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The prince stretched his legs out and 
warmed himself by the fire. His son lay 
fast asleep in his wooden cot. His hunting dog, 
Gelert, rested by his feet. Life was good 
for the Welsh prince.


“Tomorrow we will go hunting 
in the forest, Gelert,” said the prince, 
stroking the dog’s head.


Gelert looked up into his master’s eyes 
and wagged his tail.
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The next day, when it was time to leave 
for the hunt, the prince called, “Gelert! 
Where are you, boy?”


Gelert was the prince’s favourite hunting dog.


He had been a gift from the king himself.


Gelert was friendly and loyal. The prince never 
went hunting without him. He called and called, 
but there was no sign of the dog anywhere.
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The prince shook his head sadly and went 
to join the rest of the hunting party. Hunting 
without Gelert just wouldn’t be the same.







