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Solomon with a clouded notion that lie was in some
way being defrauded of seven and six.

Harold strained lis eyes till they hurt, but there
were no signs of the trap or horse, and his temper
was not improved wlien lie feit lis anm taken by
Solomon.

"Where be my seven-and-six ?" was the anxious
enquiry.

"And where be My pg"shouted Harold in
unconscious imitation. "Thie horse and trap have
been stolen., evidently, and I shall have to pay for
them. But I'mi going to have the pig, if it costs me
seven pounds ten. Go and catch it instead of look-
ing at me lice a turnip."

Harold was by now thorouglly roused, and swore
to himself- that lie would take that pig home, and
very likely drive it into the Lowne's drawing-room,
too, by Jove!

Solomon looked at the rope end whici lias slipped
off the hind leg, and declared that pig tatching
would run the costs up to lialf a sovereign.,

"You*catch the pig, and we'll see," said Harold.
And when the animal was captured hie solemnly pre-
sented Solomon with-one shilling!

"My terms be seven-and-six," expostulated the
aggrieved one.

"Very likely. But the tariff, as fair as 1 am con-
cerned, is one shilling sterling. And now, if you
don't mind, Il move."

And giving tlie pig a push witli lis foot, Harold
foilowed it through tlie gate, holding on to the string
with grim determination.

The pig hurried on amiably until it came to the
cross-noads. Here it stopped and -investigated the
ditdli and a lieap of stones, and was seized with a
desire to explore a neiglibouring field.

Harold gave the string a twitch and tried to guide
the prize on to tlie road for Stowe, lis own abiding
place.

But the pig lad other. ideas, and deliberately
took the turn for Blakesley, a village three miles
distant. Harold tugged and tugged, but the pig
appeaned to be possessed of the perversity of seven
demnons and the strength of seven honses. On it
trotted for at least a mile, with the perspiring Harold
clutdhing tlie string and hoping with fevened anxiety
that the knot would hold its own.

"If I walk to Edinbungh, you brute, l'Il stick to
you," he muttened. "Tliank goodness, here's a vil-
lage. l'Il see if amiyone will board and lodge you
while I go back to Stowe and explain to Mabel.*"

By this time they lad arrived at Blakesley, and
up the street turned the ?îg, witli Harold in the rear,
his collar limp, lis haïr dishievelled, and moving
almost at a run to kleep pace -witli the possessed
animal in front.

"I say," gasped'Harold, as the pig, attracted by
a bucket in front of the butcher's shop, stopped and
lad a pleasant seandli for food. "I say, will you
look after this thing tliat calls itseIf a pig? l'Il pay
you anything."

The butcher, who was standing in front of lis
shop, looked at the pig and then at Harold.

'Certainly," hie said; "bring it in here."
HIe opened a side gate, and to Harold's intense

delight and surprise,. the pig walked in, and was soon
instailed in an empty stable.

"By Jove !" said H{arold, "that's a relief. Now
will vou. keep it here tili 1 send for it ?"

"Il'h keep it right enough," answered the butcher;
"but what I want to know, young man, is what are
you doing with my pig?"

"Your pig 1" almost shrieked Harold.
"My pig, that's the word. He was won at the

Maidfond Bazaar by Thomson, over the road, and
I bouglit it fromn him for a pound and meant to, have
sent for it to-day. You seem to have been a bit in
front of nme, mîster. 1 don't want to be nasty, but
have you got anything to say ?"

"Nothing," said Harold feebly, "except to asic
ypu to kili mie. This world doesin't seexn to be the
place for me,"

"I don't know anything about killing you, but 1
amn going to kili the pig to-mornow morning, and
now you can hook it."

"No," said Harold firmlv, "«it's my pig-at least,
it's a lady's pig, and -I will flot <go without it, and

have to apply for a warrant, which would take a
day to procure, and then lie suggested that it should
lie treated as a case of disorderly and the criminai
locked up for the niglit in tlie stable on bread and
water. .

"Now, look'here," at iength broke in Harold,
"if you woulçln't like to stun me and then hang me,
rnay I suggest that you corne witl me to Stowe,
where I can prove my nespectabulity ?"

After a suggestion fnom the policeman that this
would be compounding a felony, the proposition
was adopted,' and Harold set forth like .Eugene
Arani, the gyves upon lis wrist being excepted.

On the road to Stowe the policenrùan drew a
voluminous store of reminiscences concerning the
days when people were hanged for sheep stealing,
and exoressed a professionai regret that the annexa-
tion of pigs did flot nowadays caîl for capital
punisliment.

Harold bore-it ail in silence, trying to think out
an effective speech of sarcasm for the tinie wlen
explanations would ensure lis release.

"Now then," lie said, wlien tliey arrived at Stowe,
"ýwe'Ii go and see Mathers, the landiord, and lie'l
tell who I am, and if necessary l'Il pay for the pig."

"'1l take five pounds now and say no more about
it," observed the butcher.

"Can't lie done," interposed the policeman; «"it'l
be agin' thie law."

Harold almost chuckled as lie thouglit of lis
captor's confusion when hie was identified, and led
tlie way boldiy to thp inn.

"Now then, Mathers," lie -said, wlien the land-
lord lad been fetclied, «wili you kindly tell these
intelligent people that I am a respectable person
and not a higlway roliber ?"

"Certainly, sir. What are you doing witli my
lodger, you two? He's been staying here for three
weeks, and if lie wasn't respectable, do you think I
sliould trust him witli m'y liorse and trap? By the
way, sir, wliere have you left tliem? I'mi wanting
to run over to the town aften tea."

'Ilie question lit Harold witli a sickening tlud,
for lie lad forgotten in lis anguish ail about the
conveyance which liad so mnysteriously disappeaned.

"I don't know," lie stammered, wondering
wlietlier there was any fresl trouble anywlere.

The landiord iooked grave and puzzled, and
listened intently whie the butcher and the policeman
toid a damning tale about a stolen pig, and then lie
nespectfuily but flrmly explainedl that lie w.as sure
Mn. Brand lad not stolen the pig; 'but lie would
neaily, like to have lis trap and horse back again,

"Stealing a 'orse, and trap as well; tliatIl mean
five years," observed thie policeman, making a note.

"Oh, liang it ail," said Harold, "I'm sick of this.
Take me up to Mr. Lowne's, and I can explain

'things thene."
,"Aye, up to, Squire Lowne's," agreed the police-

man. "He be a justice, and we could lock pnisoner
up in lis stable."

Anci once more Harold set out, accompanied this
timie by tliree interested parties, two of whom. appar-
ently wished him mnucli evil,, while the third, with
ail due respect for bis lodger, was anxious about
lis property. Froni lier window Mabel Lowne saw
the pageant approadhing down the drive, and lier
heant leapt with anxiety. Could it be that Harold-
in that moment she called him Harold to lerseif-
was in any trouble? He looked so grni and deter-
mined, and thene was a policeman, too-wlatever
could the< matter lie? She rushed downstairs7 and
found the men in the studys while lier father sat at
lis table and listened to varions statements witli a
puzzled air.

"Oh, do you mind bearing me out in saying that
1 went for youn pig, Miss Lowne," said Harold,
when lie saw Mabel at tlie doon.

The stony was told again, and witl Mabel's lelp,
Harold was fneed from the charge of pig stealing.

"My pig was a dean little white thing," explained
M\abli "a iidc Margaret Clair said she would keep it
for me tilI 1 cilled."

"Margaret Clair," interrupted Harold, "why, she
wvas the girl-"

"There is Miss Clair," said the innkeeper, look-
ing out of the window, "and driving rny horse and
trap, too!"

And surely enough, down the drive camie the
tnap, witli Miss Margaret Clair flourishig bier whip

was satisfied tha 't lie would have his pig, and the
ýpoliceman, who was disappointed at losing a case.

"Now, then, Margaret Clair," said the Squire,
with an attempt at sternness, "I think 1 trace your
hand in this. Will you explain ?"

"Well, you see," said Margaret Clair, calmly,
"I rather fancied this white pig myseif-oi, yes,
there lie is-and I thought Mabel would mucli
sooner have the other one, so I sent Mr. Brand after
the black one. But when lie had gone I sort of
repented and went after him. Then, when I found
hie had left the trap at the gate, I thought perhaps
it would be stolen and that it would be rather lice
if I drove over myself. And there you are, you
see."

"Margaret Clair, I consider you've behaved *dis-
gracefully," said Mabel liotly, whîle Harold felt
tempted to ask for ice' for the back of lis head.

"That's what everyone's alwas saying," was
the calm reply; "but I say, Mabel, I would teach
your young man to drive better before you marry
him. Let's have a look at the ring. I suppose
you're engaged by now ?"

Mabel'flushed up to the eyes, and the Squire
looked wrath.

"Quite riglit, sir," said Harold quickly. "I didn't
like to give Mabel a ring tili we had your consent.
I hope you don't mnd ?" lie concluded lamely.*

The Squire grunted .something about being very
young, but did not object when Harold took Mabel's
hand.

And Mabel did not object either, thoughshe was
still blushing.

"Miss Margaret Clair." said Harold haîf an.hour
later, "I shaîl send you the biggest box of choco-
lates and the orettiest brooch in London, and,'"' he
added under lis breatli, "may the fates protect ail
bachelor men when you're two or three years older."

"Thanks very much-and," added Margaret Clair
respectively, "I think that little pig would be very
nice roasted."

And wheq Margaret Clair was invited to, help
eat that poor little pig two days after, she noted
with approval that a half hoop of diamonds flashed
on Mabei's left hand.

The Weaver of Snow
I N Polar noons when the mnoonshine glimmers,

And the frost-fans whirl,
And whiter than mdonlight the iee-flowers grow,
And the lunar rainboW quivers and shimmers,
And the Silent Laughers dance to and frd,

<A stooping girl
As pale as peari

Gathers the frost-flowers where they blow;
And the fleet-foot fainies, smile, for they know

The Weaver of Snow.

And she climbs at last to a berg set free,
Trhat drifteth slow:

And she sails to, the edge of the world we see:
And waits tili the wings of the north wind lean
Like an eagle's wings o'er a lochan of green,

And the pale stars glow
On berg and floe....

Then down on our world with a wid iaugh of glee
She emnpties lier lap full of shimmer and sheen.
And that is the way in a dreani I have seen

l'he Weaver of $now,
-Fiona Macleod.

In the Cool of the Eveniný
I N the cool of the evening, wlen the Io

whispers waken,
When the labourens turn them liomew

the weary have their wiii,
When the censers of the roses o'er the for

are shaken
Is it but the wind thiat cometh o'er the i

hill ?
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