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T H E

HARE AND THE TORTOISE.
( N E  IV V E R S I O N . )

ON a fine summer afternoon the animals on 
Farmer Jesper’s little holding met in a 

shady lane for a friendly gossip. There were 
Captain the cart-horse and Crummy the cow ; a 
motherly sow who had left her litter fast asleep, 
and who was familiarly addressed as Tiggy; 
Cockalorum Wakemup, who dated his letters 
from “ The . Barn Door ; ” Pintoe, a gander ; 
Bubbleyjock the turkey, and a dozen or more of 
the female relatives of the three gallants last 
named. Opinions on farm matters were freely 
exchanged. Captain and Crummy signified that 
so far as they were concerned things went on 
pleasantly enough ; but Tiggy declared that the 
stuff put into her trough was shamefully thin, con
sidering the size of her family ; and the poultry 
complained that the new maid was stingy with 
the barley. Bubbleyjock vowed that if Bob Jesper
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The H are and the Tortoise. 6

wardness in doing her best to carry out the tip
toe plan nearly led to a burst of laughter.

On, and on, and on plodded little Sobersides. 
His friends were in momentary expectation of 
seeing Tibby flash past them ; but he came not, 
and just as twilight was setting in Tortums 
reached the goal.

“Three cheers for Tortums,” cried the excite- 
able Cockalorum, “ and take the time from me.”

“ Hip, hip, hurrah!” shouted the company, 
and at that moment Tibby was seen coming up 
the road at a mad gallop. But it was too late. 
He had lost the race !

“ And now, dears, for the moral,” I said, as I 
first told the story at my own fireside.

“ Oh, never mind the moral, papa ; we know all 
about that,” interjected Frank, my eldest; and it 
being the first duty of papas in this enlightened 
age to do as they are bid, I left the story to 
point its own moral. Fortunately it lies upon 
the surface.


