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CHAPTER XXXVI.

TBI OOBBUn's BONO.

He dMhed home, spattering through the dubs, for now
^l^ ""a ^'H^«= ^?""1 ''" ^4^**' absent; ojened
» press and got a pair of shoes. £is own, mneh wo™^Thjse were each thrust in a deep skirt-pocket of hS
Stjan!

"*^ ''"'* ** ""• ^""^ °^ a wbbler ne«

hel'u on 'thtJ^'*°'
"'«»?",'«' "^id; "pit thou freshheeta on them, just man, that I can walk in grandeur.

ISlf
* them for Drimdorran's funeral"

-""'"

.„H K~ *
"" *^ "^^^ ''t*

"•» ^*'^ «ri«'«l whiskers,

rdirJ^T !X«f.P"«k«ed up for whistling. He wu
fn^™™ "^"a^V'""' r'^'y '""•^ous. whicff were sung

onaE^nf'v'^''-'**'*".^**^'^'^ hammered leathefon a top-stone. Njnian set him chanting at a sonjt It

Iwk!!*!!/ ^T*" V°
*''* ?'«>• "d » horse bf hineither l»*d nor bought, yet brought in a cunninjt wayto market

; the poet clearly hinted theft * ^
» Hrf^r

'

" ""^ ^™*°- "^ "Plendid song I Many
a^T^' ^'°.''""*i'*

put a fury on jfackellar. ft's a longbme now smce I heard it last, on a Hogmanay. It cam!

self did he steal the horse in truth, or was it poltry."
1 il warrant thee he stole him I " said the bard " Or

» wt ^^^'' " '^wJook brute got from the waters."
; When was this ? " asked ifinian sharply.
It was twelve—ay, fourteen years aeo," said the

cobbler. "Son of the Worst 1 he^got a ^r of shoe^


