BONNIE PRINCE FETLAR

of my bone, flesh of my flesh, will carry on my
work—God bless them!”

Big Chief at that instant looked over his
shoulder and called out, “Oh! Dad—you know
where we're going. We won’t be long. Fetlar—
come too.”

I had thought of going to my stable for I knew
we would start on a long journey the next day.
However a pony’s duty is to obey and I travelled
after the three.

Arm in arm they wandered along the road till
they got to the beech-wood. Ah! Now 1 under-
stood.

Big Chief pulled up under old King of the Glen.

“Dallas,” he said, “I want to say good-bye to
you here on this spot where your Pony stopped me
from doing a fool thing that T would have been
ashamed of all my life.”

Dallas looked wuncomfortable, and Big Chief

went on, “I'm going to miss you like poison, and
[’ve been thinking that you and I have got to see
each other often. Will you promise to come back?”

“Rather,” said Dallas, “and you must come to
visit me.”

At this instant Cassowary interposed. “I'm only
a girl, but I think you might take me in.”

Dallas flashed round on her, “Only a girl!” he
said. “Some day you'll be a woman. Do you know
what my mother says?”

“What?” asked Cassowary.

“She says that though your dad is her own
brother, il’s your mother that’s behind most of the
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