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about him, and I hate to apeak of his cud. His master’s 
yacht did not come, and soon the summer was over, and 
the winter was coming, and no one wanted Dandy, for he 
had such a bad name. He got hungry and cold, and one 
day sprang upon a little girl, to take away a piece of 
bread and butter that she was eating. He did not see the 
large house-dog on the door sill, and before he could get 
away, the dog had seized him, and bitten and shaken him 
till he was nearly dead. When the dog threw him aside, 
he crawled to the Morrises’, and Miss Laura bandaged 
his wounds, and made him a bed in the stable.

One Sunday morning, she washed and fed him very 
tenderly, for she knew he could not live much longer. 
He was so weak that he could scarcely eat the food that 
she put in his mouth, so she let him lick some milk from 
her finger. As she was going to church, I could not . 0 
with her, but I ran down the lane and watched her out of 
sight. When I came back, Dandy was gone. I looked 
till I found him. He had crawled into the darkest cor­
ner of the stable to die, and though he was suffering very 
much, he never uttered a sound. I sat by him, and 
thought of his master in New York. If he had brought 
Dandy up properly he might not now be here in his silent 
death agony. A young pup should be trained just as a 
child is, and punished when lie goes wrong. Dandy be­
gan badly, and not being checked in his evil ways, had 
come to this. Poor Dandy ! Poor, handsome dog of a 
rich master I He opened his dull eyes, gave me one last 
glance, then, with a convulsive shudder, his torn limbs 
were still. He would never suffer any more.

When Miss Laura came home, she cried bitterly to 
know that he was dead. The boys took him away from 
her, and made him a grave in the corner of the garden.


