought to
know all about him, for he was a dog worth
knowing. . S

He was just a plain dog, an ere was
not a suspicion of pedigree about him. You
could not even pretend that he had any kind
of blood in him save cur blood. He was
not pretty, rather the reverse, and he had a
disconcerting trick of snapping at His body
and yelping piteously, which suggested
fleas.

It happened one day, some time before
the begli)xlx)ning of this chronicle, that Frank
Smith had come into possession of a red
silk tie. It behooves mot to tell in what
manner; sufficient it {8 to say that he had it
on, and that it was red, very red,*and silken
and gorgeous.

Thsrefpon he met a boy from Blank
street, who held something round and
wriggly in his arms. Pete stopped and
surveyed the tie which Frank wore, while
Frank manifested a dee{), though surrepti-
tious, interest in the yellow thing.

“Aw, now,” quoth Pete, ‘““wouldn’t it kill
er?”
y"Am garn!” said Frank, shamefacedly.

“Where’d you make a raise?”

“What you got dere?”

Pete shifted the woolly yellowishness on
one arm. “Dat’s my pup,’”’ he explained.
“Wanter trade?”’

Frank’s eyes bulged at the prospect, while
be fingered at the tie. N

“He's a beaut!” he murmured.

“Say, dat tie ain’t becomin’ to your style
of beauty,” continued Peéte, persuasively.
“You'd better have de dawg.” 4

“Aw, garn,” said Prank again. He was
not offended by the reference to the tie's
unbecomingness. Pete, who yearned to put
it about his own neck, had carroty hair and
freckles. There was a moment’s pause,

some few bantering remarks, and when
they parted again Pete’s hair was relieved
by the red tie and ]Frflnlnk carried the yellow
wriggl up joyously home,

Hgg‘gag lguned Dewey at once. What de-
cent, self-respecting pup at that time would
have been called by any other name? But
though his title was one of a conqueror,
there was none of the conquering hero in
Dewey’s homecoming. Instead, when Mrs.
Smith saw Frank coming in with, his new
found friend, she wax vigorously angry
and drove them both out with a broom.

“What d’ye mean, bringing in a yellow
dawg to my house?’ she demanded. “Ain’t
I got enough mouths to feed, let alone you
come brlnggng in a yaller dawg? Git outer
here, an’ I tells yer, you'd better git out
quick.”

Frank fled preeipitately down stairs, and

the last thln% he heard was the violent |
T

swish of the broom on the hall floor, and
his mother’s parting admonition, “Drown
gut dawg, an’ don’t you come back till you

0.”

When he came in: to snpy his face
beamed and he sat down with a joyous
light in his eyes and a dear doggy smell on
bis hands.

“Where’s dat dawg?’ demanded the ma-
ternal voice.

‘‘He’s gone,”” said Frank, equivocally. He
did not say where. Down in the cellar there
was a soap box, with a bed of newspapers,
and in it, whining at the rope collar which
bound him: to his unwelcome quarters, was
Dewey. There had been a solemn conclave
held after the refusal to allow His Yellow
Highness admission to the Smith house-
hold. Frank had fted, dog and all, to Dago
Joe's, and there a meeling was called,
moves made and seconded and resolutions
offered, until it was decided that Dewey
should -be kept in the cellar. .Thereupon the
grocery store on the corner was raided for
a soap box, and Dewey’s home was fixed
amid much whispering and talking -and
watching out for the janitor.
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' done the other fellows would be when they

_higher offielals. But fimally, when he stood
tremblingly . before the purve

. part!

Dewey’s first months were rather unevent-
ful ones i a doggy way. He had home-
sickness and colic, and he yelped and longed
for - the maternal bosom. His diet was
various, and his meal hcurs preearious. He
was discovered by the janitor and narrow-
ly escaped assassination. He was saved only
by earnest pleadings and tears on Frankie’s
part. Also, he came near being stolen by
Joe Woodson when Krank had the temerity
to imsult that wcrthy and cause his soul to
burn with a desire for revenge. But Dewey
survived all this and thrived and waxed
long-legged and sleek, and even learned to
do tricks, such as hegging and jumping the
stick and shaking hands.

So the days passed, and the hot weather
was approaching. Dewey had grown to the
dignity of following his master about. There
was wrath in Mrs. 8mith’s soul when she
found out that ‘‘dat dawg” had not been
drowned, but it was appeased when she saw
that he did not wish to share in the Smith
lares and penates, but infinitely preferred
his cellar and scap box.

One Sunday evening, however, it occurred
to Frank that such intelligence as Dewey's
ought not to be hidden under a bushzl, so
he took him to the Bible class at the Sun-
day school.

His entrance was the signal for a sup-
pressed cheer from ‘‘de gang,” and Dob-
son eagerly made a place for him on the
bench by his side. Some of the little girls
shrieked and the older ones drew their
skirts about them and looked supercilious.
Mrs. Morton paused in her dissertation and
gazed calmly at the cause®of the disturb-
ance. y

“I'm afraid, Frank,” she said, ‘“that we
can’'t have dogs in the class.”

Frank stood by his seat, Dewey in his
arms. HBvery eyve was on him, and he felt
scmething hot coming over his face. He
evlen thought’' he heard Mary McMahon
sniff.

“No’m,” he replied tentatively. He was
sure Mrs. Morton was only jokKing. What
possible objection could there be to Dewey?

“I think you had best go home, leave your
dog there and then come back,” pursued
Mrs. Morton.

A hot rage possessed Frank. If the plaee
was too good for Dewey it was too good for
him. He went out, stumbling over the Mttle
girls’ feet, because his eyes were dim and
misty. He heard a snicker from the boys’
bench and a giggle from the girls, and he-
felt strong within him a desire to meet
them all, singly and in a body, and vanquish
them. Chiefly did he wish to slay Mrs.
Morton and all the teachers of the Sunday
school. When he reached the street he
walked aimlessly away from the house. He
had no objective point in his wanderings,
save that he wanted to get away from the
scene of his humiliation. He tramped
along with blazing eyes, and Dewey follow-
ed. at his heels, head down and abject meek-
ness in every line of his body. In some sub-
tle way there was imparted to him all his
master’s humiliation and sorrow, and now
and again, he tucked his tail between his
legs and whined. Other dogs who came up
to him with overtures were met with a
cold scorn, and he did not even have heart
to bark at-a cat who sat'in a doorway and
g;‘cthed her back at himm with a challenging

Suddenly Frank turned on his heels and
started back for ’Steenth street at a swing-
ing trot. He had solved the problem. The
question had been large in his mind what
could have influenced Mrs. Morton to deny
Dewey admission to the Kible class. He had
it now. Dewey was an unlicensed dog. He
had successfully eluded the vigilance of the
Policemnn and had laid him low in the cel-
“a,gtt);emblmtg a]nd ll)rpathl}:as, when the dog

went clanging noisily through the
Streets. It had been a tr'al te ankg’s soul
and to Dewey’s also, this surreptitious, pre-
carious existence, and they both longed for
the privilege of stalking abread at all times
and all hcurs with the certainty of -legal
I:rg}eﬂ(;xt{on. B}x&”do;i llcensges cost money.

kK was of plans and schemes
Ire, stalked back homg. Dewey’s tail w;:
up, Vand he chased several larger dogs and
barked loudly at the challenging cat wken
they passed her again. Frank's mind went
over a hundred schemes how to get the
requisite money, but none seemed in the
least feasihle. He might have gone to Gus
or to Abe Powers for help or advice; they
always knew things, but he had heard a
snicker fromr the boys’ hench and he had
wrathfully decided that never more would
any of them share with him in the glad pos-
session of Dewey. Then followed some long,
hard days, when Frank was to be seen run-
ning to and fro very much, and so import-
ant was he and so busy that it was a diffi-
cult matter to elicit any courteous reply
from mm' on the matter. The conclave at
Dago Joe's was first indifferent to his evi-
dent avoidance of them; then interested,
curious, and finally determined to find out.

“Fellers, dere’s somep’n’ up,” said Dob-
son one day.

‘“‘Hub, he ain’t so warm,” growled an-
othgr. 7 g

“Say, where’s Dewey?’ asked e
Channing, suddenly. & ot

They stared at each other vaguely. Where
;vhz:lst lge“iey? SHed had got been seen sinee

apless Sunday when he had tri
Join the Bible class. ks D

“Dere’s somep'n’ up,” reiterated Dobson.

The delicatessen woman was in the secret,
2pd it was her pennies and dimes that were
going to fill Frank's baking powder can, hid
in his mother's cupboard, while he ran
errands and did chores. Dewey spent his
time in the cellar, because it was not pos-
sible for him to be running about so much.
Those were dreary, lonely days for him, and
he whined and curled himself up in his box,
and slept much. He knew that brighter
days were coming, and that was a1l that
rendered his solitude bearable. Also, the
sausages from the delicatessen store were
pretty good. .

One day the baking powder can was full,
and Frank went joyously forth to buy the
license and the collar. It was a sore tempta-
tion to take wey with him, but the walk
to the ecity hall was long and the day hot,
and Frank knew that if he spent ten cents
for car fare there would not be money
euough. As he trudged down the avenue
he chuckled to himself to think how. .out-

heard of his going on that errand by h
self. He ured Dobson's disa

at not belng allowed to go in that place
where policemen are as nothing before_the

add- whispered ly-wlt{oﬁr;t I
r ey, & ‘re‘celves.“

in the water without getting

enjoyment of it all was diminished some-
what by the thought that there was no uvne
of his acquaintances to see or hear him.
He bought the collar at a nearby store, and

wildly to Dewey to see what he lad
brought.

In a minute or two he was out, and in the
street again, wild eyed and incoherent, and
had rushed to the conclave, who regarded
him with cold, but cucious, interest.

“Say, you fellers,”” he began wildly,
“where’s Dewey?”’

‘“Will you listen* to de kid?” said one
calmly.

‘‘Aw, now, don’'t de a. feller dat-a-way.
Where's my dawg?”’

“Garn,"” sniffed Abe Powers.

‘“‘Hones’, fellers, ain’t you seen my dawg?
He's gone, he is. Dewey’s gone.”

Frank's tears were falling now, and he
boys were moved, but at the piteous shake

ning stopped him and asked:
“Ain’t your dawg down celar?”’
“No, no—he ain’t. His rope’s broken, an’

The tide of interest went at once from ebb

went to the cellar of 340. There was no

over the license im. awe. Despite Frank’s

figure to them. One who had been. in the
city hall and had actually bartered. with
the Mighty in the High seats, was not one
to be despised, even if he did. sob. when an-
other would have been stoical..

There was a search instifuted, which
lasted even for many days,. but Dewey was
not to be found. The unanimous opinion,
borne out by the chewed rope; was that
Dewey had wearied of his. lonely. confime-
ment and had essayed to follow hjs master.
Gus Schwartz. could not resist the tempia-
tion to give a little- jab.

*If you hadn’t been so sneakin’ about | S
he sniffed, ‘‘us fellers could a’ watched over
him kinder, when you wae arworkin’.’”

A week passed and there was no Dewey.
He was almost forgotten, by his ¢
But Frank, in his lonely grief, had taken
to long walks in various directions, with an
eager, ever watchful ‘leokout for a yellow
dog. He was growing more and. more ho e-
less as he saw the frequency of the 0g
z‘»{‘g_gglxlx“vlsﬁéd The license and collar were
-are Y en away against poss
tim%')?t t.geir need. o . .

e€n he came once more upoem
B{aﬁk]tlnneetcgoy. 3 o e

‘Hullo,” uckled Vi o Y
ye; d&gg?" that - worthy, “how's

‘rank regarded him with. a suspicious
glange. “You got | g
St got ‘hiny?" he uired ' at

Pete’s freckles decpened into a flercer red,
and he sputtered indigmantly.

“What I wants wid yer dawg? Don’t like
ol’ ‘yaller dawgs mohow!™

There was a gullty ook er his face that
caused Frank to come closer with menacing
impert. ‘“You got my dawg!” he growled.

“I ain’t neither,” wmwmttered Pete, back-
ing away. “Anyhow, wet he come here fer?
1 didn’t go after him, he come here.”

“Gimme my dawg!” Frank’s eyes blazed
and his fists doubled and undoubled. Yete
was backing away to his own house and his

shrill ¢ry of rage. And Dewey heard the
beloved veice and struggled oeut from the
cover where he was hidden, and came leap-
ing down the stairs, giving joyouns tongue.

Pete was enraged, and he let fly a vicious
kick at the dog’s lean sides. Then Frank
rose in his might and smote the Freckled
One fiercely, and, fearing the Blank street
gang, whom it does not do to meet single-
handed, he picked uP Dewey and fled. Fled
back to the safe shelter of ’'Steenth street—
his heart light, his eyes dancing and his
mouth, -uttering foolish endearment to a
vellow face that lolled a red tongue over his
cheeks and neck.

There was great rejoicing in the cellar
that day. Dewey, collared and licensed

trudged the long way home, whistling and !
eager, and rushed into the. cellar calling

“Wot you givin’ us?’ demanded Dobson. !
wiped his eyes swiftly on his sleeve. The |

of his back as he turned away Leslie Chan- |

—an’—I got a license an’ a collar fer him, |

to flood, and ‘‘de gang!’ rose as one man and |
Dewey; there was no rope collar;.the rope |
was broken. They stood and stared blankly

at each other, and then bent their heads |

sobs as he told his story, he was a heroic '

own gang, and Frank raised his voice in a i

i and crammed with sausage from the' de-
licatessen store, was king of the earnival.
Henceforth could he stalk about unmolest-
ed, with unbowed head and@ waving tail.
But Gus Schwartz said again:

“If you hadn’t been so smeakin’ about
| huntin’ fer him, us fellers: would &’ knocked
dat kBla.nk street kid in de middle o’ next
week.”

THE WAY THE FAMILY DOES.

Went to town the other day, me and
5 brother Ted,
Saved up all our pennies for to/ zet a bran
: new sled.
| Bought the sled and took it home; left in
the hall.
Grandpa stumbled on it and he got an
awful fall.
Pell ker-slam-bang on that sled, busted it
to flinders,
Fhen he sat and hollered in a volee that
shook the winders—
“Keep your playthings: put away; never
leave ’em ’round!!
Never fetch your sled eut till tie snow is
on the grourd!”

Skatin’ pond down our way froze the other

night;
Ice was bully, fine and smeoth, but wouldn’t
hold you, quite,
Got my skates an’ shimed 'em up, sharpened
s ’em that night—
{ Knew that in the merning the ice would
hold all right.
Sister S;Illly used one skate to kammer in a
nail— .
Busted off the runner, that was mighty thin
and frail;
‘ Then she sald: “It serves yow right. Hark
) to my advice:
; Never get your skates out till' there’s others
on the ice!”

i

Went and cut a shinny stick trimm N
knots all off, % K fasiod e

Fixed it up as fercy as the Rind they use

get hard
Then I went to do my cheres and night
Y thwork ‘round the yard., %
Mother was ‘a  a-baking and she wanted
: wood, and, Jove!
She busted up that' shinnge stick and stuck
L it hln the stove! -
en she saw me feelin’ dad wh
in the oor. RN S oatma
She sald: “Here, John, ™8 a quarter.
4 new one at the sgome.’”’
Most folks think to give ¥You good advice Is
A mig!llmy smart,
ut mothers is the only ones what
feller’s part. o b ik

- for .golf.
Stood it in the kitchen for to season and

Buy

TAKEN AT BER WORD.

Her Girl Friend (sweetly)—What @id John
get you for a birthday present?

Mrs. Youngwife (mournfully)—Not  any-
thing,

H. G. F. (emphatically)—Why, how did
that happen?

ed me—-(sobs)—what he should get for me,
and—I—(more sobs)—told bim 1'd just love
bim as well—(sobs)—if he didn’t g—get me
anything, and—be—he—didn’t.

LOSS OF APPETITE AND GENERAL
DEBILITY are quickly overcome by the use
! of a few bottles of ‘“The D. &\L." Fwmul-
slon of Cod Liver Oil. Manufactured by
the Davis & Lawrence Co., Ltd.

A QUEER PROPOSAL.
‘Are you superstitious?’ he asked.
“Why?”

“Because,”” he stamnered, - “I-T have
t-thirteen brothers angd sisters.”

Mrs, K. (weeping)—WeHM, you see, he ask- |

“I? Not a bit,” laughed the dear girl.
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THESE CHILDREN ALL
HAVE SPENT THEIR

AND CANDY.
PIES. AND
ONEY;
FOR THESE MIS+

%MON EY. ON CAKES

-DEEDS THE SAINTS
BE THANKED. THEY SOON
WILL ALL BE S0UNDLY
SPANKED!!t

In order to redwee the nmumber of ‘street
pigeons which have become a public pest in
Viemma, the municipal council has resolved
that as many as possible shall be caught
alive, killed, and given to poor parishes. As
a further preveative eggs will be abstracted
from the pigeons’ nests during the next few
years. ;

e et i

“Why will you not give your consent to
my marrying your dauﬁter?“

‘“Because any man that would want to
marry her must be crazy, and you can’t ex-
pect me to take a lunatic into my family.”

“BOUGHT MY LIFE FOR 35 CENTS.”—
This was one man’s way of putting it when
he had been pronounced incurable from
chronic dyspepsia. “It was a living death
to me until I tried Dr. Von Stan’s Pine-
apple Tablets. Thanks to them to-day 2 §
am well, 1ind I tell my friends I bought my
l life for 35 cents.” - 60 in a box. Sold by

Jackson & Co. and Hall & Co.—S80.

HANDY BOY.

Mr. Nuritch—Yes, sir, that boy eof mine
is a regular mechanical genius.
Mr. Naylor—You don't say?

Mr. Nuritch—Yes, sir. The other ¢ay he
took our silver punch bowl! and,’' with an ehk
hucket handle; he turned it into 3 very
fair coal scuttle.

PYNY-BALSAM cures ald coughs. It
soothes, it heals, it cuxes quickly and eer-
tainly. Pyny-Balsam segs nore widekly
every year. Manufactured by the proprie-
tors of Perry Davis® Pain-Kiiler.

Among the great men of the world blues
eyes have always predominated. Socrates,
SbakesPeure. Locke, Bacon, Milton, Goethe,
Franklin, Napeteon, and Renan all had blues
eyves. The eyes of Rismarck, Gladstome,
Huxley, Virehow, and Buchner are also of
this color.

Here is one more trick which is just the
thing for amusing and entertaining ‘a party |
of young people. It is very simple, indeed, |
and still it can be made very effective by‘
iving a little speech of introduction. !
gAllgthsn: is required for this trick is a !
large tumbler of clear water, a penny and_i
a little -lycopodium, which you ecan get at
any drug store. Plage the glass-on a small I
table in full view of everyome, drop the |

i

“penny in’it, but hold the lycopodium in

your hand, so that none of the rest cxm[l
see it

e it.

Now is the time to arouse the interest of |
our audience. Ask them if they have ever
‘eard how it happened that ducks could go
1 t wet.  You
know: that water rins’

licenses
i the
o} and-, .. the
glorioua privilege of keeping him, Frank's

Your iistle friends will, of course, say that

‘As she was strutting down the road, pick-

and feathers without ‘fven_dampenln them: { mater she would rtin her crusi straw-

DRY WATER: -A PARTY TRICK.

RUB YOUR HANDS OVER THE GLASS.

they do not know how it happened, and
then you will tell them this: 2 dn hb ;

Miss Duck once started to a Sunday Schoo
picnic, wearing a cyushed strawberry sk
dress, and she was just sure that she was
going to look finer. than anyone else there.

'

ing out the best places to walk, Mr. Fox
ca%ne along.. As sgou as he saw Miss Duck
Mr. Fox made a_great leap.at -her, intend-
ing to have her“for dinner, but she crawled
through the fence, and was just about to
jump Into a little pond by the roadside

vhien she remembered that sire had her best
dress on. Then she did not know what to,
do. She knew that Mr. Fox would be over
that -fence in a minute, and that if she did,
not dive into that pond she wonld be eaught"
angd eaten, but then if she did jump in the

berry- sllk dress,” for It would be¢ soaking '

wet, just ns' you would if you eould jump
into this glass tumbler. (Here you should

‘have several of your friends put their fin- !
! gers Into the glass to prove that you would !

get wet. Then go on with your story.)

‘Mr. Fox was almost over the fence, and
Miss Duck did not know what to do when a
little, thin volce spoke right at her-feet. It
was Mr. Turtle, who had beey lying so still |
that Misg Duck had thought he was a stone.
“If you will promise not to eat any mo
turtles T will tell you how you can get In
the water without getting wet,” he ‘sald, I

“I promise,” cried Miss Duck. *Db, | d

‘ease, hurry, Mr. Turtle.”
¥ “Say ¢ r;xrz{ck, quack, quack,’ and rib
three tijaes,”” said Mr;
gra v swam clear across with-
out getting wet a single bit, and then sie .

went to the party with her dress as nice
as ever. ;
When you say ‘“‘Quack, quack, quack,”™
vou must rub your hands together abowe
the glass and sprinkle the lycopodium em
the surface of the water. Of course;, your
audience will say that they do not believe
that your story is true, but to prove that
it is so you must now put yvour fingérs in
the water.and bring up the penny which
lay at the bottoms of the glass. The penny
will be wet, but your fingers which were
immersed in the water will be perfeetly
Y. h v
* You can conclude by saying that all ducks
learned that trick, and they did it so muech
that at last' the water got quite used to
ot wetting them, and alhouEh:tbex do not. .
bother to 'say, “Quack, quack, quuck," am¥
rub heir feet together now, still they neves
get wet at all, ;
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