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for Mr. Rob stooped to lift me over a fence at the edge of a pretty

snowy field which looked like the top of Madame's Christmas-cake.

"Jock," he whispered, "you must not be a cowardly little dog.

Nothing is going to hurt you: we are all your friends. Your toes

will keep warm if you'll scamper about, instead of standing still

and shivering; and remember you are Helen's dog now. You

surely don't want the children to go home and laugh at you to

her ?"

I rather thought I didn't. I barked close to Mr. Rob's ear to

make him know that I understood him, and then he laughed and

put me down. I found it was just as he said: nothing was really

going to hurt me; and when I was running about and barking

I forgot that the snow was cold. It was great fun to try to get

to the bottom of the hill before the sled; and whenever I did it

the children shouted and hurrahed, and I barked; and they taught

me to pull the sled up for them by taking the rope in my teeth;

and I really got so full of fun that I could not help jumping away

just as they would go to take the rope from me, and then they

all laughed; and whenever I dropped the rope to bark a little,

they would get hold of it- again.

If Mr. Rob had not been so tall, I should have thought he was

the very youngest of them all, except, perhaps, myself. I have

never met with anybody who knew how to play and whistle and

sing and talk as Mr. Rob can. In fact, he can do everything.

I have often wondered that I did not take cold that winter, for


