A HISTORY OF
< '@@)‘ = e

3 MY PATHER'S DOGE
EOWZEB.

: Gc,n{uk h’.istrue;l;;s aithful way,
Azd in thy service eopy Tiey.

PROVIDENCE: =
GEO P. DANIELS.




<% CHILDREN AT PRAYER 3
= mm«»{m@%«»ﬁm@)@«w

THE RIDE.
mm«»«m«lmm




MY FATHER’S DOG
TOWZER.

When 1 was a little bnv about five
years old, and lived s home with my
father dnd mother, and went to school
every day, we had a large dog whose
name was Towzer, ‘md dlthnlmh eight
or nine years by since that
time, I very well re old Tow-
zer. He was a very dog, with
long ears and tail, a1 vis 80 high
thdt his head reached nearly up to my
shoulders. His breast and legs were
white, and his back was \p\xttod with
beautiful brown stripes. We all
thought him the handsomest dos in
town. And he was one of the best
also. My father kept him to drive
the thieves and other rogues away
from the house and yard. And after
he came to live with us, the bad boys
and men were very careful how they

1A 1¢




4

came about when Towzer was in sight.
If he was laying down taking a nap in
the shade, he was' sure to hear them
the moment they did any fhing that
was wrong. Here is a picture of him.

One bad boy who wanted to steal some
apples, but could never find an oppor-
tunity, said he believed Towzer al-
ways slept with one eye open.

But although he was so fierce and
cross to rogues, and they were somuch
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afraid of him, yet to the little children
who played with him, and were good
and kind, he was as gentle as a lamb.
When we were playing with him, he
would open his mouth and show his
large white teeth ; and perhaps, if we
pulled his ears too hard, he would
take hold of our hand or arm as if he
were going to bite it off. But we
knew it was only in play. He loved
us too well to hurt us. And when we
came home from school at night he was
always glad to see us, and would come
running and jumping tomeetus. He
appeared to understand a great deal
that the children said to him, and in
his way would often answer them with
his bow, wow, wow, but we could never
make him talk English. The boys
would sometimes let him have their
books to read or play with; but the
way in which he turned over the leaves
with his big feet pretty soon convinced
them that a book would not last Tow-
zer quite so long as it does some boys.
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But if he could neither cypher nor
read, nor even learn his letters, yet we
all thought him a very intelligent dog :
as you also will be convinced when I
ell you of some things which he did.

We had a ]mle wagon in which we
used often to draw each other about
the yard. It was a good strong wag-
on, and was painted green on the out-
side, and blue on the inside. It was
just large enough to hold one little boy
or girl at a time.

We would sometimes harness Tow-
zer into it, and get him to draw us
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about. And when my little sister, or
any other very little girl was riding, he
would draw it as carefully as he could
and go fast or slow, just as we wanted
him to. But when any of the great
boys got in, they had to look out for
themselves, for sometimes he would
run away with them, and perhaps tip
them over in the mud. But he did
something besides play. :

Once alittle girl was running about
the yard, and fell i a large Eistern
of water. Nc:!éo’r y was neagg#nd she
would have béén drowned, owzer,
who was lying down under a tree, had
not seen her, and taking hold of her
dress with his teeth, held her head
above the water'until sbme one came
and helped her out. He tried hard to
lift her out himself, but he was not
quite able to do it, and when she was
taken out safe, he appeared as glad and
happy as any of them.

A wicked man one day saw a small
box laying on the ground near the gate,
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which he thought he could get. He
first looked all around to see if any
one was near. And when he thought

I lily stooped
down to pick up the box. Jut Tow-
zer was laying down behind the gate,

ToWzer and the Thies.
and thr ough a crack was watching
him all the time. As soon as he took
up the box, Baw zer with his bow, wow,
wow, told him not to do so, and the
thief then dropped it and ran off. But
Towzer did not think it was rlght to
let him go after he had been trying to
steal. So he ran after him, The
man ran as fast as he could to get
away from the dog ; and when the wind
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blew off his hat, he did not dare to stop
to pick it up. But after all, he found he
could not run so fast as Tcwzer who
soon caught him by the coat and made
him go back to the house with him.
He did not bite him, but led him di-
rectly up to the door, and waited there
until some one came out. When they
saw the man standing there and Tow-
zer hold of his coat, they asked the
man what the matter was, and at last
he was obliged to tell the whole truth.
He was then let go, but not until he
had first promised, never again to take
any thing that did not belong to him.
This is only one instance of the care
with which he guarded his master’s
property. When left with him it was
always safe, either by day or by night.
As he grew older he became less play-
ful than before, and some of the bad
boys said he grew crosser. But if he
did, it was only to those who wanted
to do wrong; to all others he was as
gentle and as good natured as ever
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After this, he lived a long time, and
when he died we all felt very sorry.

Turk.

The nextdog who came to live with
us was named Turk. He was about
the samesize as Towzer and was upon
the whole, a pretty good dog. The
only fault T found with him was, that
he was a very lazy dog. Insteld of
running and wrestling and playing with
me as Towzer used to do, he preferred
sleeping halfthe day in his little house,
or lying on the grass under the trees.
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When told to do any thing, he would
mind very quickly, and my - father said
he was as tr orthy Towzer ; and
perhaps he was, but the little children
never liked him half as well. It may
be because he would not always play
with them when they wanted him to,
forgetting that dogs, as well as b0y=
and glrls, have ~0methmn else to do
beside play.

About this time another dog used
to come at night and sleep with Turk.
No one knew, at first, whose dog he
was, or - what was his ll'une He was
a ldrge shaggy dog, and we called him
the wild dog. T afterward learned
his history, and 1 will now tell yon
something about him.

His name was Tray, and on the
next page is a picture of him. About
two years before this, his master came
from England, which you know is a
great way off, to this country to live.
Tray was iuch a good dog, and his
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master loved him so well, that he




The Wild Dog,
brought him over with him. After he
had been here about six months, the
master was taken sick and died. The
poor dog was now left in a strange
place without a single friend. All day
long he sat beside the body of his mas-
ter, without noticing any one in the
room, and refusing all nourishment.
When they carried the body to be bu-
ried, Tray silently followed it, saw
them place the coffin in the grave, and
when they had filled it up with earth,
and were ready to return, he quietly
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lay down at its head and refused to
leave it.

This was in summer; and for a
whole year this good dog remained by
the side of his master’s grave, only
leaving it for a short time each day fo
procure his food. During all the long
winter, and the whole of the next sum-
mer, Tray there kept watch. The
cold storms of the one season, nor the
sultry heat of the other, could in the
least abate his love for the memory of
his master. The boys would often try
to coax him away, and sometimes they
would carry him away by force; but
he would always return the moment he
found himself at liberty. .

When the cold nights of the second
winter began to approach, Tray ac-
cepted the invitation of our dog T'urk,
and occupied a part of his warm bed.
At last he staid with him most of the
time, only occasionally visiting his
master’s grave. His great love and
fidelity to his master endeared him to




us all, and we ever after took good
care of him.

I was now old enough to be sent
away to a boarding-school, and upon
my return home at the end of the year,
Iffound another dog in Turk’s place.

He was a white dog and not so large
as either of the others. His name was
Lion; at first I did not have a very
good opinion of him ; for the first time
I went into the vard, he would not al-
low me to pick up a single apple, and
kept his eye upon me all the time, as
if he would say, “I don’t know you,
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