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THE PRODIGAL RETURN

Don is a httle black and white
shepherd dog belo: ng to C. T.
Anderson, and some three weeks
ago he tooka notiol to wander

.| far from the hmé;; roof and to

size np the wide} wicked world

- fromadogspomg f view and

judgment. Theré was sorrow
in the Anderson_Hhofhe, hr be|
was a pet, and nuy into’
hours of thq] night the
voice of Chris could be heard, ac-
companied by the sad strains of

a banjo, softly hummbog:

Out on the prairies, bleak and dbare,
Away from the tender shepherd’s care,
An’ he's got an uulimited aipount of balr
My dorgie's gone—oh where! oh where!

Wednesday, however, Don re-

.| turned after living off the husks

the swine wounldn't eat, lo these
many days. Chbris had Joe Kurtb
kill a fatted heifer for him and
now Don sits up at the table with
a bib tucked under his chin liv-
ing on the fat of the land, and
when the grub. is not forthcom-
ing he threatens to vamoose.—
Bowden Guardiano, .
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