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THE HISTORY OF MY PETS

My pear urrrie Frrisbs;

I think it is high time that I should fuliil
the promise I made more than two years ago, of telling you
something more about my pets. Many of you who have read
the story of the Three Juckdaws, have asked so often what
became of Jack, that I promised eome day to write it for you,
together with stories of other pets which I have had dt various
times in my life. Perhaps you may not il care so much about
them as you did about Jack, Dick and Bob, but then you see,
I am writing for a great many littlo friends, and there ia as
much variety in the tastes of small persons, as there is in thosa
of grown-up people, so it is possible that what does not please
one party, may be just the thing to satisfy another, and as it is
my wish to please and entertain you alf, fhl@f& thought it best
to vary my stories as much as possible.

Some of you are grown so big and so tall within these last
two or three years, that when I look round and see the nursery
babies I knew bub a short time ago, turned into school-room
voung ladies, such as Isabel, Florence, Helen and Ethel, T
begin to fear that my book will be too childish for you
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But then most of you have some new little sisters, brothers
or cousing who are growing older every day, and who will
soon be able to enjoy a story ms much as you did formerly.
There is a sweet little fair Lily growing up out of habyhood,
down in the West, and & bright-eved little Mabel, both of
whom are maling 15 their bosiness to walk into the hearts of
people who had never heard of them two years ago, for they
were neither of them born when T last wrote for you ; and there
is a sfill younger buby, Henry, who will T hope, one day enjoy
hearing these stories, when his own dear mother tells him they
were written by her oldest friend. Somoe new little ones there
wre in India too, and a funny little Carry who ig come home from
there, who will soon be able to read for herself. T hope little
Katia will hear the stories read wery nsicely by her dear aunt,
for I know she likes good rending, and Connio and Bertie will
enjoy them up in their pleasant nursery, T wonder whether
little Ralph is grown too big to care for stories | I hope not,
cepecinlly ns these are all true, Now I will not try your patience
any longer, but will commence at onee with my recolleetions of

FLORA
THE PET LAMB.

It is many years ago now, long before any of you little ones
were born, that I went to pay a long visit in the North of
Ireland, to a sister of mine who then lived there, It was a
beautiful country place, on a high hill surrounded by fields, with
a fine view of that most splendid piece of water, Loogh Neagh,
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the largest lake in Ireland., The house was such a furny old
building, not ab all like any thing you have ever seen in England,
Heowever I am not guing to describe the plade, I only want to
tell you of my surprise the firsh day I arrived there, to find just
inside the house door, in the passage, o lamb tied to a hook in
the wall! She was not a very small lamb, being nearly a year
old, I thooght at first that she was & full-grown sheep, and
agked the meaning of her being in the house. Then I was
told that the lamb, whoss name was Flora, had been deserted by
her mother when she was very small, and s0 my eister had
brought her into the house, and had kept her under a hen-coop.
Bhe used to feed her with milk out of a teapot, and ths poor
little thing from being a miserable half-starved object, became a
great fat strong lamb, with thick, soft, white wool all over her
body, and & mild innoeent looking face, with such large gentle eyes.
Bhe soon beeame so full of fun and so strong, that when she wanted
a gamo of play, she would kick over her hen-coop, and begin
capering about the room like a wild thing, and it was not of
the slightest consequence to her, if she happened to upset some
small table with a glass tumbler, or a basin of milk upon it;
indeed such an event would rather add to her smusement. At
last her frolics became so troublesome, and so dangerous to fur-
niture, that it was necessary to banish her to a safor place, so
she had a leather eollar put round her neck, to which was
attached a long rope, and in the day time she was tied out in
the fields, and at night in the entrance passage of the house.

It was rather amusing to find this state of things, so different
from what one sces in England.

Besides Flora, there were six doga about the premises ; also a
cat and some ferrets. Such ugly crentures ferrcts are! Did



you ever see one ¥ They are long thin-bodied ereatures of an
ugly sandy colour, with red eyes, They are often kept in farm-
houses and elsewhere, for the purpose of killing rats,

Flora struck up a great friendship with the dogs, Would you
like to hear their names? First there was Venus, & very large
and beautiful hound, but as she waa sent away very soon after my
arrival, I knew very littlo of her. Then there were two very
ugly young boll-dogs, Viper and Rose. Two pretty little
spaniels, Dash and Jess, and a funny looking long-haired white
shiye terrier called Blossom. You will hear more of Viper and
Dash Ly and bye ; the others I did not care much about.

Sheep are generally terrified at dogs, and will scamper off any-
where if' they see one approaching ; but Flora, from having been
brought up with these dogs, seemed to think them her best
friends, and never evinced the slightest fear, even if ghe saw a
strange one; but she was terribly frichtened at a strange man.
She would run round the full length of her rope, and then leap
such a height to try and get looss that she might bound awsy,
if she saw any one whom she did not know approaching her,

Adjoining the house was a corn-field, and beyond that field was
a large uneultivated piece of pasture land, full of little hills and
dales, and ups and downs, and bita of reck, and furze bushes;
just such a place as you children would delight to spend a fine
afternoon in, where you could enjoy a capital game of hide-and-
seek, and make tables and chairs of the rocks, and pretty little
shady arbours under the bushes. Oh! it was such a charming
place that Pasture, It was my delight, and there I spent many
a pleasant hour with my books and work, and even sometimes
with my writing, while Flora enjoyed it as much in her way as
I did in mine ; for there I used to take her almost daily in the
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summer, and allow her to roam about as she pleased without heing
tied, merely keeping an eye upon her to see thab she did not
trespass on the corn-field where eha would have done mischicf.
There was not mueh fear of her straying out of my sight, for
she soon attached herself so entirely to me, that sho would allow
no one elss to come near her if she could escape them, and would
never willingly lose sight of me.

I huve heard that a gheep oan never attach itself to more than
one person at a time, and this appeared to be true in Flora's
case, Tor from the time that T began to notiee her, she seemed to
take quite a dislike to my sister who had brought her up, and
would butt at her with her head whenever she came within reach.
But as soon as I disappeared from the place after a residence
there of many months, she again took to her first friend, and re-
mained devoted to her for the rest of her life,

The funniest thing that happened during my nequaintance
with Flora was shearing her. ¥You know, I dare eay, that sheep-
shearing means, cutting all the woaol off their backs, and this is
done every summer. It is no pain fo them, any more than it is
to yon having your hair eut, unless indeed some careless man
should eut a libtle too close to the skin, and give them a snip
with the shears, and that of eourse ia very painful.

When summer came, and Flora was a little more than a year
old, she had a beautiful quantity of wool, so eoft, clean, and
whibe ; and it must have been very heavy too, so we thought she
wonld be more comfortable without it in the hot weather, and we
tald one of the men that he was to shear Flora, and bring her
wool ta us,  But Flora had no idea of consenting to any such
thing! The moment sha saw the man approaching, she began
to leap and caper and butt, and race fret to one side, and then
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to the other, as far as her rope would allow ; and as to the man
getting within srm’s length of her, without using force which
we wonld not permit, he found it quite an impossibility ; so, after
trying to eoax her till he was tired, we said we would try what
could be done. I sent the man out of sight first, and then went
up and spoke to her, till she was perfeetly quiet ; then T eat down
on the ground and took her on my lap, and & great heavy thing
ehe was too, I can assure you,  Bo quiet and good ehe was, poor
little thing, as if she lknew (and I believe she did know quite
well) that I would neither hurt her mysolf, nor sllow any ome
elsa to do g0, As soon as T had her head safe under my own
keeping, my sister ventured to come near, and then we two, sit-
ting on the ground, began to shear Flora with our seissors, Ve,
and we accomplished it too, at least I did; for when my com-
panion was thoroughly fived oat, and obliged to go away, I would
not leave the business unfinished, but never stopped till I had
completely atripped off every bit of ber beautiful wool. And do
you know, I have in my possession st this very time, a bib of
that wool which I cut off Florw's back 26 years ago ! and perhaps
1 will show it to some of you if you remind me when we meet:
Well, how long do you think it took me to finish that work ?
Nearly four hours! I dare say wo could have done it in a
quarter of the time if we had been expericnced and elever ab it,
but we had never taken lessons in sheap-shearing, and were be-
gides go very much afraid of eutting too close and hurting her,
that we mado a much longer business of it than was necessary.
And all that time you canuot think how quiet and good and
gentle Flora was; reminding wa very sirongly of that beautiful
Tth verse in the 68rd chapter of Isaiah, in which our Lord Jesus
Christ is compared to a sheep, © He was oppressed and he was



