A Farewell Appearance

A Dog Sory for Children
By F. Angtey

‘Andy, come here, dr; | want you.” The little girfl who spoke was standing by the table in the
morning-room of a London house one summer day, and she spoke to a smdl slver-grey terrier
lying curled up at the foot of one of the window curtains.

As Dandy happened to be particularly comfortable just then, he pretended not to hear, in the
hope that his child-mistress would not press the point.

But she did not choose to be trifled with in this way: he was cdled more imperioudy 4ill, until
he could dissamble no longer and came out gradudly, sretching himsdf and yawning with a
deep sense of injury.

‘I know you haven't been adeep; | saw you watching the flies’ she said. ‘Come up here, on
the table.’

Seeing there was no hdp for it, he obeyed, and sat down on the table-cloth opposte to her,
with his tongue hanging out and his eyes blinking, waiting her pleasure.

Dandy was rather particular as to the hands he dlowed to touch him, but generdly spesking, he
found it pleasant enough (when he had nothing better to do) to resign himsdf to be pulled about,
lectured, or caressed by Hilda

She was a drikingly pretty child, with long curling brown locks, and a petulant profile, which
reminded one of Mr. Doyl€'s charming wilful little fairy princesses.

On the whole, dthough Dandy privatdly consdered she had taken rather a liberty in disturbing
him, he was willing to overlook it.

‘I've been thinking, Dandy, said Hilda, reflectively, ‘that as you and Lady Angdina will be
thrown a good ded together when we go into the country next week, you ought to know one
another, and you' ve never been properly introduced yet; so I’'m going to introduce you now.

Now Lady Angelina was only Hilda's dall, and a doll, too, with perhaps as few ideas as any
doll ever had yet—which isagood ded to say.

Dandy despised her with al the enlightenment of a thoroughly superior dog; he consdered
there was smply nothing in her, except possbly bran, and it had made him jedous and angry for
a long time to notice the influence that this Staring, Smpering creature had managed to gain over
her mistress.

‘Now gt up, sad Hilda Dandy sat up. He fdt that committed him to nothing, but he was
careful not to look a Lady Angdina who was lalling ungracefully in the work-basket with her
toes turned in.

‘Lady Angdina’ said Hilda next, with great ceremony, ‘let me introduce my particular friend
Mr. Dandy. Dandy, you ought to bow and say something nice and clevex only you can't; so you
must give Angdinayour paw ingtead.’

Here was an insult for a sdf-respecting dog! Dandy determined never to disgrace himsdf by
presenting his paw to a doll; it was quite agangt his principles. He dropped on dl fours
rebdlioudy.

‘That’'s very rude of you, sad Hilda, ‘but you shdl do it. Angelina will think it so odd of you.
Sit up again and give your paw, and let Angelina stroke your head.’



The dog's little black nose wrinkled and his lips twitched, showing his sharp white teeth: he
was not going to be touched by Angdina s flabby wax hand if he could help it!

Unfortunately, Hilda, like older people sometimes, was bent upon forcing persons to know one
another, in spite of an obvious unwillingness on at least one sde, and so $e brought the doll up
to the terrier, and, taking one limp pink arm, attempted to pat the dog's head withiit.

This was too much: his eyes flamed red like two signa lamps, there was a sharp sudden snap,
and the next minute Lady Angdinas right am was crunched vicioudy between Dandy’s keen
teeth.

After that there was a terrible pause. Dandy knew he was in for it, but he was not sorry. He
dropped the mangled pieces of wax one by one, and stood there with his head on one sde,
growling to himsdf, but wincing for dl that, for he was afrad to meet Hilda's indignant grey
eyes.

“You abominable, barbarous dog!’ she sad a last, usng the longest words she could to
impress him. ‘ See what you've done! you' ve hitten poor Lady Angdina sarm off.

He could not deny it; he had. He looked down & the fragments before him, and then sullenly
up again a Hilda His eyes said what he flt—'I'm glad of it—serves her right; I'd do it again.’

“You deserve to be well whipped, continued Hilda, severdly; ‘but you do howl so. | shdl leave
you to your own conscience (a favourite remark of her governess) ‘until your bad heart is
touched, and you come here and say you're sorry and beg both our pardons. | only wish you
could be made to pay for a new am. Go away out of my sight, you bad dog; | can't bear to look
a you!’

Dandy, ill impenitent, moved leisurdy down from the table and out of the open door into the
kitchen. He was thinking that Angdinas am was very nasty, and he should like something to
take the taste away. When he got downdairs, however, he found the butcher was caling and had
left the area gate open, which struck him as a good opportunity for a ramble. By the time he
came back Hilda would have forgotten al about it, or she might think he was logt, ad find out
which was the more vauable anima—a glly, usdess dall, or an intdligent dog like himsdf.

Hilda saw him from the window as he bolted out with tall erect. ‘He's doing it to show oOff;
ghe said to hersdf; ‘he’s a horrid dog sometimes. But | suppose | shdl have to forgive him when
he comes back!’

However, Dandy did not come back that night, nor al next day, nor the day after that, nor any
more; for the fact was, an experienced dog-seder had long had his eye upon him, and Dandy
happened to come across him that very morning.

He was not such a stupid dog as to be unaware he was doing wrong in following a stranger, but
then the man had such ddightful suggestions aout him of things dogs love to eat, and Dandy
had started for his run in a disobedient temper.

So he followed the broken-nosed, bandy-legged man till they reached a narrow loney dley,
and then just as Dandy was thinking about going home again, the stranger turned suddenly on
him, hemmed him up in a corner, caught him dexteroudy up in one hand, tapped him sharply on
the head, and dipped him, stunned, into a capacious insde pocket.

* * %

‘I thought werry likely | should come on you in "ere, Bob,” said a broken-nosed man in a fur cap,
about a week after Dandy’s disappearance, o a short, red-faced, hoarse man who was drinking at
the bar of a public-house.



‘Ah,” said the hoarse man; ‘well, you ain't fur out as it happens.’

‘Yes, | did; sad the other. ‘I met your partner the other day, and he tells me you're looking
out for a noo Toby dawg. I've got a article somewheres about me at this moment | should like
you to cast aeye over.

And, diving into his indde pocket, he fished out a smdl shining slver-grey terrier, which he
dammed down rather roughly on the pewter counter.

Of course the terrier was Hilda's lost Dandy. For some reason or other, the dog-stedler had not
thought it prudent to clam the reward offered for him as he had intended to do a firs, and
Dandy, not being of a breed in fashionable demand, the man was trying to get rid of him now for
the best price he could obtain from humble purchasers.

‘Well, we do want a understudy, and that's a fact,’ said the hoarse man, who was one of the
managers of Mr. Punch’'s Theetre. ‘The Toby as travels with us now is breskin' up, getting s0
blind he don't know Punch from Jack Ketch. But that there anima 'ud never make a it as a
Toby, he sad, examining Dandy criticaly: ‘why, that's bin a gen'leman’s dawg once, that has-
—we don’'t want no amatoors on our show.’

‘It's the amatoors as draws nowadays,’ said the dog-fancier: ‘not but what this "ere partic'lar
dawg has his gifts for the purfesson. You see him st up and smoke a pipe and give yer his paw,
now.’

And he put Dandy through these performances on the doppy counter. It was much worse than
being introduced to Angdina; but hunger and fretting and rough treatment had broken down the
dog's spirit, and it was with dull submisson now that he repeated the poor little tricks Hilda had
taught him with such pretty perseverance.

‘It's no use taking, sad the showman, though he began to show some signs of yidding. ‘It
takes a tyke born and bred to make a reg'lar Toby. And this ain't a young dog, and he ain't 'ad
no proper dramatic eddication; he's not worth to us not the lowest you' d teke for him.’

‘Well now, I'll tel you 'ow fur I'm willing to meet yer, sad the other persuasvey; ‘you shdl
have him, seein’ it's you, fo—" And s0 they haggled on for a little longer but a the end of the
interview Dandy had changed hands, and was permanently engaged as a member of Mr. Punch’'s
travelling company.

A few days after tha Dandy made acquaintance with his srange fdlow performers. The men
had put the show up on a deserted part of a common near London, behind the railings of a little
cemetery where no one was likely to interfere with them, and the new Toby was hoisted up on
the very narrow and uncomfortable shelf to go through hisfirst interview with Mr. Punch.

When that popular gentleman agppeared & his sde Dandy examined him with pricked and
curious ears. He was rather odd-looking, but his amile, though there was certainly a good ded of
it, seemed genid and encouraging, and the poor dog wagged his tail in a conciliatory manner—
he wanted some one to be kind to him again.

‘The dawg's a fool, Bob,” growled Jem, the other proprietor of the show, a little shabby dirty-
faced man with a thin and ragged red beard, who was watching the experiment from the outside;
‘he's awaggin' his bloomin' tal—hell be alickin of Punch's face nextt Try him with a
sgueak.’

And Bob produced a sound which was a hideous compound of chuckle, squeak, and crow,
when Dandy, in the full persuason that the strange figure must be a new variety of cat, flew a it
blindly. But though he managed to get a firm grip of its great hook nose, there was not much
satisfection to be got out of that—the hard wood made his teeth ache, and besides, in his



excitement he overbaanced himsdf and came suddenly down upon Mr. Robert Blott ingde, who
swore horribly and put him up again.

Then, ater a little highly myserious dancing up and down, and wagging his head, Mr. Punch,
in the mogt uncaled-for manner, hit Dandy over the head with a gtick, in order, as Jem put it, ‘to
get up aill-feding between them ‘—awanton insult that made the dog madder than ever.

He did not revenge himsdf a once: he only barked furioudy and retreated to his corner of the
dage; but the next time Punch came ddling catioudy up to him, Dandy made, not for his
wooden head, but for a place between his shoulders which he thought looked more yidding.

There was a savage howl from below, Punch dropped in a heap on the narrow shelf; and Mr.
Blott sucked hisfinger and thumb with many curses.

Mr. Punch was not killed, however, though Dandy had a first imagined he had sdttled him. He
revived amost directly, when he proceeded to rain down such a shower of savage blows from his
thick stick upon every part of the dog's defenceless body, that Dandy was completely subdued
long before his master thought fit to leave off.

By the time the lesson came to an end, Dandy was sore and shaken and dazed, for Bob had
dlowed himsdf to be a little carried away by persond feding. Still it only showed Dandy more
plainly that Mr. Punch was not a person to be trifled with, and, though he liked him as little as
ever, he respected as well asfeared him.

Unfortunately for Dandy, he was a highly inteligent terrier, of an inquiring turn of mind, and
50, after he had been led about for some days with the show, and was able to think things over
and put them together, he began to suspect that Punch and the other figures were not dive after
dl, but only a paticulaly ugly set of dals which Mr. Blott put in motion in some way best
known to himsdf.

From the time he was perfectly certain of this he felt a degraded dog indeed. He had scorned
once to dlow himsdf to be even touched by Angdina (who a least was not unpleasant to look
a, and dways quite inoffensve). now, every hour of his life he found himsdf ordered about and
insulted before a crowd of shabby Strangers by a vulgar tawdry doll, to which he was obliged to
be civil and even affectionate—as if it was something red!

Dandy was an honest dog, and so, of course, it was very revolting to his fedings to have to
impose upon the public in this manner; but Mr. Punch, if he was only a dadll, had a way of
making himself obeyed.

And though in time the new Toby learnt to perform his duties respectably enough, he did so
without the least enthusasm: it wounded his pride—besdes making him very uncomfortable—
when Punch caught hold of his head, and something with red whiskers and a blue frock took him
by the hind legs, and danced jerkily round the stage with him. He hated that more than anything.
Day by day he grew more miserable and homesick.

He loathed the Punch and Judy show and every doll in it, from the hero down to the ghost and
the baby. Jem and Bob were not actudly unkind to him, and would even have been friendly had
he dlowed it; but he was a dainty dbg, with a naturd didike to ill-dressed and dirty persons, and
drank from ther rough if wel-meant advances. He never could forget what he had once been,
and what he was, and often, in the cose deeping-room of some common lodging-house, he
dreamed of the comfortable home he had lost, and Hilda's pretty imperious face, and woke to
miss her more than ever.

At firg his new masters had been careful to kegp him from al chance of escape, and Bob led
him after the show by a gring; but, as he seemed to be getting resgned to his pogtion, alowed
him to run loose,



He was trotting tamely a Jem’s heds one hot August morning, followed by a smdl train of
admiring children, when dl a once he became aware that he was in a dreet he knew well—he
was near his old home—afew minutes hard run and he would be safe with Hilda!

He looked up sdeways a Jem, who was beating his drum and blowing his pipes, with his eyes
on the lower and upper windows. Bob's head was ingde the show, and both were in front and not
thinking of him just then.

Dandy stopped, turned round upon the unwashed children behind, looked wistfully up at them,
asmuch asto say, ‘Don't tell,” and then bolted at the top of his speed.

There was a dhrill cry from the children a once of ‘Oh, Mr. Punch, Sr, pleese—your dawg's a
runnin’ away from yer!” and angry cdls to return from the two men. Jem even made an attempt
to pursue him, but the drum was too much in his way, and a smdl dog is not easily caught a the
best of times when he takes it into his head to run away. So he gave it up sulkily.

Meanwhile Dandy ran on, till the shouts behind died away. Once an errand boy, struck by the
particoloured frill round the dog's neck, tried to stop him, but he managed to dip past him and
run out into the middle of the road, and kept on blindly, narrowly escaping being run over
severd times by tradesmen’s carts.

And a last, panting and exhausted, he reached the well-remembered gate, out of which he had
marched so defiantly, it seemed long ages ago.

The ralings were covered with wire netting ingde, as he knew, but fortunately some one had
|eft the gate open, and he pattered eagerly down the area Seps feding safe and at home at last.

The kitchen door was shut, but the window was not, and, as the sl was low, he contrived to
scramble up somehow and jump into the kitchen, where he reckoned upon finding friends to
protect him.

But he found it empty, and looking strangely cold and desolate; only a smdl fire was
smouldering in the range, ingead of the cheerful blaze he remembered there, and he could not
find the cook—an especid patroness of his—anywhere,

He scampered up into the hdl, making draght for the morning-room, where he knew he
should find Hilda curled up in one of the arm-chairs with a book.

But that room was empty too—the shutters were up, and the half-light which sreamed in
above them showed a dreary date of confusion: the writing-table was covered with a sheet and
put awvay in a corner, the chairs were piled up on the centre table, he carpet had been taken up
and rolled under the sdeboard, and there was a faint warm smell of flue and dust and putty in the
place.

He pattered out again, feding puzzled and a little afraid, and went up the bare stone daircase to
find Hildain one of the upper rooms, perhapsin the nursery.

But the upper rooms, too, were al bare and sheeted and ghostly, and, higher up, the stairs were
gpotted with great stars of whitewash, and there were ladders and planks on which strange men
in dirty white blouses were taking and joking a great ded, and doing a little whitewashing now
and then, when they had timefor it.

Their voices echoed up and down the gtairs with a hollow noise that scared him, and he was
afrad to venture any higher. Besides, he knew by this time somehow that Hilda, her father and
mother, dl the friends he had counted upon seeing again, would not be found in any part of that
house.

It was the same house, though stripped and deserted, but dl the life and colour and warmth had
gone out of it; and he ran here and there, seeking for them in vain.



He picked his way forlornly down to the hall again, and there he found a mouldy old woman
with a duster pinned over her head and a dustpan and brush in her hand; for, unhappily for him,
the family, servants and al, had gone avay some days before into the country, and this old
woman had been put into the house as careteker.

She dropped her brush and pan with a start as she saw him, for she was not fond of dogs.

‘Why, deary me’ she said morosdly, ‘if it haan't give me quite a turn. However did the nasty
little beast get in? a-gdlivantin’ about asif the’ ole place belonged to him.’

Dandy sat up and begged. In the old days he would not have done such a thing for any servant
below a cook (who was dways worth being polite to), but he fet a very reduced and miserable
little animal indeed just then, and he thought she might be able to take him to Hilda.

But the charwoman’s only ideawas to get rid of him as quickly as possible.

‘Why, if it an't a Toby dawg!’ she cried, as her dim old eyes caught sght of his frill. Here,
you get out; you don't belong ' ere!’

And she took him up by the scruff of the neck and went to the front door. As she opened it, a
sound came from the dreet outsde which Dandy knew only to wdl: it was the long-drawn
squeak of Mr. Punch.

‘That’s where he come from, I'll bet a penny,’ cried the caretaker, and she went down the steps
and cdled over the gate, ‘Hi, magter, you don’'t happen to have lost your Toby dawg, do you? Is
this him?

The man with the drum came up—it was Jem himsdf; and thereupon Dandy was
ignominioudy handed over the railings to him, and ddivered up once more to the hard life he
had so nearly succeeded in shaking off.

He had a severe beating when they got hm home, as a warning to him not to rebd again; and
he never did try to run away a second time. Where was the good of it? Hilda was gone he did not
know where, and the house was a home no longer.

SO he went patiently about with the show, a dismd little dog-captive, the dullest little Toby
that ever ddighted a street audience; so languid and listless at times that Mr. Punch was obliged
to rgp him redly hard on the head before he could induce him to take the dightest notice of him.

But in soite of dl this, he made the people laugh; mogt, perhaps, a night, when the show was
lit up by a flaring can of pareffin, and he sat with his feet in Punch’s coffin, howling dolefully at
the meancholy gtrains of Jem’s pipes, which Dandy aways found too much for his fedings.

* * %

It was winter time, about a fortnight after Chrigmas, and the night was snowy and dushy out-
gde, though warm enough in the kitchen of a big Belgravian house. The kitchen was crowded, a
sream of waiters and gorgeous powdered footmen and smart maids was perpetudly coming and
going; in front of the fire a tired little terrier, with a shabby frill round his neck, was basking in
the blaze, and near him sat a little dirty-faced man with a red beard, who was being listened to
with some attention by afew of the upper servants, who were enjoying amoment’s leisure.

‘Yes' he was saying,'I’ve been in the purfesson a sight 0 years now, but | don’'t know as |
ever heard on a Punch's show like me and my mate's hem’ engaged for a reg'lar swel evenin’
paty aore. It shows, to my mind, as public taste is a-coming round—it an't quite so low as
formerly.

The little man was Jem; and he, with his partner Bob, and Dandy, were in the house owing to
an eccentric notion of its master, who happened to have ataste for experiments.



He agreed with many who condder that some kind of amusement in the intervas of dancing is
welcome to children; but it was one of his idess too that they must be getting a little bored by the
inevitable lecture with the dissolving views, and find a conjuror (even after seeing him severd
times in a fortnight) as a rule more bewildering than amusing; dthough as a present-producing
animd, the lagt has his compensations.

He was curious to see whether the drama of Punch and Judy had quite lost its old power to
pleese. He could easly have hired an degant and perfectly refined form of the entertainment
from some of the fashionable toy-shops or ‘universd providers’ only unfortunately in these
improved versons much of the origina fun is often found to have been refined away.

So he had decided upon introducing the origind Mr. Punch from his native streets and in his
natura uncivilised state, and Jem and Bob chanced to be the persons selected to exhibit him.

‘duveniles is dl dike’ observed the butler, who, having been commissoned to engage the
showmen, condescended to fed a fatherly interest in the &ffair; “'igh or low, therés nothing
pleases 'em more than seeing one party a-fetching another party a thunderin’ good whack over
the 'ead. That's where, in my opinion, dl these pantomimes makes a mistake. There's too much
baly and music’al about *em and not *arf enough buttered dide and red-’ ot poker.’

‘Ther€'s plenty of "ead whackin’ in our show, sad Jem, with some pride, ‘for my partner, you
see, he don't find as the didogue come as fluid to him as he could wish for, so he cuts a ded of
it, and what ain’'t squeskin’ ismostly stick—Iike a cheap operer.’

‘“Your little dog seems very wet and tired,” sad a pretty housemaid, bending down to pat
Dandy, as he lay stretched out wearily at her feet. “Would he eat acakeif | got one for him?

‘He ain't, not to say, fed on cakes as a generd thing, said Jem drily, ‘but you can try him,
miss, and thankee.’

But Dandy only hdf raised his heed and rgected the cake languidly— he was very comfortable
there in the warm firdight, and the place made him fed as if he were back in his own old
kitchen, but he was too tired to be hungry.

‘He won't hardly look at it} sad the housemaid compassonady. ‘I don't think he can be
well.

‘Wdl!” sad Jem. ‘He's wdl enough; thet's dl his contrariness, that is The fact is, he thinks
hissdf a ded too good for the likes of us, he do—thinks he ought to be kep’ on chickin in a
droring-room!’” he sneered, wasting his satire on the unconscious Dandy.

| tell you what it is miss that there dawg's 'at an't in his busness—he reg'lar looks down on
the ’ole concern, thinks it low! Why, | see 'im from the werry fust aturnin’ up his nose at it, and
it downright set me againg him. Give me a Toby as takes a interest in the dramal The last but
one as we had, afore him, now, he used to look on from gart to finish, and when Punch went and
"anged Jack Ketch, why, that dawg used to bark and jump about as pleased as Punch ’issdf; and
he'd go in among the crowd too and fetch back the babby as Punch pitched out o winder, as
tender with it as a Newfunland! And he warn't like the generd run of Tobies nether, for he got
quite thick with the Punch figge—thought a dedl on ‘im, he did—and if you'll beieve me, when
| "ad to get the figger a noo "ead and costoom, it broke the dawg's ’art—he pined away quite
rapid. But this’ ere one wouldn't turn a’ air if the ' ole company went to blazes together!’

Here Bob, who had been setting up the show in one of the rooms, came into the kitchen,
looking rather unessy a finding himsdf in such fine company, and Dandy was spared further
upbraidings, as he was cdled upon to follow the pair upgtairs.



They went up into a large handsome room, where a one end there were placed rows of rout
sedts and chairs, and a the other the homely old show, seeming oddly out of place in its new
surroundings.

Poor draggled Dandy felt more ashamed of it and himsdf than ever, and he was glad to get
away under its ragged hangings and lie till by Boby' s dirty bootstill he was wanted.

And then there was the sound of children’'s voices and laughter as they al came trooping in,
with a crigp rustle of delicate dresses and a scent of hothouse flowers and kid gloves, that
reached Dandy where he lay: it reminded him of evenings long ago when Hilda had had parties,
and he had been washed and combed and decked out in ribbons for the occasion, and children
had played with him and given him nice things to eat—they had generdly disagreed with him,
but now he could only remember the pleasure and petting of it al.

He would not be petted any more! Presently these children would see him smoking a pipe and
being familiar with that low Punch. They would laugh & him too—they adways did—and Dandy,
like most dogs, hated being laughed at, and never took it as a compliment.

The host's experiment was evidently a complete success. the children, even the most blasés,
who danced the newest valse step and hought pantomimes vulgar, were ddighted to meet an old
friend so unexpectedly. A good many had often yearned to see the whole show right through
from beginning to end, and chance or a stern nurse had never permitted it. Now their time had
come, and Mr. Punch, in spite of his lamentable shortcomings in every rddion of life, was
received with the usua uproarious applause.

At lagt the hero cdled for his faithful dog Toby, as a didraction after the painful domestic
scenes, in which he had fdt himsdf driven to throw his child out of window and slence the
objections of his wife by becoming a widower, and accordingly Dandy was caught up and set on
the shdlf by hissde.

The sudden glare hurt his eyes, and he sat there blinking at the audience with a pitiful want of
pride in hisdignity as Dog Toby.

He tried to look as if he didn't know Punch, who was doing dl he could to catch his eye, for
his rictous ‘rootitoot’ made him shiver nervoudy, and long to get away from the whole thing and
lie down somewhere in peace.

Jem was scowling up a him badefully. ‘I know'd that 'ere dawg would go and disgrace
hissf, hewas saying to himsdf. ‘“When | get him to mysdf; he shdl catch it for thig’

Dandy was able to see better now, and he found, as he had guessed, that here was not one of
his usud audiences—no homely crowd of loitering errand boys, smirched maids-of-dl-work,
and ragged children jostling and turning ther grinning white faces up to him.

There were children here too—plenty of them—Dbut children a their best and daintiest, and
looking as if untidiness and quards were things unknown to them—though possbly they were
not. The laughter, however, was much the same as he was accustomed to, more musica perhaps,
and pleasanter to hear, but quite as hearty and unrestrained—they were laughing a him, and he
hung his head abashed.

But dl a once he forgot his shame, though he did not remember Mr. Punch a bit the more for
that; he ran backwards and forwards on his ledge, sniffing and whining, wagging his tall and
giving short piteous barks in a state of the wildest excitement. The reason of it was this near the
end of the front row he saw a little girl who was bending eagerly forward with her pretty grey
eyes wide open and a puzzled line on her forehead.

Dandy knew her at the very firgt glance. It was Hilda, looking more like a fairy princess than
ever.



She knew him admost as soon, for her clear voice rang out above the generd laughter. ‘Oh, that
is't Toby—he's my own dog, my Dandy, that | lost! It & redly; let him come to me, please do!
Don't you see how badly he wantsto?

There was a sudden surprised slence a this—even Mr. Punch was quiet for an ingant; but as
soon as Dandy heard her voice he could wait no longer, and crouched for a spring.

‘Catch the dog, somebody, he's going to jump!’ cried the master of the house, more amused
than ever, from behind.

Jem was too sulky to interfere, but some good, natured grown-up person caught the trembling
dog just in time to save him from a broken leg, o worse, and handed him to his ddighted little
midress, and | think the frantic joy which Dandy fdt as he was clasped tight in her loving arms
once more and covered her flushed face with his eager kisses more than made up for dl he had
suffered.

Hilda scornfully refused to have anything to do with Jem, who tried hard to convince her she
was mistaken. She took her recovered favourite to her hostess,

‘He redly is mine!l” she assured her earnestly; ‘and he doesn't want to be a Toby, I'm sure he
doesn't: see how he trembles when that horrid man comes near. Dear Mrs. Lovibond, please tell
them I’'m to have him!’

And of course Hilda caried her point, for the showmen were not unwilling, after a short
conversation with the magter of the house, to give up their rights in a dog who would never be
much of an ornament to their profession, and was out of hedlth into the bargain.

Hilda hdd Dandy, dl muddy and draggled as he was, fast in her ams dl through the
remainder of the performance, as if she was afrad Mr. Punch might ill dam him for his own;
and the dog lay there in measureless content. The hateful squesk made him start and shiver no
more;, he was too happy to howl a Jem’'s dismd pipes and drum: they had no terrors for him any
more,

‘I think | should like to go home now, she sad to her hostess, when Mr. Punch had findly
retired. ‘Dandy is 0 excited; fed how his heart beats, just there, you know; he ought to be in
bed, and | want to tdll them all a home so much!’

She ressed dl despairing entredties to dtay, from severd smal partners who fdt life a blank
after she had gone—till supper came; and so her carriage was cdled, and she and Dandy drove
homein it together once more.

‘Dandy, you're very quiet, she said once, as they bowled easily and swiftly dong. ‘Aren't you
going to tell me you're glad to be mine again?

But Dandy could only wag his tail feebly and look up in her face with an exhausted sgh. He
had suffered much and was amost worn out; but rest was coming to him at last.

As soon as the carriage had stopped and the door was opened, Hilda ran in, breathless with
excitement.

‘Oh, Parker, look!” she cried to the maid in the hdl, ‘ Dandy is found—he' s here!’

The maid took the lifeless little body from her, looked at it for amoment under the lamp, and
turned away without speaking. Then she placed it gently in Hildals arms again.

‘Oh, Miss Hilda, didn't you see? she said, with a catch in her voice. ‘Don’'t take on, now; but
it's come too late—poor little dog, he's gone!’



