
A happy consequence of Fred’s tripping over the tree root was the reaction to his plight of the radiant Myra. As he lay sprawled upon the lawn tenderly caressing the bruise on his shin, he looked up into her benevolent countenance. Myra looked at him in silent interrogation about his pain. Fred assured her, shyly, that he would recover. Myra licked his face, as any dog would who loved her master.

