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So when I hears that I tells mother
to go with Noian and sit in the cart;

but she says no— that she'd soil the

pretty lady's frock; but I tells her to

do as I say, and so Nolan lifts her,

trembling still, into the cart, and I

runs alongside, barking joyfuL

When we drives into the stables I

takes mother to my kennel, and tells

her to go inside it and maire herself

at home. "Oh, but he won't let

me !

" says she.

"Who won't let you?" says I,

keeping my eye on Nolan, and growl-

ing a bit nasty, just to sJiow I was
meaning to have my way.
" Why, Wyndham Kid," says she,

looking up at the name on my kenneL
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