
HORSES NINE

saw one of those little wheeled houses,

all windows and full of people, come

rushing down the street with a fearful

whirr and clank of bell, he wanted to

bolt. But the man on his back spoke in

an easy, calm voice, saying, "So-o-ol

There, me b'y. Aisy wid ye. So-o-o !

"

which was excellent advice, for the queer

contrivance whizzed by and did him no

harm. In a week he could watch one

without even pricking up his ears.

It was strange work Skipper had been

brought to the city to do. As a colt he

had seen horses dragging ploughs, pull-

ing big loads of hay, and hitche.' to many

kinds of vehicles. He himself had drawn

a light buggy and thought it good fun,

though you did have to keep your heels

down and trot instead of canter. He
had liked best to lope off with the boy on

his back, down to the Corners, where the

store was.
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