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! in the spring, by rooting up the bones that I bury in the
' fields in the fall, but that is a small matter, and I try not to
, mind it. I get a great many bones here, and I should be
glad if I had some poor city dogs to help me eat them,
I don’t think bones are good for pigs.

Then there is Mr. Harry’s tame squirrel out in one of
the barns that teases mie considerably. He knows that I
can’t chase him, now that my legs are so stiff with rheu-
matism, and be takes delight in showing me how spry he
can be, darting around me and whisking his tail almost
in my face, and trying to get me to run after him, so that
he can laugh at me. I don’t think that he is a very
thoughtful equirrel, but I try not to notice him.

The sailor boy who gave Bella to the Morrises, has got
to be a large, stout man, and is the first mate of a vessel.
He sometimes comes here, and when he does, he always
brings the Morrises presents of foreign fruits and curiosi-
ties of different kinds.

Malta, the cat, is still living, and is with Mrs. Morris.
Davy, the rat, is gone, so is poor old Jim. He went away
one day last summer, and no one ever knew what became
of him. The Morrises searched everywhere for him, and
offered a large reward to any one who would find him, but
he never turned up again. I think that he felt he was
going to die, and went into some out-of-the-way place.
He remembered how badly Miss Laura felt when Dandy
died, and he wanted to spare her the greater sorrow of his
death. He was always such a thoughtful dog, and so
anxious not to give trouble. I am more selfish. I could
not go away from Miss Laura, even to die. When my
last hour comes, I want to see her gentle face bending
over me, and then I shall not mind how much I suffer,

She is just as tender-hearted as ever, but she tries not




