6th Grade Language Arts Final Exam Study Guide
Please study this along with the notes that we took from the Final Exam Review PowerPoint.
· Story: “The Mixer”
· Prefix & Suffixes
· Synonym
· Antonym
· Homonym
· Homograph
· Point of View- 1st person, 3rd person (limited and omniscient) 
· Pronouns
· Adjectives
· Literary Devices: alliteration, figurative language, hyperbole, idiom, personification, simile, metaphor
· There/they’re/their
· Alliteration phrase
· Past tense
· Phobias
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look at anything. He wouldn't even let me pass the time of the
20 day with dogs we met.
‘When we had gone about a hundred miles and were just
going to turn in 2t dark doorway, a policeman suddenly
stopped the man. I could feel by the way the man pulled at my
rope and tried to hurry on that he didn’t want to speaks to the
‘policeman. The more I saw of the man, the more I saw how
shy he was.

He's more like a son
to me than a dog,” said
Master, sort of wistful.

“Hil” said the policeman, and we had to stop.

“I've got a message for you. old pal.” said the policeman.
“It's from the Board of Health. They told me to tell you you
needed a change of air. Sec?”

“All right!” seid the man.

“And take it a soon as you like. Else you'll find youll get it
given you. See?”

Tlooked at the man with a good deal of respect. He was
evidently someone very important,if they worried so about
his health,

“I'm going down to the country tonight.” said the man.

‘The policeman seemed pleased.

“That's a bit of luck for the country.” he said. “Don’t go
changing your mind.”

‘And we walked on, and went in at the dark doorway, and.
climbed about a million stairs, and went into a room that
smelt of rats. The man sat down and swore a litle, and I sat
and looked at him.

Presently I couldn't keep it in any longer.

“Do e live here?” I said. s it true we're going to the
country? Wasn't that policeman a good sort? Don't you like:
‘policement I knew lots of policemen at the public-house. Are
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there any other dogs here? What s there for dinner? What's in
that cupboard? When are you going to take me out for another
run? May I go out and see if  can find a cat?”

“Stop that yelping” he said.

“When we go to the country, where shall we live? Are you
going to be a carctaker at a house? Fred's father is 2 caretaker
at a big house in Kent. I've heard Fred talk about it. You didn’t
meet Fred when you came to the public-house, did you? You
would like Fred. Tlike Fred. Mother likes Fred. We ll ke
Fred”

Twwas going on to tell him a lot more about Fred, who had
alvvays been one of my warmest friends, when he suddenly got
hold of a stick and walloped me with it

“You keep quiet when you're told.” he said.

He really was the shyest man I had ever met. It seemed to
‘hurt him to be spoken to. However, he was the boss, and I had
to humor him, so I didn't sey any more.

‘We went down to the country that night,just as the man
'had told the policeman we would. T was all worked up, for
Thad heard so much about the country from Fred that T had
alvvays wanted to go there, Fred used to go off on a motor-
bicycle sometimes to spend the night with his father in
Kent, and once he brought back  squirrel with him, which
1 thought was for me to cat, but Mother said no. “The first
thing 2 dog has to learn,” Mother used often to say, “is that the
whole world wasn't created for him to cat.”

It was quite dark when we got to the country, but the
man seemed to know where to go. He pulled at my rope, and
e began to walk along a road with no people in it at all. We.
wwalked on and on, but it was all so new to me that I forgot
‘how tired I was. I could feel my mind broadening with every
step Ttook.

Every now and then we would pass a very big house which
looked as i it was empty, but I knevw that there was a caretaker
inside, because of Fred's father. These big houses belong to
very rich people, but they don't want to live in them tll the
summer so they put in caretakers, and the caretakers have &
dog to keep off burglars. I wondered if that was what I had
been brought here for.

“Are you going to be a carctaker?” I asked the man.

“Shut up.” he said.
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2 Solshutup.

After we had been walking 2 long time, we came to 2
cottage. A man came out. My man seemed to know him, for
he called him Bll. I was quite surprised to see the man was
notat ll shy with Bill. They scemed very friendly.

“Is that him?” said Bill,looking at me.

“Bought him this afternoon.” said the man,

“WelL” said Bill, *he's ugly enough. He looks fierce. If you
want a dog, he's the sort of dog you want. But what do you
wwant one for? It seems to me it’s a lot of rouble to take, when

20 there's no need of any trouble at all. Why not do what I've
alivays wanted to do? What's wrong with just fixing the dog,
same as it’s alvays done, and walking in and helping yourself?”

“I'ltell you what's wrong” said the man. “To start with,
‘you can't get at the dog to fix him except by day, when they let
him out. At night he's shut up inside the house. And suppose
‘you do fix him during the day, what happens then? Either the
bloke:s gets another before night, or else he sits up all night
with a gun. Tt isn'tlike as if these blokes was ordinary blokes.
They're down here to look after the house. That's their job,

220 and they don't take any chances.”

It was the longest speech I had ever heard the man make,
and it scemed to impress Bill. He was quite humble,

“I didn't think of that.” he said. “We'd best startin to
train this tyke at once.”

Mother often used to say, when I went on about wanting
to go out into the world and see life, “You'll be sorry when
‘you do. The world isn't all bones and liver.” And I hadn't been
living with the man and Bill in their cottage long before I
found out how right she was.

Z0 Itwas the man's shyness that made all the trouble. It
seemed s if he hated to be taken notice of.

It started on my very first night at the cottage. 1 had fallen
aslecp in the kitchen, tired out after ll the excitement of the
day and the long walks I had had, when something woke me
with a start, It was somebody scratching at the window, trying
togetin.

WelL T ask you. T ask any dog, what would you have done
in my place? Ever since I was old enough to listen, Mother had
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told me over and over again what I must o in a case like this

20 Itis the ABC of a dog’s education. “If you are in a room and
You hear anyone trying to get in,” Mother used to say, "bark. It
‘maybe some one who has business there, or it may not. Bark
first, and inguire aftersards. Dogs were made to be heard and
not seen.”

1lifted my head and yelled. T have 2 good, deep voice, due

to 2 hound strain in my pedigree7 and at the public-house,
wwhen there was a full moon, T have often had people leaning
out of the windows and saying things al down the strect.
Ttook a deep breath and et it g

0 “Man"I shouted. "Bill: Ma
burglar getting in!”

Come quick! Here's 2
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Then somebody struck a light, and it was the man himself.
‘He had come in through the window.

He picked up a stick. and he walloped me. T couldn’t
understand it. T couldn't see where I had done the wrong
thing. But he was the boss, so there was nothing to be said.

1Fyou'll believe me, that same thing happened every
night. Every single night! And sometimes twice or three times
before morning. And every time I would bark my loudest, and
the men would strike a light and wallop me. The thing was
baffling. T couldn’t possibly have mistaken what Mother had
said to me. She said it too often for that. Bark! Bark! Barkl It
was the main plank of her whole system of education. And yet,
here I was, getting walloped every night for doingit.

Ithought it out till my head ached, and finally I got it
right. T began to see that Mother's outlook was narrow. No
doubt, living with 2 man like Master at the public-house. a
‘man without a trace of shyness in his composition, barking
was allright. But circumstances alter cases. I belonged to
2 man who was a mass of nerves, who got the jumps if you
spoke to him. What I had to do was to forget the training I
had had from Mother, sound as it no doubt was as a general
thing, and to adapt myself to the needs of the particuler man
wwho had happencd to buy me. T had tried Mother's way, and
all it had brought me was walloping, so now I would think
for myself.

So next night, when I heard the window go, Iy there
without a word, though it went against all my better feclings.
1didn’t even growl. Someone came in and moved about in the
dark, with a lantern, but, though I smelt that it was the man,
1didn’t ask him a single question. And presently the man lit
alight and came over to me and gave me a pat, which wasa
thing he had never done before.

“Good dog!” he said. "Now you can have this.”

And he let me lick out the saucepan in which the dinner
had been cooked.

‘After that, we got on fine. Whenever I heard anyone at the
window 1 just kept curled up and took no notice, and every
time I got a bone or something good. It was easy, once you had
got the hang of things.

Tt was about a weeks after that the man took me out one.
‘morning, and we walked a long way till we turned in at some
big gates and went along a very smooth road tll we came toa
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great house, standing all by itself in the middle of a whole lot
of country. There was a big lawn in front of it, and all round
there were fields and trees, and at the back a great wood.
‘The man rang a bell, and the door opened, and an old
man came out,
“Well?” he said, not very cordially.
2 “Ithought you might want to buy a good watch-dog” said
the man.
“Well, that's queer, your saying that.” said the caretaker.
“If's a coincidence. That's exactly what I do want to buy. I was
just thinking of going along and trying to get one. My old dog
‘picked up something this morning that he oughtn't to have,
and he's dead, poor feller.”
“Poor feller,” said the man. “Found an old bone with
‘phosphorus on it T guess.”
“What do you want for this one?”
0 “Five shillings"m
“Is hea good watch-dog?”
“He's a grand watch-dog.”
“He looks fierce enough.”
“ARl”
So the caretaker gave the man his five shillings, and the
man went off and left me.
At first the newness of everything end the unaccustomed
smells and getting to know the caretaker, who was a nice
old man, prevented my missing the man, but as the day
5 went on and I began to realize that he had gone and would
never come back I got very depressed. I pattered all over the
house, whining, It was a most interesting house, bigger than [
thought a house could possibly be, but it couldn't cheer me up.
‘You may think it strange that I should pine for the man, after
all the wallopings he had given me, and itis odd, when you
come to think of it. But dogs are dogs, and they are built ike
that. By the time it was evening I was thoroughly miserable.
Ifound 2 shoe and an old clothes-brush in one of the rooms,
but could eat nothing. I just sat and moped
= Ifsafunny thing but it seems a3 i f always happened that
just when you are fecling most miserable, something nice
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‘happens. As I sat there, there came from outside the sound of
a motor-bicycle, and somebody shouted.

It was dear old Fred, my old pal Fred, the best old boy that
ever stepped. I recognized his voice in a second, and I was
scratching at the door before the old man had time to get up
out of his chair.

WelL, well, well! That was a pleasant surprise! I ran five
times round the lawn without stopping, and then I came back

s and jumped up at him.

“What are you doing down here, Fred?” I said. s this
carctaker your father? Have you seen the rabbits in the wood?
How long are you going to stop? How's Mother? I like the
country. Have you come all the way from the public-house?
I'm living here now. Your father gave five shillings for me.

“Why, it’s young Blackie!” That was what th
the saloon. “What are you doing here? Where did you get this
dog, Father?”

“A man sold him to me this morning. Poor old Bob got
‘poisoned. This one ought to be just as good a watch-dog, He
barks loud enough.”

“He should be. His mother is the best watch-dog in
London. This cheese-hound used to belong to the boss. Funay
him getting down here.”

We went into the house and had supper. And after supper
we sat and talked. Fred was only down for the night he said.
because the boss wanted him back next day.

“And I'd sooner have my job than yours, Dad.” he said. “Of
30 all the lonely places! I wonder you aren't scared of burglars.”

“I've got my shot-gun, and there's the dog. I might be
scared if it wasn't for him, but he kind of gives me confidence.
Old Bob was the same. Dogs are a comfort in the country.”

“Get many tramps here?”

“I've only seen one in two months, and that's the feller who
sold me the dog here.”

s they were talking about the man, [ asked Fred ifhe
knew him. They might have met at the public-house, when the
‘man was buying me from the boss.

0 “You would like him,” I said. “T wish you could have met.”

They both looked at me.

“What's he growling at?” asked Fred. “Think he heard
something?”
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The old men laughed.

“He wasn't growling, He was talking in his slesp. You're
nervous, Fred. It comes from living in the city.”

“Well, T am. T like this place in the daytime, but it gives me
the pips at night. I so quict. How you can stand it here all
the time, I can't understand. Two nights of it would have me
secing things.”

His father laughed.

“If you feellike that, Fred, you had better take the gun to
bed with you.  shall be quite happy without it

“Twill” said Fred. "Il take six if you've got them.”

And after that they went upstairs. | had a basket in
the hall, which had belonged to Bob, the dog who had got
poisoned. It was a comfortable basket, but I was so excited at
having met Fred again that I couldn't slecp. Besides, there was
a smell of mice somewhere, and I had to move around, trying
toplaceit.

Towas just sniffing at  place in the wall when Theard a
scratching noise. At first I thought it was the mice working in
a different place, but, when I listened,  found that the sound
came from the window. Somebody was doing something to it
from outside.

Ifit had been Mother, she would have lifted the roof off
right there, and so should L if it hadn't been for what the men
had taught me. I did'tthink it possible that this could be
the man come back, for he had gone away and said nothing
about ever secing me again. But I didn't bark. I stopped where
Towas and listened. And presently the window came open, and
somebody began to climb in.

1 gave a good sniff, and I knevw it was the man.

Twwas so delighted that for a moment I nearly forgot myself
and shouted with joy, but I remembered in time how shy he
was, and stopped myself. But I ran to him and jumped up
quite quietly, and he told me to lie down. I was disappointed
that he didn't seem more pleased to see me. Iley down.

Tt was very dark but he had brought a lentern with him,
and 1 could see him moving about the room, picking things up
and putting them in 2 bag which he had brought with him.
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s T sat and watched him creep about the room, it

4 suddenly came to me that here was a chance of doing him &
real good turn in spite of himelf. Fred was upstairs, and Fred,
s Tknew by experience, was the easiest man to get along with
in the world. Nobody could be shy with Fred.  elt that f only
1 could bring him and the man together, they would get along
splendidly, and it would teach the man not to be silly and
avoid people. It would help to give him the confidence which
he needed. 1 had seen him vith Bill and I knew that he could
be perfectly natural and casy when he liked.

Ttwas true that the man might object at first, but after a

0 while he would see that T had acted simply for his good. and
wwould be grateful.

‘The difficulty was, how to get Fred down without scaring
the men. T knew that i shouted he wouldn't wait, but would
be out of the window and away before Fred could get there.
What T had to do was to go to Fred's zoom, explain the whale
situation quietly to him, and ask him to come down and make
himself pleasant.

‘The man was far too busy to pay any attention to me.

‘He was knecling in a corner with his back to me, putting
0 something in his bag. I seized the opportunity to steal sofly
from the room.

Fred's door was shut, and I could hear him snoring.
Iscratched gently, and then harder, il T heard the snores stop.
He got out of bed and opened the door.

“Don't make a noise,” I whispered. “Come on downstairs.

Twwant you to meet a friend of mine.”

At first he was quite peevish.oo

“What's the idea.” he said, “coming and spoiling a man's
beauty-sleep? Get out”

He actually started to go back into the room.

“No. honestly. Fred." I said, “T'm not fooling you. There is
‘2 man downstairs. He got in through the windo. I want you
to meet him. He's very shy, and I think it will do him good to
have a chat with you.”

“What are you whining about!” Fred began, and then he
broke off suddenly and listened. We could both hear the man's
footsteps as he moved about.
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Fred jumped back into the room. He came out, carrying
something. He didn't say any more but started to go
downstairs, very quict, and I went after him,

‘There was the man, still putting thingsin his bag. 1 was
just going to introduce Fred, when Fred gave a great yell.

T could have bitten him.

“What did you want to do that for, you chump?"rn I said
“Itold you he was shy. Now you've scared him.”

He certainly had. The man was out of the window
quicker than you would have believed possible. He just flew
out. I called after him that it was only Fred and me, but at
that moment a gun went off with a tremendous bang, so he
couldn't have heard me.

Towas pretty sick about it. The whole thing had gone
wrong. Fred scemed to have lost his head entirely. Naturally
the man had been frightened with him carrying on in that
jumped out of the window to see if I could find the man
and explain, but he was gone. Fred jumped out after me, and
nearly squashed me.

Tt was pitch dark out there. I couldn't see a thing. But
Tknew the man could not have gone far, or I should have
heard him. I started to sniff round on the chance of picking
up his trail It wasn't long before I struck it

Fred's father had come down now, and they were
running about. The old man had a light. I followed the trail
and it ended at a large cedar tree, not far from the house.
Istood underneath it and looked up, but of course I could not
see anything,

“Are you up there?” I shouted. “There's nothing to be
scared at. Tt was only Fred. He's an old pal of mine. He works
at the place where you bought me. His gun went offby
accident. He won't hurt you.”

‘There wasn't a sound. I begen to think I must have made
a mistake.

“He's got away.” I heard Fred say to his father, and just as
he said it I caught a faint sound of someone moving in the
branches above me.

“No he hasn't” I shouted. “He's up this tree.”

“Ibelieve the dog's found him, Dad!”

“Yes, he's up here. Come along and mest him.”
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Fred came to the foot of the tree.
“You up there,” he said, “come along down.”
20 Notasound from the tree.

“It's ll right.” | explained, “he is up there, but he's very
shy. Ask him again.”

“All right.” said Fred, “stay there if you want to. But I'm
going to shoot off this gun into the branches just for fun.”

‘And then the man started to come down. As soon as he
touched the ground I jumped up at him.

“This is fine!” I said. “Here's my friend Fred. You'll ke
i

But it wasn't any good. They did't get along together at
all. They hardly spoke. The man went into the house, and
Fred went after him, carrying his gun. And when they got into
the house it was just the same. The man sat in one chair, and
Fred sat in another, and after a long time some men came in
a motor-car, and the man went away with them. He didn't say
good-bye to me.

When he had gone, Fred and his father made a great fuss
of me. T couldn't understand it. Men are so 0dd. The man
wasn't a bit pleased that I had brought him end Fred together,
but Fred seemed as if he couldn't do enough for me having
sio introduced him to the man. However, Fred's father produced

some cold ham~—my favorite dish—and gave me quite a lot of
it,so 1 stopped worrying over the thing. As Mother used to

say. “Don't bother your head about what doesn't concern you.
The only thing  dog need concern himself with is the bill of
fare.iz Eat your bun, and don't make yourself busy about other
‘people’s affairs.” Mother's was in some ways a narrow ouflook.
but she had a great fund of sterling common sense.
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Analyzing the Text

PERFORMANCE TASK

Writing Activity: Essay In The Vixer”
ken about why the Shy.
soquiet. Write s one-page
<he Shy Man's
not spesking.

« Review the story Make notes sbout
understand

+ Describe the man's cheracter, using
evidence from the text

Blackie and %o other cheractersin
the story.

Give concrete examples that
flusirate why the man dos
notspesk.

Use appropriste transiions such
as furthermare, one reason,and in
adidition o clariy relationships
among your ideas.

Provide s concluding statement
Upports your explanat
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Critical Vocabulary

surfeit  criticize  amiable  wallop  mope  morbid

Practice and Apply A

Inen did you ever criticize someor
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Vocabulary Strategy: Greek Suffix -ize

5 5 verb when it s added 20 2 noun. For

e 10 cause 10 be o 1o become; o cause:
toresemble; o reat s

ence with one of the following

wword and its meaning. Use-

dramatize  idolize  authorize  equalize  jeopardize
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Language Conventions:
Intensive Pronouns

Intensive pronouns adding
pronous re used y, or emphasize,
ronouns,

First Person Second Person Third Person
youse Himse hersef tsell
youselves themseives

Here s an example
‘Then somebody strucka light, and it was the man himself.

himseffemphasizes Blacki
own home. Here a

king
‘The dog jiself hid the bone.
He took the car home himself.
‘You ate the whole cake yourselfl
‘The scouts vill clean the room themselves.
Keepinmi
and theirseles, even tho
The correct forms in thess

ard English does not include forms such as i
& pronouns.

Practice and Apply Com

have totake responsibicy

shthe
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P.G. Wodehouse (1881-1975) was born i England. Although
Wodehouse aways wanted o be  writer, s a young man e
was forced to work at a London bank to make a lving. Thi career
did ot astlong.Aftr only two years, Wodshouse eft the bank
and began writing full ime.In 1904, Wodshouse It England for
New York. There, Wodehouse began writing plays and musicals
inaddition to novels and short storis. Wodehouselater added
many movie screenplays to his long st of writing
accomplishments.

Short Story by P. G. Wodehouse

SETTING A PURPOSE As you read, pay attention to how
2 dog’s actions affect his masters plans. Write down any.
questions you have while reading.

‘ooking back. T always consider that my carcer as 2 dog.
proper really started when I was bought for the sum of

halfa crowni: by the Shy Man. That event marked the end of
my puppyhood. The knowiedge that I was worth actual cash
to somebody filled me with a sense of new responsibilities. It
sobered me. Besides, it was only after that half-crown changed
hands that I went out into the great world; and, however
interesting life may be in an East End public-house, it is only
wwhen you go out into the world that you really broaden your

% mind and begin to see things.
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‘Within its limitations, my life had been singularly full
and vivid. 1 was born, as I say, in a public-house in the

East End, and however lacking a public-house may bein
refinement and the true culture, it certainly provides plenty
of excitement. Before I was six weeks old, T had upset three
policemen by getting between their legs when they came
round to the sidedoor, thinking they had heard suspicious
noises; and T can still recal the interesting sensation of being
chased seventeen times round the yard with a broom-handle
after a well-planned and completely successful reid on the
Larder. These and other happenings of a like nature soothed
for the moment but could not cure the restlessness which

has alwvays been so marked a trait in my character. I have
altvays been restless, unable to settle down in one place and
anxious to get on to the next thing. This mey be due to 2
gipsye strain in my ancestry—one of my undles traveled with
a circus—or it may be the Artistic Temperament.c acquired
from a grandfather who, before dying of 2
in the property-room of the Bristol Colise
isiting in the course of a professional tour, had an established
reputation on the music-hallstage as one of Professor Pond's
Performing Poodles.

Towe the fullness and variety of my lfe to this restlessness
of mine, for | have repeatedly left comfortable homes in order
to follow some perfect stranger who looked as if he were on his
wway to somewhere interesting, Sometimes I think | must have
catblood in me.

The Shy Man came into our yard one afternoon in April
wehile I was slecping with Mother in the sun on an old sweater
which we had borrowed from Fred, one of the barmen. I heard
Mother growl, but I didn't take any notice. Mother is what
they call 2 good watch-dog, and she growls at everybody
except Master. At first when she used to do it, I would get
up and bark my head off, but not no. Lifes too short to
bark at everybody who comes into our yard. Itis behind the
public-house, and they keep empty botles and things there,

50 people are altways coming and going.
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Besides, [ was tired. Thad had a very busy morning,
helping the men bringin 2 lot of cases of beer and running
into the saloon to talk to Fred and generally looking after
things. So T was just dozing off again when I heard a voice say.
“Well he's ugly enough.” Then I knew that they were talking
about me.

Thave never disguised it from myself, and nobody has
ever disguised it from me, that | am not a handsome dog.
‘Even Mother never thought me beautiful. She was no Gladys
‘Cooper herself, but she never hesitated to criticizemy
appearance. In fact, T have yet to meet anyohe who did. The
first thing strangers say about me is “What an ugly dog!”

Tdon't know what | am. T have a bull-dog kind of a face,
but the rest of me is terrier.  have a long tail which sticks
straight up in the air. My hair is wiry. My eyes are brown. I am
jet black with a white chest. I once overheard Fred saying that
Twwas a Gorgonzola cheese-hound.5; and I have generally found.
Fred reliable in his statements.

When I found that I was under discussion, T opened.
my eyes. Master was standing there, looking dovwn at me,

‘and by his side the man who had just said I was ugly enough.
‘The man was a thin man, about the age of a barman and
smaller than a policeman. He had patched brown shoes and.
black trousers.

“But he's got a sweet nature,” said Master.

This was true, huckily for me. Mother always said, “A dog
without influence or private means, if he is to make his way
in the world, must have cither good looks or amiability.”

But, according to her, T overdid it. A dog.” she wsed fo say,
“can have a good heart without chumsming with every Tom.
Dick and Harry he meets. Your behavior is sometimes quite
undog-like.” Mother prided herself on being a one-man dog.
She kept herself to herself, and wouldn't kiss anybody except
Master—not even Fred.

Now, I'm a mixer. I can't help it. Ifs my nature. Ilike men.
Tlike the taste of their boots, the smell of their legs, and the
sound of their voices. It may be weak of me, but a man has
only to speak to me, and a sort of thrill goes right down my
spine and sets my tail wagging.
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Iwwagged it now. The man looked at me rather distantly.
He didn't pat me. I suspected—what I afterwards found to be
the case—that he was shy, so I jumped up at him to put him at

50 his case, Mother growied again. I fel that she did not approve.

“Why, he's took quite a fancy to you already.” said Master.

‘The man didn't say 2 word. He seemed to be brooding on
something. He was one of those silent men. He reminded me
of oe, the old dog down the street at the grocer's shop, who
s at the door all day, blinking and not speaking to anybods

Master begen to talk about me. It surprised me, the way
he praised me. I hadn't a suspicion he admired me so much.
‘From what he said you would have thought I had won prizes
‘and ribbons at the Crystal Palace. But the man didn't seem to

100 be impressed. He kept on saying nothing.

‘When Master had finished telling hirn what a wonderful
dog Iwas tll I blushed, the man spoke.

“Less of it” he said. “Half a crown is my bid, and ifhe was
an angel from on high you couldn't get another ha' penny out
of me. What about t?”

A thrill went down my spine and out at my tail, for of
‘course I saw now what was happening. The man wanted to
buy me and take me away. I looked at Master hopefully

“He's more like a son to me than a dog.” said Master, sort

o of wistful.

“It's his face that makes you feel that way.” said the man,
‘unsympathetically. If you had a son that's just how he would
Took. Half a crown is my offer, and I'm in a hurry.”

“All right,” said Master, with a sigh, “though i’s giving
him away, a valuable dog ke that. Where's your half-crown?”

‘The man got a bit of rope and tied it round my neck.

1 could hear Mother barking advice and telling me to be a
cxedit to the family, but I was too excited tolisten.

“Good-bye, Mother,” I said. “Good-bye, Master. Good-bye,

1 Fred. Good-bye, everybody. I'm off to see life. The Shy Man
has bought me for half a crown. Wow!”

Tkept running round in circles and shouting, il the man
gave me a kick and told me to stop it.

Soldid.

1don't know where we went, but it was a long way. I had
never been off our street before in mylife and didn't know the
wwhole world was half as big as that. We walked on and on. and
the men jerking at my rope whenever I wanted to stop and





