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Capriole. peeping over. She stretched out her
hands to him, and began to call, but with a timid
voice, Jest in his impatience to return to her, he
should leap down and break his neck, But there
was no such danger, Capriole was inhaling the
fresh breeze of the mountains, and enjoying with
rapture the scenes for which nature designed him,
His bleating was the expression of Joy, and he
bestowed not a thought on his kind mistress, nor
paid the least attention to her call. Sylvia as-
cended ashigh as she couldtowards him,and called
louder and louder, but all in vain. Capriole leaped
from rock to rock, cropped .the fine herbage in
the clefts, and was quite lost in the pleasure of
his new existence.

Poor Sylvia stayed till she was tired, and then
returned disconsolate to the farm, to relate her
misfortune, She got her brothers to accompany
her back to the hill, and took with her a slice of
white bread and some milk to tempt the little
wanderer home. But he had mounted still higher,
and had joined a herd of companions of the same
species, with whom he was frisking and sporting,
He had neither eyes nor ears for his old friends
of the valley. All former habits were broken at
once, and he had commenced free commoner of
nature. Sylvia came back, erying as much from
vexation as sorrow, “ The little ungrateful thing,”
said she, “so well as I loved him, and so kindly
as I treated him, to desert me in this way at last!
But he was always a rover.” |

“Take care then, Sylvia,” said her mother
Kow you set your heart upon rovers again.”


