


“Here’s an orphan!” The policeman had to 

shout above the noise of the thunder. A light 

twinkled on in the big oak tree at Orphans 

of the Storm. A hundred dogs began to bark. 

But the gray puppy did not notice. He was so 

hungry—and so tired—and so scared!

The policeman’s raincoat was wet, and the 

puppy shivered. There was the sound of quick 

steps. The little dog heard friendly voices.

“Found him shivering against a building,” 

the policeman said.
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“On a night like this!” the manager of the 

orphanage exclaimed.

“Abandoned!” the policeman went on.

There was 

another big clap 

of thunder, and 

the puppy tried 

to crawl under 

the policeman’s 

raincoat. But there 

was no room there 

for the wet little 

dog. The policeman filled up his raincoat 

himself.

“Looks like a bundle of rags,” he said, 

holding out the shivering little dog. The 

puppy’s fur was wet and matted. He was so 

hungry and scared that he cried a little.
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“You said RAGS? That’s what we’ll call 

him,” said the manager. “We like to give the 

dog a name the first thing.”

Then Rags was in a small pen. He was 

drinking warm milk. He drank and drank. At 

last he was satisfied. He licked his whiskers. 

He yawned.
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When he awoke, the sun was shining. Rags 

looked down a long hall. As far as he could 

see, there were more pens just like his.





Tommy Barton had two kittens named 

Lucy and Happy. Happy was all black. There 

was not a white hair on him, not even on the 

tip of his tail. And because the other kitten 

had a small white spot about as big as a dime 

right under her chin, so that Tommy could tell 

them apart, he had named her Lucy. Except 

for the white spot, Lucy was all black, too.

Lucy and Happy always had their meals 

together. They drank their milk out of the 

same saucer and ate their food from the 
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same plate. They were always hungry 

because they were so young.

Happy was a good kitten. He never went 

far from home. Lucy often ran away, and 

sometimes she got lost, but somehow she 

always was back at mealtime.

One morning when Tommy brought their 

saucer and the bottle of milk out on the 

porch to feed them, Happy was there, but 

Lucy did not appear. Tommy poured out 

the milk for Happy and took the bottle back 

into the kitchen. Then he went into the 

backyard, calling, “Lucy, Lucy!” and looking 

in his yard and in the neighbors’ yards on 

both sides of his own. But he could not find 

Lucy.

“I must keep on looking for Lucy,” said 

Tommy. He got on his tricycle and rode here 
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On a bright July morning, Peter 

Tompkins was mowing the lawn. But he 

was not thinking of the whirring lawn 

mower. He was not thinking of the sweet 

smell of cut grass. He was thinking of his 

Special Wish—his Special Wish for a dog of 

his very own.

Peter was thinking so hard that he did not 

hear a truck pull up in front of the house.

“Hi!”

Peter jumped. Then he saw it was Mr. 
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Flynn, who brought eggs and vegetables 

from the country. 

“How many eggs does your mom want 

today?”

“I’ll see!” Peter started for the kitchen.

“Three dozen,” Mother decided. She picked 

up her big market basket and hurried out 

the door. “And I do hope he has some of that 

good sweet corn,” she added. 
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“I have,” Mr. Flynn called out from the back 

of the truck. “And tomatoes and beans. And 

besides all that,” he smiled, “I have a dog for 

Peter!”

For a moment, Peter stood very still. He did 

not say a word. He could hardly believe his 

ears. His Special Wish was coming true! Mr. 

Flynn had a dog for him!
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