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so I went on, although I was quaking inwardly all the time. I told

her all that the other dog had said to me in the night, and a great

deal more of the same kind, for after I got started the words

seemed to come of themselves. I half expected her to fly at me

before I could finish, and perhaps call her children to help her; but,

to my surprise, she listened to me quietly, and when I stopped she

gave a dismal howl and hid her face in her paws. Her children,

forgetting their fear of me, came running up to comfort her, and it

was really pretty to see them put their little paws around her neck

and lick her head. She clasped them in her paws, saying, "My

poor wronged darlings !" in such a pitiful tone that I almost cried

myself. Then she turned to me and said, " You are right-you are

more than right! Go back before it is too late, and no doubt you

will be forgiven and reinstated in all your privileges, which, from

your own showing, must have been greater than those of most

dogs. I never could have left my former home if any one in it

had shown me one half the affection which Helen has shown you.

I only hope your rash act may have no serious consequences."

This speech frightened me very much. Suppose I should find

that Helen had cried herself ill about me? And down in that

little mean corner of my heart which I have never been able to

keep quite cleared out I felt that I should be rather pleased if she

had. But I ran the feeling out, as if it had been a rat and I had

been the pantry. I begged the poor Outlaw Cat to come home

with me, assuring her that, what with the barns, and the stables,


