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ALONZO AT THE DOG SHOW.
ALONZO AT THE DOG SHOW

Puppy and 1 went to the dog show the other night. As I told you last week,

my small brother had been having a set to with one of his teeth, and from the
looks of his face, which was puffed up exceedingly, the tooth was very much
In the lead. "There are times," growled the Pup, "when I'd like to be as

toothless as an old witch."
"That's a terrible thing to say," I observed. "What would you do if one

of the Juniors offered you a bone to gnaw?" Puppy sniffed, as if such a
possibility were unheard of, and started for the door, when Mother brought

him to halt with a sharp bark. It was then discovered that he was venturing

forth without the new blanket which Mrs. Master, had purchased for h*m, and,

In spite of his protestations, It was strapped securely in place. I suggested
that he wear a sunbonnet also, but he refused to entertain my suggestion for a.
moment, and trotted out his kennel door in a great hurry.

As we turned Into Steiner street we met many people hurrying in our

direction. Everybody was going to the dog show. Some were going merely as
visitors, while others had their own dogs entered in the contest, but in every

case their enthusiasm was beautiful to see. And then, besides, it was contagious.

I glanced around at the Pup, but he was trotting soberly along with the
most lugubrious sort of an expression on his one sided face, and 1 hastened to

cheer him up.
"It's a pity," I remarked, pleasantly, "that Mrs. Master didn't enter you in

the show. You haven't so many points, I'll admit, but you've got the most re-
markable curve to your face I ever saw. I think, if only as a matter of curiosity,

you'd have made a great hit."
Puppy uttered a disgusted snort and lumbered fatly up the steps of the

Dreamland rink and on to the ticket taker, while I brought up the rear. "Why,

hello, Alonzo," cried the man at the box, "this is no place for you to be. I

thought you'd be occupying one of the Pullmans inside this time," and, with a
laugh, he let us through.

Even as we passed him there was borne on our ears the yelps and howls
and that somehow had a familiar ring, and we hurried down the main
hall and Into" the main auditorium. Facing us was a long line of stalls, each
separate one occupied by a lordly St. Bernard. I have often wondered why it is
that big dogs and big people Invariably feel superior to the rest of creation
unfortunate enough to have been born little. As Puppy and I passed along that
line of huge dogs we grew littler and littler, until at the end we looked like
a couple of ants. Once out of harm's way, Puppy faced about and planted bis
four feet firmly on the floor. "Wouldn't you hate to be a monster, Alonzo?" he
asked, contemptuously. But the big St. Bernards paid not the least bit of
attention, and Puppy, crestfallen, followed me ov#r to see and pass the time of
day with the Russian wolfhounds.

We found them to be a bit haughty, too, and, of course, didn't tarry long.

The pointers and the setterg were very polite, and we knew many of them.
From their stalls we went over to call upon the terriers and the littletoy dogs.

When we came to the latter, Puppy straightened up, threw out his chest and
strutted along with all the dignity of a large dog. "I'm glad," he observed,

"that I'm not the smallest dog In the world."
Finally we came to the French and Boston bull terriers. As we passed

along the stalls we spied a small French bull whose white coat made him
singularly conspicuous among his darker brethren. He had a face like a

naughty pansy and he was just naturally bored to death.
"How do you do?" I asked, meekly.
"I'm not doing at all," he replied, disgustedly. "Do you think you would

enjoy being on exhibition for days and days in a close, cramped stall with a

lot of foolish people staring at you all the time, particularly when they're afraid
of you? Now, watch this couple."

The man and girl came strolling along the aisle, while the pansy faced
terrier kept a wary eye on them. As their gaze fell upon his disgruntled coun-
tenance, the girl gave a cry of delight, while her companion came over with
hand outstretched. The terrier met him with bared teeth, his wicked little -
face In a wrinkled snarl, while his tiny pink tongue, protruding a bit, gave
him a singularly evil look. Naturally, the man backed off a bit, but the girl,
unheeding, swooped down upon him and patted him slyly on the head.

Puppy, seeing the man was afraid, gave the pansy faced terrier th© wink,
and, making the funniest face I ever saw on a dog, said to me, "Come along!"
I caught on in a minute. Puppy ran behind the man and I came In at the side.
Such a barking and howling and growling you never heard. I would have been
really ashamed of Puppy if I hadn't known it was all In fun; but" he went too

far, for he was having such a good time with the man that he forgot his
toothache and tried to. bury his bad tooth in the man's leg. He got one little
bite, but that was all, for a big blue policeman came running up and hustled
poor Puppy out of the place.

I hurried along as fast as I could, but got out Into the street Just in time
to see poor Puppy carried off under the arm of the big policeman, so I hurried
to get home and wait for him.

It's a good thing to see a chance for some fun, but you want to,see how
it's going to end, too. 1 do hope Puppy isn't in that dreadful place they call the
dog Jail; but maybe he deserved it. Don't forget the puzzlesmnd paint picture
this week. Maybe they'll be all I have to keep me from feeling lonely.

Your old friend, ALONZO.


