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To our dogs and yours

—B. B., B. D., AND L. M.

 

For Tracy, who lets Stella give kisses to Griffith and Graham

—L. L.
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Smiley

“Bull’s out!”

When I heard Daddy yell that I knew I was in trouble.

Smiley and I were out in the north pasture. I was looking for arrowheads, and Smiley was keeping me company. I’d named the dog Smiley because that’s what he did. He was the happiest-looking dog I ever saw in my life.

“Smiley,” I said, “we better shut that gate.”

When we’d come into the pasture the gate had been open, and since there wasn’t anything to keep in or out, we’d let it be.

I started for the gate. As soon as Smiley saw where I was heading, he passed me—he always liked to be in the lead. And then both of us stopped.

The bull was coming through the open gate. He paused to decide who to go for, and then he saw me.

Now, this was a mean bull—we called him Toro because he acted like those bulls you see in bullfights, only those bulls have a reason to be tossing their heads and running at people, because men are sticking them with swords. Toro just acted that way out of meanness.

There was a tree in the middle of the pasture and I turned and ran for that. My only hope was to get to the tree before the bull got to me.

I ran like I’d never run before. I could hear the bull’s hoofs pounding the dry pasture behind me. They were getting louder, closer. I wasn’t going to make it.

Then I could hear yapping from Smiley, but I didn’t look around.

I was running so fast that, when I got to the tree and grabbed a limb, my whole body swung around. I scrambled up on the first limb and then on up the trunk, high as I could get.

I couldn’t see what was happening, but I could hear. Smiley was still yapping, and though I couldn’t see him, I knew he was nipping at the bull’s legs.

I yelled, “I’m all right, Smiley! Run!”

Then I heard a cry of pain—a sound Smiley had never made in his life. Then there was a thud.

I moved out on the limb to where I could peer through the leaves. I could see the bull, looking around for something else to chase. And I could see Smiley lying on his side about twelve feet away.

I thought Smiley was dead, but I kept yelling, “Smiley, Smiley,” in case he wasn’t.

Smiley didn’t move.

I thought he might at least thump his tail to show me he was alive. He didn’t.

I started crying then, crying so hard I couldn’t see another thing.

My dad had to call my name three times before I heard him. “LeeAnn! LeeAnn! LeeAnn! You all right, hon?”

“I am,” I called back. “But Smiley’s not.”

My dad didn’t answer. He just said, “Hold on. We’re coming.”

Hearing my dad’s voice made me cry all over again. It made me remember when my cat got run over by the tractor. My dad told me then that when a person dies and goes to heaven, well, all the dogs and cats she ever had will come running to meet her.

So I was comforting myself by thinking that someday I’d see Smiley running to meet me, tail wagging, face living up to his name.
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The Daily Chronicle
My Hero to Be Chosen

[EicT FNaLisTs will compete tonight
for the itle My Hero. The winner will

ar the coveted gold My Hero
medal. These brave and courageous
dogs will each appear with their nom-
inator, who will tell their story. A
‘panel of judges will select the winner.
The judges are dog lovers as well as
authors: Betsy Byars, Betsy Duffey,
and Laurie Myers. The program will
be televised by WDOG. Good luck to
all the heroes.
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