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war, the love of children. for dog|
and dog tor children is all the mare
outstanding. Love may not be the
e lth word. fox expreme:
but what else could you or
uld RIS
“n oyal wes a fullback on the
Ieyun High ?chnﬂl l?ﬂm l(«: =
ter for an eleven al
us . cenier for an aleven af ths
v plun hrmmmkn swimmer of the
school. Adelbert was a_star on ti
1098

A - the rpnarus for. the tan-
nls championship of Luzerne
County
Donnie hud no knowledge of th
hletic_prowess of  the Break-
nes. But the 4O, n
AiPhatic neart: Se was & wpo
of the dog variety, & hunter pas
|excellence, and - lhnuldn'l he
be when his ' !.
Eagene M, national * Field Trial
Champi:
Burled 1n Famlly ¥ard
With_ hunting days over, his pals
gone, the skies leadened and a dog.
heaven was beckoning. Donnie's
step grew tottering, his food no
longer was tasty, he was alone, 5o
much #o that on U 26 he
laid down for final sleep, Then out
near the flower garden, 'ﬂel’ﬂ the
boys said Donnie should be by
& hole was dug. Into it was pllud
the yemaina of 8 dog, wrapped in
silk satin and black plush, a royal
funeral for a royal dog. Over hia
body was then rolled & robe of
cotfon_and Donnle was peacetully
Festing In that elerml Sleep when
lods ¢ earihs wers ‘gontiy’ keaped
upon him.
= | 'With boys and girls gone. just
one left. the father of the home, in
=olitude, recall

..
=
E
i
E

write &
stand anyway. So in hi= loneliness
this father sat down and pennes
two odes to the dog, each expressive
of the memories of their deg. They
are;

Why Do We Weep?
|Why are you erying, who do yw"
weep,
Has ¢ me dear friends passed off |
to sleep?
Last night our Donnle went to hio

|

| of fricida we bad, he was the|

best.

Twelve years he was with us, now
ul

ith geler
We've come to realize he was a
thiel

X

ral

t
Who stole our hearts away, he was

=m0 mild,
Not like & 4og wae he, more ko |

so 1- cut your eyes,
ase from your weeping,
I)nnl be vorrowful
Donnie is sleeping. =
] Ode To Donnie |
Where is my Donnie, where is my
i

0 bos!
i \\m-u-; my Donnie, he's gone to

s

e Whers w my Dennie? We ne'er

p- part. Y

o Where ls my Donie, right here

in my heart
bt why is my a.mm sad? my
m | brain's in a foj

o] wny do I feel co bad over a dog?

3 h wm a dog was he, gentle |

;’l.lllst La )m wh.h him, that was a
real

i} Domua haz 4 oourtes, | n. was

l"l When 1 pad Donote,T never felt

il blue,

ut|1 never owned Donnie, Donnie

¥ owned me,
Is{f We Hloved| each other itwas eary

- see.
How 111 ‘mine Donaie, in Spiing
¥ and in Fall,
i For Donnie's gieat heart held
nt cr us all.
WITL time, the greai healor, eter
ke me forget”
I'm eurs I don't U‘\lr\l\ 80, hhy 1
es are
= Wrap me In silk und sutin, don't|
ot weep, now be brave
ot| Tve enjoyed my whole life with |
;j lnaratanrinn tenderly to my

&
Dig it near Jour lovely garden,

”‘ That will be

“\ You've all mads my lite 10 happy

Please, now, let me rest
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