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RS. C'HINCHILLA\ was flot a lovely lady,
nîifh ands bof s.f Cryan hinchilla ~a cu
with resofsitga and aoa cMs hinchilla s eu

nm ~tilul cat, with fur like silver-grey satin, and
ahandsomie tail to match. She had a

coiortable home in a finle drug.store, with one large
bav window ta hierself and hier kittens.

She had thcce cunning fat dunîplings ai kittens, ail iii
suift gray like their inother. Shte didn't like an>' other
color iii kittens so wvell as a quiet lady-like gray ; but
somietiînes they hand four snow-white socks an their gray
)aîvs. MNrs. Chinchilla didn't nîind that, for white socks
were really a handsomie finish ta a gray kitten, though it
was a dent ai troubîle ta kep themn cean.

At tie tniîe my stary liegins the kits' eyes lhad been
open otnly a dlay or two, su Mrs. Chinchilla had ta wash
theni every morning hierseli. Site had the imost won.
derful tangue ! h had iii it a hair-brush, a comb, a1
tooth-brush, a îiail-brush. a sponge. a towel, and a cake
of suai) ! A\nd when M rs. Chinchilla hiad finîshied those
thrce little catkîzns, they %vert as fresh and sweet, and
shinly and clean, as any baby just out ai a bath-tub.

One inorning, just after the littie kits had liad their
scruih in the stiiny bay window, they feut, ail nt once,
old cenoughi tu play .and su they hegan ta, scramible
uver each ather, and mtn about Ibctveen the colored
glass jars, and began ta chase an(l bite the ends oi thecir
own tails. They haid not known they hand an' mails, and
of course it was a charming surprise. Mrs. Chinchilla
lookcd on lizîly. It had been a good while sin' e she
had feit gay enough ta chase her tait.

Now, while this wvas going on. sonie ane camne ni) ta
the window and lookcd iii. ht was the Boy wvho lived
ai-mass the street. Nl r>. Chinchilla dislikc<l ail bovs but
suie was afraîd af this onei. lnstead of strokînlg cals, lie
rubbed their fur the wron-g way and hutng tin kettles ta
thecir tails, and tîed handkecrcieîfs over their heaids.

%Vhen Mrs. Chinchilla saw the Boy site hutmped lier
back, and said " Suît ! three timies. WVlîeî the Boy
fouind that sitc vas looking at imii, and lashing hier tail.
and yawniiig su as ta show ber sharp) white lecthi,, he
%uddenly disappecared. Sa MIrs. Chinchilla gave the
kittens thecir breakfast, and thev cuddlcd ilhcmselves into
a round bill, and lecnt fast ascp. 1 bey wert rolle<l so
tightly, and sa ticd uî) with thecir tatis, that >*ot cotildn't
have told whether they wvert three or s\. Whleîî their
soit pirr-r- r-r had (lied away, NMrs. Chinchilla jtimîied
down out oi the window, and %vent fc>r her maorning air-
ing in the Kick yard. At the saine tirne the druggist
î)assed behlind a tail desk ta mnix saie niedicine, and
the shop was left ilone.

Just then the Boy «for lie had just stooped out ai

sighit) rushied ini the duor (1lickly, sîîatchled one uf the
kitteîîs, and rai away w~ith it as fast as lie could. Pretty
sons Mrs. Chinchilla came back, and of course site
coutctd the kittens the flrst thiîîg. Site always did it.
To ber surprise and frighit site iound only two instead of
thrce. Site knew site cotildn't be mnistaken. Oîîe chin-
chilla gone What should site do?

Sitc had once hecard a lady sa>' that there were too
i-nany cats in tic world, but site liad nu patience with
people who iade such wickcd speeches. Her kttens
had always been so beautiful that they somnetinles sold
for fiitv cents apiece, and inonc of l/zcm had ever heen
drowned.

Mrs. Chinchilla knew in a second just wherc that
kitten had gonc. It niakes a pussy-cat vcry quick and
wise ta train large fainlies of frisky kittens, with verv
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lîttle lielp ironi thecir fatlîer iii hrinigineg thliî up. She
knew that Boy had carried off tic k-itten. Looking at
her claws, site iouiid ilhen nice and sharp, anîd 'Mrs.
Chinchilla slipped out, with one backward glance. a
mucli as tay a-, GoCne otît .îlmilbe biack sooî.-

Thien she dished across the street. antI waited on tile
stelps of the boy'% hanise. Sooîi a ilaui çaîile 'vîti a
bundle, and wheî %lic dour opeit.cd Mrs. Chinchilla
walked in. Sluc liadî't any visiting card wîth lier; but
theîî the Boy hîadn' lIct ans- card whien he cnile6i for tic
kitten.

It %vas a ver>' nice liouse ta lîold such a licartless boy.
The parlor door wvas openi, but site knew tlîc kîttcn
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