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JAN ET IN1A,,N'S T i had. Aud the mai---the mtan doa't latter whether tiiey're littlu ponl that i rode upon; it
LAS. that was .dite, %ou know- was good or bad. Just tellanytliug. wasn't mine, but somebody lent

ln such a fright that he~ gave aYou can tel a true one if YOu it to me. Just think of riding
1 $0li ?14, .j latte.) jreat screan, as if he'd been can't do no botter. Surel', " on a pony along the prettv

siot, and then he fainted right said Tabby, who, I fear, had country lanes, with the trees
. ¡ awa. And -and that was the rather a contempt for truth, over your head, and the boney-en m:rE 'n. -U< on/t ' ) end of hi," said Tabby, bring- " surelv you can tell a truc story suckle in the hedges, and all the

itg lier story to a conclusion at any rate ? wild roses, and the foxglove, and
Stories about dead Ieople dou't ratier abruptly; " for when qome " i don't know. I Ican tell the buttercups, and the violets !"

begin like that. Wait a bit. otler people coue lu the niorn- you things used to do," said " Set a beggar on horseback
There % as a iain onte who ing, they found him a Iying on Janet hesitatingly. Oh, my eye, if I had a pony
fe~ll ill. " :.ad T.ibl, after the collin lid quite dead, and " There won't be much fun in wouldn't I whop it and make
a moimenît's thought, 'and -just think !-it hadn't been a hcaring tbe'i, I should think, " it go!" said Tabby.
died, and hlien he w as dead they glost that had laid hold of him replied Tabby with undisguised "And we had such a pretty
buried l hii. And the day they ait all, but he'd nailed himiself to scorn. " But come along-if garden-a dear old garden full
buried hii soiehody said to e collin y driving in the nail ou can't do nothinig better-- cf truit-trces and flowers, and weS&>utbOI Itis tia lie ofo antitesan loes adSomebod else that he'~d go and through his coat tail. Wasn't let's hear about 'em. had a cow, and cocks and ens,
dig him 'up again. Or-let le lit a joke ! Now, ain't that a " I used to be so happy when and once we had a goat. l
see -no, he didn't say that; but good storv ? " asked Tabbv, I was little, " said Janet, begin- "I knows about goats, " sai
lie said hc'd goaund dig down til cheerfully, with ber face all on a ning in rather a faint voice, for Tabby. "They bas one down
le reached his collin anid halmmntuer broad grin. she had not much hope of inter- in the next street, at the black-
antother nail into it. ' I am afraid that Janet's enjoy- esting ber companion. " You smith's; and oh, ain't he vi-

" But wlv should le do that ment of the story had not been know I didn't live here in London cious!"
a;ked .1 lnet, o<pening lier e es quite so keen as could have been then; I used to live in the country "Ours wasn't vicious," said
%erv i ide. " Did--did le think wished Tabby had, it is truc, far away. " Janet quickly. "Hie was quite
ht na-u't properh nailed?" quite fulfillcd lier promise that " Why thats just like me," young, and he used to play so

1 le didn't care whether lie shîe would make ber companion's said Tabby. prettily. But still I liked the
w as properh% naild or nt," said flesih ercep ; but some people " What, did you ever live in cow best. She was such a dear
Tabhl contemptuoutslh. It don't care about getting their the country ?" asked Janet old cow. Sie knew me quite
wasn'.t tli.t. lie naitei lt ti,-ah set erceping, tell the eagerly, with ber face lighting well, and she used to turn round
show that le wasn't afraid,- truta Janet was une of tiese. up. and low when she heard ne
don't .uiit see? They was a "Ye-ez, I suppose it's a goud "Oh yes, I did once, " replied conintg; and often and often in
alking er, the% two, and storv, " she saia liesitatingly. il Tabby carelessly. "I've inost the afternoons papa and I used

e 'out think rep4 to Tabby's question. " everything about it now. to go at milking time and geto.' ne tu tihe oilier, Voit t for<rotpl uT.tb'sqetin > Dt
thlere's such things as -hosts; a-a very go>d story, I suppose I was born there; and thon new nilk, oh, such rich, warn,
and there ain't nosuci things as ..- onh-its rather horrid, isn't father died ; and thon mother beautiful milk! They thouglt
«!iosts. Wlihcn a iain is deadl he's it?" t come up to London. Mother be- it was good for poor papa,- but
leai, and thîere's an ncd of him. " Ilorrid ? I should think it longed to London, and she found it never secmed to dl him anv

mnao mitori ara a :.steawa Why,.thats.the fu4of it,' the country dull, ou know." good" said Janet, with a sudden
man than a living one ' Andcried Tabby scornlfully. "31àdon't " I canù't tiitik h ïo w; anybo< ysa drp in hier voice.
theil says lthe oter, •îell, if ca ppentce for stories that can find the country duil," said "Why-was le ill?" asked
you ;lin', go and dig down to don't give y ou a crawly feeling, Janet. with a longing sigh. Tabby blunttly.
Dick's' . w-'ll .11 luim Dick)- you kniow. Therc ain't no good I " Oh, you would, if yen was ¯"Yes, he was ill. lie wasdyintg
'go aid dig dowin to Dick's in 'cmi if they don't d- that. I'd like mother. There ain't enough -he was dying for a long, long
coflin and knck another nail like te hear the sort of story going on there to suit her. time," said Janet half aloud.
into it, a"d tilhen,' sayshe, -if vou vou'd tell, tbough! My eye, There ain't theatres, yon know, " He was a clergyman, and he
does tha1 l'!l beliee Nou.' S;nuladnî't it Le a milk and water nor them dancing places, nor used tu work so hard. He was
the maide a bot on it, .mud the one ! Coie, fire away at some- nothing, " said Tabby coolly, always with the poor people,
mian1 that said le wasn't afraid thing, just for the fui of the quite unconscious of the strange teaching them, and reading to
touk a hianner and nail:, and a thing," said Tabbv with herilook un Janet's face. " Oh, the theom, and doing themu good. le
big spade, and went late at nigit 'miscliievous eyes g-leaning. 'countrv never does for the likes of used te work all day, and some-
to the cliur.It ard. and began to, t was stranitge, perhap, that her. t's very well for little 'uns times at night he would bc so
ilig awav a: Dick'b grave. Andi .anet should not find lerself like you and me, 'cause we can tired that ho could hardly
lie dug away.and dug aw aytill le encouraged by this - pleasantget fun out of anything; but speak."
got down t,, the cuffin ; and wh -n initatiun to begin the narration rown-up jople seems different " Serve him riglit, " said
lie had ot doweL tn te tuoe cfi:. lie tf a tale forthwith, but I a somhuw. It needs such a deal Tabby sharply. "What's the
jumped into the ioli, and -. t ublige to cunfcss that instcad of to make them jolly. I wunder good o' anyhbody working that
Ilj'un hiS knecs Un the ulln lid, " firing awal " 'wben Tabby 1bid %what the couttr3 would seum way who n theyre not obliged ?
and took a long nail .,nd ham- lier, she feit 7erc ituch a if ber like now! II shuuldn't mind I daresa all ihe peopW would
nered ilt in ; and thenil, lst a lie tonue was beginning to cleave seein« it agaia. -once in a ha' done just as well without
vas a going to get up again- to the roof of lier mouthi, and for while" im."
.hat do iou thiniak?' anti Tabby the life of ier she coudd nott "I wish I could sec it again!" "Butit washis business to

suddleinly paused bore, and k>oked think of anv story that seemed said Janet fervently. work," explained Janet indi-
into Janct.> hrror-strurk face likely to ha echarms fur Tabby's " Why ? was uuso fond of it?" nantly. " He wouldn't have
with the next words arrested on car. asked Tabby. been happy if he hadn't done it.
lier lips. " lm not good at telling "Fond of it!" ehoed Janet, lie went on working till-till-

" Wh -wiat?" said Janet, stories. I don't know manv. witb alittie break in ber voice; till ho just died at last."
breathlcss. 'im afraid 'm very stupid, " she 'how could anybody help being < Iike the old horses do," said

-All ai oice, a lie was a said, looking timidly in lir comi- fond ofit? Oh,think of awaken- Tabby. " I saw one to-day-a
going to get up again from his panion's face. ,ing in the morning with the 1 dreadful old beast--and ho was
knces, lie found that the dead man "Well, I guess yeu are,"'birds singing outside your a pulling a cart with atones in it,
had caugit him, tiglit !" answered Tabby frankly, " youwindows! Think of getting up and ho had a great sore on bis

"Oh ! cried Janset, gasping. t must be if vou can'tmake stories. and running out into the green back, and bis master was a beat.
"Yes, so tight tiat li couldna Whv, I cai make 'em as fast as fields, and going and geting ing him, and ali at once he went

nuNe--just as if heî-'d got liold I Can speak. But conc now, flowersandbIackberries-andsi- down -like a shot."
of his coat with a great strenglyou can't but know sorie. It tingin thewoods! Iused tolhavea "Papa broke a blood-Nasel,"


