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Part One A Dog from Nowhere

Havilah Babcock

Introduction

comes to claim the dog shortly after ...

Trapped in the struggle for a better life, most of us have neither time nor energy to relax
in our own spiritual gardens to dream our dreams. But Mr. Junes is an exception. Living a
very common life, he still spends most of his life in love with a dream. To fulfill this dream, a
fine dog is crucial, and suddenly it comes! But to the great dismay of Mr. Junes, somebody

“It’s been three weeks, hasn’t it? Mr. Junes?” After forty years
she still called her husband “mister.” There are people like that.
“Have you made any effort to find the owner?”

“Why, yes — of course. But he’s probably not a neighbor-
hood dog. Wouldn’t have stayed here so contentedly.”

“Not so sure about that!” She chided' gently, laying aside the
apples she had been peeling®. “The way you’ve been pampering’
the big rascal, and stuffing him full of food.” To bring him out of
his daydream, she added, “Aren’t you supposed to put an adver-
tisement in the paper? Doesn’t the law require —”

“Yes. Three times in the lost-and-found”. I asked in Pittsfield
this morning.”

“But you didn’t put in an ad?”

“Been sort of busy here lately,” he defended lamely’. He ad-
mired her ability at reading his thought. “One thing bothers me: if

10—

1. chide ftfard/ vi. T &

2. peel /picl/ ve. B} (&)

3. pamper /‘peempa/ vi.
&, B

4. lost-and-found % 4%
18 4R &t

5. lamely /'lemmly/ adv.
Ml R
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6. bird dog B8R

7. eke out a living 3§

7 Hedx & it

8. covey /'’kav/ n. —
B
9. quail /kweil/ n. #4
£
10. clamoring /'kleemo-
riy/ adj. °Yi# &4
11.tremendous /tri-
'mendoas/ adj. K
8, EX#
12. fox terrier f&IRK
13. gauge /geirds/ n.
(#. o)) oz

14. honor-bound /'pna-
‘baund/ adj. F#%
Mmxey, HATR
ARk A Y
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we advertise him, how can we be sure the person asking is the
rightful owner? I'd hate to see a fine dog like that —”

“Make the person describe his dog before we let him see
ours,” she said wisely. “And make him call the dog by name. That’s
if you’ve hit on his name, yet?”

“No, I've tried every name a bird dog’ could be called by. Can
you give me some more to try?”

Henry Junes had spent most of his life in love with a dream.
Until fourteen he had lived a wonderful life in the country. But
then his father had died and his mother lost the farm. They had
moved to the city where they had been able to eke out a living’.
Henry did odd jobs after school and later he attended night classes.
Finally he got a job in a downtown bank, where he saw a lot of
money but didn’t get touch of it. Thirty-five years in one office,
over one desk, doing the same thing through endless days.

But, don’t feel sorry for him, because Mr. Junes had his dream:
he would someday go back to the country and pick up where he
left oftf. Now at sixty-six, he had part of it anyway. He has gotten
himself a farm. The land wasn’t much good, but it was still a farm.
And, of all surprises, it contained big coveys® of quail’, whose clam-
oring'’ takeoff filled him with a tremendous' thrill.

At first, it had not been quail, but the squirrels he and a fox
terrier'” had hunted when he was a boy. Now the beautiful twenty-
gauge" shotgun he had gotten himself would have a purpose. But
a dog? He had none, and the kind he wanted would have been
hard to come by, even if he had the money. Now fate had sent
him a dog from nowhere only a few weeks before the hunting
season.

Mr. Junes had known from the start that he would have to
advertise the dog. He felt honor-bound" to do it, and he chided
himself for not having done it sooner. Such a fine-looking dog
would hardly go unclaimed, he reasoned uneasily.

The next day he placed the advertisement, but still he felt a
small sense of guilt. A few days later the advertisement appeared
in the paper: “Found: one dog. Owner may recover by identifying
name.” The advertisement had been the smallest possible, and
hopefully would not go unnoticed.

It was not until a week later that a car bearing an out-of-



state license pulled up in front of the house. A big car, Mr. Junes
noted. He had been making apple cider”, and his wife was just
coming from the orchard with an apronful of purple plums'
“Mercy me,” she said. “We’re such sights. Show him around to
the front door.”

But the stranger strode straight toward them. They noticed
that he was tall, that a boyish grin lit up his face, and that one
sleeve hung limp'"’ by his side.

“I hope you folks will forgive my barging in'®,” he said. “I saw
you were busy. What I've come to see you about — apple cider!”
he let out a whistle. “Good fresh-run' apple cider.”

Mr. Junes found a glass and filled it to the brim® from the
still flowing cider trough™ . Glass after glass, the tall boy drunk.

“Since I've made such a glutton” of myself, let me turn the
next tubful.” he said, shaking off his coat.

Noting the missing arm, Mr. Junes wanted to protest, but
didn’t know how.

“It’s okay. Got to build up the old muscle!” The boy said. He
made the cleated rollers” hum and rock as the fresh-washed apples
splattered” into the hopper”.

“How tall are you?” asked Mr. Junes, looking up.

“Six-two, but they say infantrymen get shorter!” he laughed.

“Jim was sixty-two,” said Mr. Junes.

“Sixty-two and a half,” gently corrected Mrs. Junes.

“Jim?”

“Our boy. He was on the Bunker Hill.”

“A great crew, the Bunker Hill’s,” the boy said soberly**. “I'm
sure he left you proud memories.” And his own mind jerked”
back to a shellhole in New Guinea. But it was not a thing on which
to dwell. “Now that I've drunk you folks out of house and home,
I'll explain why I'm here. The dog. The dog you advertised,” he
said, taking a clipping® from a pocket a bit awkwardly, as if he
hadn’t yet learned to do two-handed things with one hand.

“Yes, the dog,” repeated Mr. Junes. “Of course, the dog.”

“Four weeks ago,” the boy went on, “When driving through
this country, I had a flat tire. While I was gone for help, someone
broke into my car and removed my suitcase and my dog. The case
I didn’t mind, but the dog — I spent three days looking for him.”

554
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15.cider /'saida/ n. ¥
it
16.plum /plany/ n. %,

17.limp /limp/ adj. A2
By, FI

18.barge in /ba:dz/ 4]
AN

19. fresh-run /'frefran/
adj. 81§49

20.brim /brim/ n. i,
%

21.trough /tro:f7 n. 4,
KA

22. glutton /'glatan/ n.
wRA

23.cleated roller JA#2
) & & iR AL

24.splatter /'splata/
vi. HEAf o de i
'F

25.hopper /'hopa/ n.
#EHF, Rt

26.soberly /'saubali/
adv. = # i

27.jerk /dzak/ vi. B
—%, f&if

28.clipping /'klipmy/ n.
R
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29. leaden/'ledan/ adj.
IASES]

30. pointer/ 'pomnta/ n.
— A4 LR K

31. drooping / 'druzpiy/
adj. k&), &
T

32. gaunt/gomt/ adj. 18
G S

33. relive /ritliv/ vi. &
=, BRE

34. carry away & &
A%, RilME
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“What kind of dog was he?” Mr. Junes found himself saying
in a leaden® voice, a pounding in his heart.

“A big male pointer®, white and tan, with a tan saddle and a
tan tail. And when he lay down, he had a way of crossing his front
feet. I would know him instantly, and of course, he would know
me.”

It was then that hope died in the heart of Mr. Junes. Weakly
he got to his feet, his drooping*' shoulders and gaunt* face for the
first time in weeks showing his sixty-six years. Even when you
know a thing is going to happen, you hope it won’t.

But he was an honest man and he said: “I wouldn’t think of
charging you for keeping him. He is your dog, I'm sure, but I
wonder if you’d mind calling him by his name and letting him
recognize you. He went with the neighbor’s boy for the cow and
will be coming through the field about now.” '

At the edge of the field, near a sad-looking patch of beggar’s
lice, the two men stepped into a covey of quail that went whirring
away to the alder thicket.

“Did you see that? Did you see that?” said Mr. Junes excitedly.
“That is where he found them the other day. There are a good
many coveys around, but I don’t think I could ever learn to hit
them. You see, I haven’t had a chance to hunt since I was fourteen,
and now —”

“Wait,” said the boy. “You say the dog found them here a few
days ago. How did it act? Tell me that.”

“It was a thing to see!” said Mr. Junes, reliving*’ the moment.
“For the longest time he stood there with head high and tail aloft.
He was a tan-and-white statue. It was something, I can tell you.
But I’'m afraid I couldn’t ever learn to hit them. Do you think I
could?” he asked eagerly, the words tumbling out. “Reckon I'm
too — old?”

“Sure you can learn,” answered the boy. “With a good dog
and a little practice you could handle them just fine. Sure you
could.”

Carried away**by the feeling of the moment and the thrill of
a big covey rise, the boy was driven to ask a question of his own.
“Do you think I could learn —” But quickly he lowered his head
and turned away.



“Here he comes now,” said Mr. Junes as the big pointer strode
forward. “I’'m just about sure he’s yours and that he will be glad to
see you.”

The dog turned quickly toward the boy, then stopped and
looked over his shoulder at Mr. Junes. Standing halfway be-
tween the two, he looked from one to the other, a baffled®
expression on his face. Then having worked out whatever prob-
lem lay on his mind, he strode straight to Mr. Junes and licked
his hand.

“There is a likeness,” said the boy. “A remarkable likeness.
But dogs often look alike. The name alone will tell. Here, Chief!
Here, Chiefl” he called softly.

The dog’s only answer was to whimper*

and jam?” his big
‘muzzle against the outstretched hand of Mr. Junes.

“That is not my dog,” said the boy. “I hope you will find his
right name. Bad luck to change a dog’s name.”

Back at the house, the boy hurriedly thanked them for their
hospitality and was gone. Mr. and Mrs. Junes heard the car roar-
ing away. “Fine young fellow,” said Mr. Junes. “Wonder why he
was in such a hurry. When he described the dog, I was sure it was
his. Scared me out of six months’ growth,” he grinned*, remem-
bering the expression from long ago. ‘

When, after a week, no one else had asked about the dog, Mr.
Junes’ fears were quieted. “Trouble now,” he said, “is to find his

name. Just can’t name a dog any old thing. I'll make up another list

”»

But there was a telegram in his mailbox. It had come from a
distant city, and was unsigned. Half-fearfully his eyes dropped onto
the body of the message, which was quite short. It said, “TRY
TENNESSEE.”
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35.
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37.

38.

baffled /'befld/ adj.
B &Y

whimper /'hwim-
pa/ vi. *&vE

jam /dzaem/ vi.
#, it

erin /grin/ vi. &
w1 K
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Part Two Welcome to Our Bank

Henry Slesar

Introduction

himself in fact.

If you love the property, seek for it properly. George Picken doesn’t think so. For
almost six years, he has been waiting for a good opportunity to seek for it stealthily, and
finally he thinks he has made it! But to his great surprise, it proves that he just outsmarts

39.verse fvais/ n. ¥ 4)

40.nameplate /'neim-
plert/ n. %1%

41.academy /a'kaedoa-
mi/ n. H¥EHF
A
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“Star light, star bright, first star I've seen tonight.

Wish I may, wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight:

Please let the First Central Bank be robbed.”

George Picken recited this verse” to himself as he looked at
the small star that appeared over his hometown of Southwick
Corners. He had been repeating this at every opportunity for al-
most six years, almost since the day he had started to work at the
bank as an assistant teller. Now he was a senior teller, with a brass
nameplate”’ and his own cashbox. At the very beginning, he had
thought that this was all he wanted in life, but soon he had realized
that it wasn’t the job, or the title, that really mattered. What mat-
tered was the money — so green, so fresh, so stiff and new, so full
of promise, so unlike the miserable pay he received twice a month.
Sometimes, he held as much as fifty thousand dollars in his hands,
fifty thousand green tickets to adventure and the full life beyond
the limited world of Southwick Corners.

But George would never steal that money. George was a
Southwick Boy. All Southwick Boys, graduates of that dear and
honored preparatory school, Southwick Academy'', knew that
stealing was wrong. No Southwick Boy ever had been arrested for
stealing. There were, to be sure, three who had been put in prison

or put to death for crimes of violence. But no Southwick graduate



stole.

And besides, there were three people whom George must
not disappoint. One was Mr. Burrows, the bank president, who
had given him the job (and who had gone to Southwick himself).
The second was Aunt Mary, who had raised George with honesty,
cleanliness and good plain cooking. And the third was Jennifer,
who would probably marry George once he named the day.

No, George Picken knew he could never simply take the thick
bundles of bills that were always under his hand. There was really
only one solution. The First Central Bank must be robbed. He
thought about it all the time, especially when he opened his morn-
ing newspaper and found repeated stories about bank robberies in
all parts of the country. It was becoming the national indoor sport,
a new profession. Everybody was robbing banks these days. Not
just professional criminals, with guns, scarves “2over their faces,
and getaway cars to escape in. Little old ladies were pushing threat-
ening notes through tellers” windows, baby-faced boys were walking
off with thousands, and real amateurs #were emptying cashboxes
all over the country. There was hardly a bank in America that had
not been robbed. George thought sourly # Except, of course, the
First Central Bank of Southwick Corners. What was wrong with
this bank? Were would-be robbers scornful ¥ of the bank’s mere
four-million-dollar capital? Were they afraid of Mr. Ackerman,
the ancient bank guard, who hadn’t pulled out his gun in twenty-
two years? Or was it just plain bad luck?

Mournfully, George Picken walked home from work every
day, and asked himself these questions. Why, why, why, with bank
robberies on the increase, why couldn’t he be robbed?

Naturally, George had his reasons for wanting to be robbed.
It was a method he had thought of long, long before. The scheme
was simple, and it went like this:

If Bank Robber A holds up ¥Bank Teller B —

And if Bank Teller B gives Bank Robber A a certain amount
of money —

What is to prevent Bank Teller B from pocketing all the money
left and claiming that it was stolen by Bank Robber A?

It was as simple as could be, and every time George Picken

examined the plan, it seemed more certain.
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42. scarf/ska:f/ n. %
rt7 ’ @ rp

43. amateur/ '@mato/
n. EFLAR

44. sourly/ ‘savall/ adv.
AR 1 3

45. scornful/'skamful/
adj. HALY, £
&t

46. scheme/skiim/ n.

itxl, FE

47. hold up##
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48. fix up &, BE

49. urge /3:d3/ n. &AL
R, H B

50. blush /blaf/ vi. &
i, A2

51. mutter / 'mata/
vt.&vi. $2 F 1K3E,
vk ok

52. slink /sligk/ vi. %
BEFERA
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There was only one difficulty.

Where was Bank Robber A?

One morning, George Picken awoke with a feeling that some-
thing was going to happen. Aunt Mary knew that he was troubled
the moment she saw him.

“Are you feeling sick, George?”

“No, Aunt Mary. Why do you say that?”

“You look sick. Must be those lunches you eat downtown.
Maybe you’d better come home for lunch from now on. Some
good boiled food will fix you up*.”

“I'm all right,” said George.

On his way to work, he met Jennifer, and had a sudden urge*
to tell her something. “Jennifer — ”

“Yes, George?”

“Jennifer, about that matter we were talking about. You know,
on the porch the other night.”

“Yes, George.” She blushed™.

“I just wanted you to know. It won’t be long now, Jennifer. I
feel in my bones.”

As he walked into the bank, and went toward his teller’s cage,
Mr. Burrows, the president, nodded him as usual.

“Good morning, Mr. Burrows,” he said cheerfully. “It’s a
wonderful day, isn’t it?” Mr. Burrows looked at George in
astonishment, muttered®' something, and went into his office.

At two o’clock, the bank door opened and Bank Robber A
walked in.

There was no doubt about his being a bank robber, not for a
moment. For one thing, he slinked*® in. The everyday customer of
the First Central Bank either hurried in or walked in easily, saying
hello to his neighbors. None of them ever slinked. Even more
convincing was the fact that the man wore a mask over the lower
part of his face. Nobody in Southwick Corners ever did that.

“All right,” the man said in a rough voice, “this is a holdup.”

He took an ugly black pistol from his right-hand pocket.
Mr. Ackerman, the guard, made a small nervous sound. “You,”
the bank robber said to him, “lie down on the floor.” Mr. Ackerman
sighed, and lay down contentedly, like an obedient pet dog.
Mr. Burrows came out of his office, muttered when he saw the



robber, and started back where he came from. The bank robber
asked him, politely, to return. Mr. Burrows, muttering in
discontent, did as he was told. Then the man stepped up to George
Picken’s cage.

George sighed in relief. There were the tellers’ cages, his
own, and Miss Dykes’, and it had been an even chance as to who
would get the business. Luckily, the robber had chosen him.

“All right,” the man said, “hand it over.”

“Yes, sir,” George said brightly. “Would you like it in ten or
twenty-dollar bills?”

“Just hand it over!”

George reached into his cashbox, and took all the bills from
the top section. The total was close to six thousand dollars. There
was another layer below, containing thousands more. He passed
the six thousand dollars through the window and the bank robber
took them greedily. Then he bundled®® them into his pocket, and
went rapidly back out the door.

Then, while all eyes watched the retreat of Bank Robber A,
Bank Teller B calmly lifted off the top section of the cashbox, and
quietly slipped the largest possible bills from the bottom section
into his pockets.

The door swung outwards and the bank robber was gone.

“Call again on our bank,” thought George.

Then he fainted.

When he stirred and woke, his first worry was whether he
had been searched. He touched his pockets and felt the bulk®* of
the notes. He smiled up at the worried faces looking down at him.

“I'm all right,” he said bravely. “I'm perfectly all right.”

“Wasn’t that awful?” Miss Dykes, the second teller said, her
eyes bright with excitement. “Did you ever see anything so bold
in your life?”

“Never,” George agreed. “Mr. Burrows —”

“Mr. Burrows went to call the police,” Mr. Bell, the chief
auditor® said. “Are you sure you don’t want a doctor, George?”

“No, no, 'm all right. If I could just go home now.”

“I think you should,” Miss Dykes said. “I really think you
should, Mr. Picken. What an awful experience.”

“Yes,” George said. “It was really awful.”
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53. bundle /'bandl/ vt.

54. bulk /balk/ n. K3&

55. auditor /'o:drta/ n.
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