
SKIPPER

lot of other things. Some of them were
very strange.

Now on the farm they had said, " Whoa,
boy," and " Gid a-a-ap." Here they said,

" Halt" and « Forward 1 " But "Reddy

"

used none of these terms. He pressed

with his knees on your withers, loosened

the reins, and made a queer little chirrup

when he wanted you to gallop. He let

you know when he wanted you to stop,

by the lightest pressure on the bit.

It was a lazy work, though. Some-
times when Skipper was just aching for

a brisk canter he had to pace soberly

through the park driveways—for Skipper,

although I don't believe I mentioned it

before, was part and parcel of the mounted
police force. But there, you could know
that by the yellow letters on his saddle

blanket.

For half an hour at a time he would
stand, just on the edge of the roadway
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