
“Ta’n elephant shen jeeaghyn feer trimshagh,” dooyrt Jamys. “T’eh ro 

hirrym,” dooyrt Orry, as ghow eh toshiaght dy spreih eh lesh y ghunn-

ushtey echey. 
“He, he, he,” dooyrt Orry. 

Eisht dy doaltattym ren yn elephant troggal yn stroin liauyr echey as skeeayl 

eh thooilley vooar dy ushtey back er Orry.  “Glug,” dooyrt Orry as eh dy 

bollagh baiht. 
Hie ad noon eisht dys thie yn lion, agh va’n lion ny chadley.  

“She kayt yn lion son shickerys,” dooyrt Jonee. 

“Meow! Meow!” dooyrt Martin, “jean doostey, phishin!” 
“Neem’s doostey eh,” dooyrt Orry as lhig eh eam ard ass: “WOOF WOOF!” 

“Aaaaarrrrrrrgh!” dooyrt yn lion as eh girree seose dy corree. Dimmee Orry 

as e chaarjyn roue dy bieau. 


