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I've-, never vron any blue ribbons, haven't even got a black 
tongue, but I vrouldn't trade my life for -all the blXie bloods 
in Caninedom. No, sirl I'm just a stray "Black and- brown.. ...
raggedy little ' Hein- dawg, but I'je. happier than all those . 
other pampered pets put together! ' - * ,

,::3ùre I grouse about the meals 3gt. Hughes dishes but 09.0e 
in a while,, and I sometimes dislike being told wjiat to do by... 
people wearing «hooks' and 'rings', and my paws get sore from 
marching on a hot drill square, .and I don't like sleeping' in 
close, stuffy quarters with four hundred" mw.ns, and I'd like 

. to stay out after 22:30 hours at night, and I'd like to get to 
Dad and*Mom and the girl friend every week end, and t don't 

like » joe jobs' - guess it vrouidntt bé natural pot. to ' sound 
off about these things once in a while, but if I could get 
all those things there would be something else I'd want -seems 
we little daugs are much .like humans that roy.;<* .

'But I sat back on my fanny the other day, after chasing the 
birds and the squirrels off the front lawns,- and let my thoughts 
drift back - - I wasn* t the most contented dawg before - - I 
couldn’t a.Vmys do what I wanted, often I craved company, ex
citement, mi-- .iring to keep my mind occupied because I knew that 
the busies*' dawgs were thé happiest.!.

(Ooncl'd on back page.)
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