
THE UNADOPTED DOG
By C. B. Crawford.

They Were a lonely old couple.
Seth Earl was sixty and his'wife, Ada,
fifty-fiv- e. If they had had children
living they could have fabed the
fiiture more hopefully. But the lone-
liness that had always encompassed
them since their only boy, Arthur,
had died in babyhood, seemed to be
closing in around them more 'tightly
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from day to day, like a tangible
thing.

They owned their house in the vil-

lage and Earl's pension from the cor-
poration that had employed him for
30 years-sma- ll though it was, pro-
vided them with the necessities of
life. Since Earl had retired he had
mooned aimlessly about the garden
plot He had always looked forward
to his long holiday, to a life of leis-
ured ease, and now life seemed to of-

fer nothing.

Once, five years before, they had
discussed adopting a child. But Seth
had never returned to the subject.
The look upon his wife's face har-
rowed him, and he knew that no child
could ever take the place of their lit-
tle boy whose photograph was the
only picture in the neat little parlor.

"I guess I'm too old to start caring
for a child now, Seth," said his wife.
Besides, we'd be in 6ur graves, as
like as not, before it was grown old
enough to shift for itself."

Both of them had always been
somewhat afraid of life, and both
shrank from new enterprises. The
narrow round of their days had be-
come a rut along which they trav-
eled aimlessly.

"If only I had something, if only a
dog," he said to himself. "That would
be company. He'd come to wake me
mornings, barking and wagging his
tail, and then what walks we'd have
together. Well, why not? Why
shouldn't I have, a dog? Other men-hav-

one."
As he expected, Ada offered strong

opposition to the suggestion. But
Seth was insistent over his tremen-
dous plan, and gradually his enthusi-
asm won his wife over.

"He'd muss up the house and
scratch things," she protested. "But
if you've set your heart on a dog I
suppose you must have one. But
where'd you get a dog, Seth? A good
dog would cost $20 and we haven't
a dollar to spare. Nobody we know
has dogs to give aWay leastwise, not
good dogs."

"O, yes, we can get a dog," an-
swered Seth promptly. "The Society
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Ani-

mals has dogs to give away. I was
reading something about it in the
paper yesterday. It says they pick
up stray dogs that nobody wants, and
lost dogs that no one claims, or that'
have got turned adrift, and give
them away to anybody that will guar-
antee them a good home. Ada," he
continued firmly, "I'm going into
town tomorrow to see that society,


