
2 2 UNDER THE DOG-STAR.

Now, you must not think that Mr. and Mrs. Jimmy gave me away

because they thought me worthless. Not at all! They gave me

away because at that time I was the very best thing they had. I

do not say this out of vanity, but merely to show you how gen-

erous they were. I was still quite small, but I had learned a

number of things; one of these was to help my mother watch

the two smallest children while Mrs. Jimmy and the girls were

hanging out clothes on the flat: they took in washing, and had a

great many clothes to hang out. The very smallest was a baby,

and the next smallest was a nice little thing about five years old,

who thought she helped her mother a great deal. I found that

what my mother and I had to do was to watch these two little

things closely, and bark as loudly as we could if they went near

the fire or the tubs of water.

The day before I was given away little Biddy was sitting before

the fire, in her own chair, with little Mike in her lap: she had

begged so hard to hold him on her lap that their mother had put

him there for a few minutes. All the rest were out on the flat,

when Jimmy suddenly came in, and with him a gentleman who

wished to buy a dog. I was one of five brothers and sisters, and

Jimmy took the gentleman into the lumber-room, where we were

all supposed to live, though we really lived in the kitchen more

than anywhere else. I never before knew Biddy to do such a

thing. She had been sitting there, as good as gold, singing to

Mike and feeling for his new tooth, when she saw a piece of


