
  
    [image: Dandy’s Daring Deeds]
  


  
    
      DANDY’S DARING DEEDS

      A VICTORIAN SAN FRANCISCO BOSTON TERRIER COLLECTION

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        M. LOUISA LOCKE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Introduction

      

      
        
          Part One:

        

        
          
            Dandy Detects

          

        

      

      
        
          Part Two:

        

        
          
            Uneasy Spirits Excerpt

          

        

      

      
        
          Part Three:

        

        
          
            Dandy Delivers

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

      
        
          Part Four:

        

        
          
            Dandy’s Discovery

          

          
            Other Works by Author

          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      When I started writing Maids of Misfortune, the first book in my series of Victorian San Francisco mysteries, one of the earliest characters I envisioned was a small Boston Terrier that I eventually named Dandy. I had grown up with a Boston Terrier (a breed that originated in Boston in 1870) and I couldn’t think of a better way to interject a bit of humor into stories that were going to deal with some of the more serious aspects of life in a late nineteen-century western city.

      In time, Dandy became one of my most beloved creations, and this collection is a sampling of the stories in which this Boston Terrier plays an important role.

      For those who haven’t yet read any of the work in the Victorian San Francisco Mystery series (the ebook edition of the first book, Maids of Misfortune, is free and widely available), the main protagonists are Annie Fuller, a widow who owns a boardinghouse and supplements her income as the pretend clairvoyant Madam Sibyl, and Nate Dawson, a local lawyer and soon to be Annie’s beau.

      Not surprisingly, it is Annie’s activities as Madam Sibyl and her later job as a financial advisor that most often get Nate and her involved in solving a variety of mysteries. However, they frequently depend on the support of the numerous inhabitants of Annie’s O’Farrell Street boardinghouse in these investigations, and Dandy the Boston Terrier is no exception.

      Dandy is introduced in the third chapter of Maids of Misfortune when young Jamie Hewitt, one of Annie’s boarders, finds a young puppy being tormented by local boys and brings him home, hoping that he will be permitted to keep him.

      The following conversation is between Annie, Beatrice O’Rourke, the boardinghouse cook, and Kathleen Hennessey, the boardinghouse maid:

      
        
        By this time, the object of concern had come prancing in. He was a small bull-terrier mix, with the pugnacious, squashed-in muzzle of a dockside tough and the soulful brown eyes of an Italian poet. After sticking his non-existent nose into everything he could reach, the dog came and sat at Beatrice's feet, thrust his skinny chest forward, cocked his head to one side, and looked up expectantly.

        Annie chuckled. “Well, it looks as if he is a smart young thing, for he clearly knows who will cast the deciding vote. You have enough to do around here without adding the care and feeding of a dog.”

        Beatrice responded by looking significantly at the extremely alert cat in Annie's lap. “It seems to me that the deciding vote must come from that old puss, for if she won't put up with him, there will be no peace in this household. I know she is getting old and crotchety, but I won't have her bothered, even to please the young lad.”

        As if she knew she was being spoken about, the cat sat up in Annie’s lap, drew herself tall, and then sprang lightly down onto the kitchen floor. After arching slowly, she walked sedately across the floor until she stood facing the young bull terrier. He sat very still, without blinking. Annie could see that the effort he made not to bark was tremendous. Then, with a swiftness she found remarkable, the cat stretched out her right paw and lightly batted the dog on his forehead, right between his ears. Beyond emitting the smallest of yips and producing the fleeting impression that he had gone cross-eyed, the dog did not stir. The cat then stalked majestically across to her basket in the corner, circled twice, and curled up into instant sleep.

        A collective sigh of relief from both Beatrice and the dog followed this performance, and then the sound of laughter came from the doorway leading to the front part of the house.

        “I could have told you they'd get along, Ma'am,” said her servant Kathleen. ‘That old cat already showed him who is queen of the castle this afternoon in the backyard. No, Ma'am, as long as he stays in his place and acts the gentleman, they'll get along just fine.” ––Chapter Three, Maids of Misfortune

      

      

      The young dog was accepted into the household, but he didn’t show up again until I wrote the second work in the series, a short story entitled Dandy Detects that comprises Part One of this collection.

      The events in Dandy Detects come chronologically right after Maids of Misfortune, and in this story, Dandy gets his name and the reader discovers a little of the history of the breed.  More importantly, the young Boston Terrier helps uncover a crime.

      By the time I wrote Dandy Detects, I had done some additional research on dogs in nineteenth-century America. As the urban population of the nation grew, there were increasing concerns expressed over the threat represented by large packs of dogs roaming free within city limits. Newspapers were filled with stories about dogs attacking children and spreading rabies. As early as 1862, San Francisco authorities responded by passing a city ordinance that required that dogs be on a leash or muzzle, hiring dog catchers to round up stray dogs, and putting these strays in a pound until the owner paid a fine. Dogs not redeemed were executed. Of the over thousands of dogs caught yearly in San Francisco between 1863 and 1895, over two-thirds were not redeemed. This explains why Jamie’s mother, Barbara Hewitt, was so adamant that Dandy be kept on a leash when they walked him.

      At the same time, as Americans moved away from rural areas where animals were bred for practical economic reasons, some people began to adopt a new positive attitude towards dogs as pets. This helps explain the popularity of two stray dogs, Bummer and Lazarus, who many San Franciscans took to their hearts in the early 1860s. These two canines were made famous by the local newspapers that stressed their loyalty and bravery. This new attitude towards dogs as pets also explains the willingness of someone living in the expensive Palace Hotel to offer a $10 reward in the San Francisco Chronicle (more than most city residents made in a week) for a lost “… Terrier Dog, with clipped ears, answering to the name of Dandy.”

      Part Two of this collection is an excerpt from Uneasy Spirits, the second full-length novel in the Victorian San Francisco Mystery series. In Uneasy Spirits, Annie has been asked by one of her boarders to investigate a fraudulent trance medium. Someone who clearly objects to this investigation arranges an accident that could have been fatal to Annie. It is Dandy’s intervention that saves the day, which is why I decided to include this chapter as part of this collection.

      During the next three full-length books in this series, Dandy continues to demonstrate his skills as a brave guard dog and keen investigator. For example, in the first chapter of Bloody Lessons, the third novel in the series, Dandy breaks up an attempted assault on one of the boarders. In addition, Dandy provides a constant element of humor throughout the series, as can be seen in the following paragraph from the fifth novel, Pilfered Promises, which is set during the Christmas holidays:

      
        
        The Boston Terrier, Dandy, took great exception to the sudden appearance of an eight-foot fir tree in the middle of the boardinghouse’s formal parlor. When he’d first pranced into the room, hard on the heels of Jamie Hewitt, he’d simply stopped in astonishment, craning his head upwards, his little brow wrinkling in puzzlement. Then he began to back up, growling, with his fur standing on end all the way down his spine. When Jamie crouched down beside him to soothe him, Dandy gained the courage to stop backing up. Instead, he started to bark defiantly at the tree. Everyone in the room laughed. ––Chapter Twenty-One, Pilfered Promises

      

      

      Part Three of the collection consists of the novella, Dandy Delivers, and the events in this story come immediately after Pilfered Promises. In Dandy Delivers, Jamie Hewitt, accompanied by Dandy, is spending his winter holiday helping Ian Hennessey sell newspapers. Ian, the brother of the boardinghouse maid, Kathleen, finds himself in trouble, and it is Dandy who comes to the rescue.

      Finally, in Dandy’s Discovery, the short story that makes up Part Four of this collection, Annie has a small domestic puzzle to solve. The youngsters in the boardinghouse–-Jamie, Ian, Emmaline, and the young maid, Tilly––are eager to help her, but once again, it is the intrepid Dandy who ultimately discovers the answer to the mystery.

      I do hope you enjoy reading about the Boston Terrier Dandy and his exploits, and that these stories will tempt you to read or reread the rest of the books in the Victorian San Francisco Mystery series.
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        San Francisco, September 1879

      

      

      Barbara Hewitt sat by the open window, drinking in the faint breeze that barely touched the flame of the candle sitting on the table in front of her. While it was nearly eleven at night, her attic bedroom refused to release the accumulated heat of the day. While it was only her second September in the city of San Francisco, she was already familiar with the odd habit the weather had of producing the first searing temperatures of summer just in time for the fall school term.

      Today, her students at San Francisco Girls High had wilted under the requisite five layers of clothing that female modesty dictated, and she had noted that none of them had been willing to forgo the newly fashionable polonaise wool dresses that had clearly been specially tailored for the start of school. She smiled to herself as she thought of the dampness of their knitted brows as they struggled over their first English literature essays--essays that she was trying to finish grading by candlelight so that she could return them in the morning.

      A raised voice and a sharp sound shattered her reverie, and she looked out the window into the illuminated back room on the top floor of the house across the alley. A lit oil lamp revealed in stark detail the tableau of a man and a woman and a dog. The shaggy black dog was clutched in the arms of the woman, who was sitting at an upright piano, her shining blonde head bowed. The wide-shouldered man loomed over her, his hands pressing down on the lid that covered the piano keys. The sound Barbara had heard probably came from the man slamming the lid down, since the soft notes of a Beethoven sonata had now been replaced by silence. But it just as well could have been the sound a man’s hand made when it came forcibly against the delicate skin of a woman’s face.

      Barbara remembered another room, on another breathlessly hot night, and another furious man. But that room had also contained the increasingly frantic wails of a three-year-old boy, a sound that had driven her across time and space to end up in this attic in Mrs. Fuller’s O’Farrell Street boarding house. She stood up and turned her back on the window, taking up the candle to move across the room to an adjoining alcove where her young son lay asleep. Jamie was now eight, and he slept in that deep, drugged state that healthy children effortlessly achieve. She briefly stroked his sweat-darkened short hair that the summer’s sun had burnished golden, and her heart turned over.

      She then noticed that Dandy, Jamie’s terrier, was sitting upright on the bed, staring alertly at her. The candlelight revealed the blaze of white on his chest and the white around his neck and front paws. The white patches looked so much like a starched white shirt against his black fur that Mrs. O’Rourke, the boarding house cook and housekeeper, had exclaimed, “Oh, Jamie, with that squashed-in face, if he doesn’t look like a street tough trying to pass as a high-class gent. A dandy right enough, all dressed up in his fine evening clothes.”

      Dandy, ears erect on either side of his round forehead and slightly bulging eyes reflecting the candle glow, cocked his head and wrinkled his short muzzle to emit a soft, questioning, “Woof.”

      “Shush, Dandy,” Barbara whispered. “Don’t wake up Jamie. I am sure everything is all right.”
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        * * *

      

      “Gracious me, I do declare that if this heat continues, I shan’t be able to eat a bite. Now, dear sister, I do insist that you take some of this chicken; you must keep up your strength. How clever of Mrs. O’Rourke to think of making this cucumber soup; a fine choice on a day like this. I don’t remember when we have had such a string of hot days, not here in San Francisco. Now, in Natchez, where Miss Millie and I spent our youth, this would be a mild summer day. Oh my goodness, Millie, do you remember how hot it got back in Natchez? I….”

      Barbara let the older woman’s conversation wash over her as she picked at her dinner. She was exhausted from several sleepless nights, and her head had been so muzzy at school today that she had finally let her last period students work silently on their poetry assignments because she couldn’t summon the energy to listen to their recitations. She looked over at Miss Minnie Moffet, who was continuing to tell the rest of the boarders about summers in Natchez, and she wondered at the woman’s determined cheerfulness. Miss Minnie and her sister, Miss Millie, who must be in their early seventies, shared a tiny room across the hall from Barbara. If Miss Minnie’s stories had any connection to the truth, she and her sister had not been born poor back in Natchez. Nevertheless, some hinted-at tragedy had landed them in San Francisco, where they eked out their living as skilled seamstresses. Barbara noticed that Miss Millie, who looked so like Miss Minnie that they could be twins, was smiling benignly at her loquacious sister. Jamie swore that Miss Millie did speak, but Barbara had never heard her utter a syllable. She wondered if Miss Millie had simply given up trying to get a word in edgewise some time in the distant past.

      Well, at least with Miss Minnie at dinner, I won’t have to worry about making conversation, Barbara was just thinking when a masculine voice on her right destroyed that hope.

      “Ah, excuse me, Mrs. Hewitt. Jamie was just telling me that you had promised him that you would take him up to Nob Hill this weekend, and I wanted to let you know I would be free to accompany you.”

      Barbara looked over at Mr. Chapman, who was leaning forward to speak to her around Jamie, and suppressed her irritation. A tall, awkward man in his thirties, Mr. Chapman had some sort of office job, and he seemed to feel it was not safe for her to walk in the city without a male escort.

      “Why, thank you, Mr. Chapman. I will certainly let you know if we do decide to do so. It all depends on the weather and my students’ essays. It is the beginning of the term, and I am afraid that, between the heat and their apparent failure to retain anything they learned last year, I may be in for a difficult weekend of grading.”

      Relieved that Jamie had immediately reclaimed Mr. Chapman’s attention, Barbara shifted her attention to the rest of the boarders at the table. On her left was Mr. Harvey, a clerk in a dry goods store who shared a room on the second floor with Mr. Chapman. He had an ailing wife who lived up near Sacramento, and she had noticed that he seemed as reluctant as she to engage in dinnertime conversation. Next to him at the head of the table sat Mr. Herman Stein, a wealthy businessman, who was steadily making inroads into his roast chicken and potatoes. Across the table from her sat Mr. Stein’s friendly wife, Esther, who was listening politely to Miss Minnie, and next to Miss Minnie was her sister, Miss Millie. The boarding house owner, Mrs. Fuller, was absent, as was Miss Pinehurst, a cashier in a fashionable restaurant off Market, who was, as usual, at work at this time of day.

      Boarding houses bring together such an odd assortment of people, Barbara thought to herself. She looked down at her son, who now had the full attention of the entire table as he reported that he had heard that there were wildfires on Mt. Diablo to the east. But they are all so kind to Jamie, and I supposed can’t ask for more than that.

      “Ma’am, are you finished? You didn’t hardly touch your dinner. Will I be able to tempt you with raspberry compote?”

      Kathleen, the boarding house maid, leaned between her and Jamie to take their plates and continued, “But your son sure had a good appetite, and I don’t even have to ask if he wants dessert.”

      Barbara found her spirits lifting as they often did around Kathleen, a freckle-faced young Irish girl whose sparkling blue eyes radiated good humor. She replied, “Oh, Kathleen, it’s just too hot. I don’t know how you and Mrs. O’Rourke can stand it down in the kitchen; it must feel like you are in an oven. Do tell Mrs. O’Rourke how much I did enjoy the soup. I don’t want her to feel her efforts were wasted on me, and they certainly weren’t wasted on Jamie!”

      Kathleen placed the dishes on the stack she had been accumulating on her tray and said, “Well, the kitchen is in the basement, and that is a help. I don’t know how you can sleep nights up there on the third floor! When I went up to sweep this morning, I like to died from the heat!”

      This comment prompted Barbara to ask a question that had been niggling at her for several days. “Kathleen, that reminds me, with the windows open in the evening I have been hearing the woman across the alley play the piano. Quite lovely. I wondered if you knew her name or anything about her? I do believe they moved in this spring.”

      Kathleen’s face lit up, “Oh, Ma’am, that would be Mrs. Francis. Don’t that piano sound glorious? She was famous, used to do concerts and everything. That was before she was married. Her husband, though, I dunno. I heard he dotes on her, but I also heard he’s a rough sort. They do say opposites attract. He runs a store for second-hand tools in the first floor of the house. Well, I guess Mrs. Francis does most of the work in the store while he just runs around town, finding goods to sell.”

      Barbara watched as Kathleen moved away to finish clearing the table, and she wondered about Mrs. Francis, “who used to be famous.” It had been so long since she had someone with whom she could share her love of music. She had hoped that she might find one of the teachers at her school compatible, but so far there had been no one she really felt she could trust. Schools could be such gossipy places, and she couldn’t afford to make any enemies, which somehow meant she hadn’t been able to make any friends.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, Barbara found herself again wondering about Mrs. Francis when her thoughts were interrupted by Dandy, who was barking in great indignation at an emaciated hound who was tied to the hitching post outside the Ellis Street butcher shop. Saturday mornings she walked Dandy while Jamie made spending money by doing errands for Mrs. O’Rourke. This Saturday, despite the continued heat, she had extended her usual route so that she could go past the Francis house.

      Barbara had some vague idea that she might stop in the store and, if Mrs. Francis was alone, strike up a conversation. But she had forgotten the butcher’s dog, which always sent Dandy into a frenzy. Dandy was still a pup and didn’t weigh more than fifteen pounds, so she wasn’t worried he would get away from her, but he was creating a good deal of commotion on the crowded sidewalk.

      She scooped Dandy up in her arms, immediately subjecting herself to several swift doggy kisses on her nose, and she laughed, saying, “Oh, you rascal. Proud of yourself, aren’t you? Defended me against that ruffian. Now settle down.”

      Having made it safely past the butcher shop, Barbara put the wiggling dog down at her feet, just in time for him to begin straining at the leash again. Looking up, she saw the object of his excitement was a short, boxy black dog with a shaggy coat that was pulling his mistress towards them with equal fervor.

      “Oh, Mrs. Francis. That is your name, isn’t it? I have so wanted to meet you,” Barbara exclaimed when she noticed that the slender blonde in front of her was her back alley neighbor. Before the woman had a chance to respond, she went on. “My name is Mrs. Barbara Hewitt. I live just over on O’Farrell Street, and I wanted to tell you how much I have enjoyed hearing you play the piano these warm evenings. You are quite accomplished.”

      Heavens above, I sound like an idiot, accosting a stranger on the street this way, she thought. Embarrassed, Barbara looked down at the two dogs who were enthusiastically trying to sniff each other’s rears, which, because they were about the same length, meant they were going around and around in a tight circle, completely entangling their leashes.

      “Oh, dear,” she said. “They are getting tied up!” She looked up and saw that the other woman was awkwardly trying to control her dog with her right hand while she used her left to hold the half veil of her hat down over the left side of her face.

      I wonder what she is trying to hide? Barbara’s heart squeezed painfully as she remembered her own fearful attempts to hide the cuts and bruises that bloomed periodically on her face after her husband’s rages. Not wanting the woman to catch her staring, Barbara again looked down at the dogs at her feet and said, “Oh, what a splendid dog you have. What kind is he?”

      “He is a Scottish terrier,” a soft voice replied. “I call him Gordie. He seems to like your dog. What breed is he?”

      “Oh, I think he is some sort of mixture. Jamie, that’s my son, found him on the street being tormented by some boys. We call him Dandy. There, I think we have them untangled,” Barbara added.

      The other woman pulled her dog to her side, letting her full skirts separate the dogs. She then nodded politely and began to move past Barbara.

      “Oh, Mrs. Francis, before you go. You must think me daft. But I particularly wanted to meet you because I wondered if you ever gave piano lessons. I would like my son, he is eight, to learn. I wouldn’t be able to pay much, but....”

      “Oh my, no,” the woman said. “I don’t think that would be possible. My husband wouldn’t let…I mean, a small boy in the house…I don’t think he....”

      Barbara broke into the woman’s protestations. “You have misunderstood me. I live at Mrs. Fuller’s boarding house on O’Farrell, and she has an upright in the parlor that she lets the boarders use. I thought you might be able to teach him there.”

      Seeing that the woman was shaking her head and uttering more disjointed phrases, Barbara continued, “Please, just think about it. Now I must let you go on your way. It was a pleasure to meet you.”

      As she moved past, she thought she heard Mrs. Francis reply faintly, “So kind of you.” Perhaps she is just shy, Barbara thought as she moved on. I could stop by and visit her next week, bring Jamie with me; nobody withstands his charm.
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        * * *

      

      Barbara sat bolt upright in her bed, drenched in sweat. Her heart pounded, the remnants of a dream swiftly evaporating. She had been back in Kansas, lost in the cornfields, and she had shouted. No, someone else had shouted. As her eyes began to focus, she realized Dandy was standing on the bed beside her, staring intently towards the window, whose curtain she had left open in the weak hope that this would permit the ferocious heat of the room to escape.

      “Did you hear something, Dandy?” she whispered. When she spoke, he looked back at her briefly and then turned again, leaning forward, his neck stretched out, sharp ears cocked. Without warning, he began to growl while backing up, never turning his head from the window. Barbara snatched the dog to her chest, trying to soothe him. She feared he would wake Jamie or, worse yet, Miss Minnie and Miss Millie across the hall. Then she noticed Dandy was trembling violently, and she could feel his heart beating wildly under her hands.

      “What is it, boy? Let’s go see. Is there a prowler out there? Do we need to sound the alarm?” Barbara disengaged herself from the bedclothes and got up, all the while stroking the agitated dog. She crossed to the desk in front of the window, which was again piled high with essays to grade. Looking outside, she noticed that, despite the late hour, there was a light on across the way. I bet I am not the only person who is finding it hard to sleep in this heat, she thought. Then she saw a man, she assumed it was Mr. Francis, move into view, his back to the window. He was shirtless, his suspenders over bare skin, and he seemed to be staring at his feet. Dandy struggled in her arms and began to bark. The man swung around to peer out the window, and Barbara scuttled backwards, her heart again pounding, Dandy now silent in her arms.

      Surely he couldn’t see me. I’m standing in the dark. He just heard Dandy, she thought. Nevertheless, when she crept back to the window, she approached from the side and peeked out again. The light had gone out, and the texture of the square of darkness at the window suggested that the man had pulled the curtains as well. She stared out for a moment, seeing nothing else stirring in the still night air.

      “Mother, what’s wrong?” Jamie called.

      “Nothing, dear. Dandy just heard something, but everything is fine. Probably some cat,” she said, hoping this was true. She felt Dandy’s hot breath on her cheek, but he was no longer trembling, so she set him down and heard the sharp click, click, click of his toenails as he made his way across to Jamie’s bed. As she climbed back into her own bed, she heard the soft murmurs of her son talking to his dog, and she smiled and unexpectedly went to sleep.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Mother, I told you, he isn’t a mongrel. Georgie’s Uncle Sean said he saw a dog just like Dandy back east, and he was a special new kind of dog. Part English bulldog, part English terrier, and part French bull dog.” Jamie trotted in front of her, holding Dandy’s leash.

      Barbara replied, “Well, Jamie, if that isn’t a mongrel, I don’t know what is. Be careful, don’t let him! Oh dear, too late.” Dandy, who had been weaving back and forth, his minute black nose snuffling up smells from the wooden planks of the sidewalk, had suddenly swerved right and lifted his leg on a barrel of shoes outside a cobbler’s. At least the dark stain on the barrel attested to Dandy not being the first dog to anoint it. But really, did he have to lift his leg every few feet?

      “Mother, I’m telling you, they gave this mixture a name! That makes it a pure breed. Least that’s what Georgie’s Uncle Sean says, and he’s an expert on dogs, Georgie says. His Uncle Sean says that they call dogs like Dandy Boston terriers cause they were made in Boston. But seems to me if Dandy was born in San Francisco, he should be called a San Francisco terrier, don’t you think?”

      “Well, if you ask me, since he is of English and French heritage but made in America, I think that they should call them American terriers. But it doesn’t matter what he is. Dandy’s a fine dog.” Barbara smiled at her son. Whatever kind of dog Dandy was, he was a blessing. They had had to move so often in the first four years after they left Kansas that Jamie had become quiet and withdrawn. Moving last year to San Francisco was even harder on him. San Francisco was such a big city. The papers said when the 1880 census was taken next year, the city might turn out to have as many as 400,000 people! So much noise and bustle, Jamie had seemed afraid to go outside. Moving to Mrs. Fuller’s boarding house last January had helped; everyone was so nice to him. But in the last month since he had rescued Dandy, he had become a new boy. He was making friends, and he had begun to roam the neighborhood on his walks with his dog. She was so relieved, and she felt as long as he had Dandy with him, he would be all right.

      “Jamie, wait, let that wagon get past before we cross Jones.” Barbara moved to the end of the wooden sidewalk to stand by her son, watching to make sure he had a tight grip on Dandy’s leash. It was early Saturday morning, a week since she had run into Mrs. Francis, and they were on their way to visit the resale shop, hoping to find her alone.

      “Now I know you aren’t very excited about having piano lessons, but I want you to give it a try,” Barbara said a few moments later as they approached the resale shop. The windows fronting the sidewalk were jammed with hammers, boxes of nails, iron files, several shovels tied together like some gigantic bouquet, and a saw that looked large enough to fell a redwood. Then she noticed that the shade on the front door was pulled down, and a “closed” sign hung against the shade.

      Before she had fully digested this obstacle to her plan, her son, who tugged at her sleeve, distracted her.

      “Look at Dandy, Mother. What’s the matter with him?”

      Barbara looked down and saw that Dandy was standing stock still in front of the iron gate across the entryway to the side of the store, stretched out as long as possible from his pathetically small nose to his equally diminutive crooked tail, and his right front paw was drawn up under his belly. He looked for all the world like some miniature hunter, at point.
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presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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