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sigh a little to see Jet, away down the lane, racing home in front of
the wagon, although I had myself asked him, when I saw him at
dinner, to go with the children that afternoon, as I could not. I
had also explained to him about the kittens, and he had been as
kind as Snowball was, so that I felt quite satisfied that those kittens
would now have only themselves to blame if they turned out badly,

for they would have every opportunity to turn out well. I may as

well say that I tested the sincerity of my desire to confess my fault

by telling Jet and Snowball all about it. It was hard work, but if I

had not done it I would have been obliged either to tell or to imply

what was not true in accounting for my guardianship of the

Outlaw Cat's three children; and, besides, I felt as if I had no

right to enjoy their friendship without letting them know how

very unworthily of it I had just acted. Their behavior was beyond

all praise. They assured me that after this proof of my entire

confidence in them they were, if possible, more my friends than

ever, and that they had a much higher regard for a dog who sinned

and sincerely repented than for one who could never be made to

believe that he had done anything wrong; and Jet added that his

own remorse about that peddler business would, he hoped, keep

him from being hard on any other dog for the rest of his days.

So when Snowball came up as usual after dinner, and offered to

stay with Helen, although I declined at first, saying that I should

be very glad to have her company, but that I meant to stay at

home myself that afternoon,-when I saw that she looked troubled.


