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And then about a week after, when you were
qmte accustomed to it, somecKie else got upon
you who was so light that yxm scarcely felt
any weight at all. And when you lifted your
heels a bit, just for fun, because you hardly
knew there was anyone there at all, do yourememlw how he rubbed your muzzle and
talked to you untU you became quiet?
But there are so many things that you can't
know, aren't there, old horse ? You weren'tm my room when he came round to it that
night to tell me before anyone else of his
wonderful luck. You couldn't know that
the little Ught load you carried so often was
the most precious thing in the whole world
to the man who never missed coming round
to your box after dinner on a hunting day
to make sure you were rugged up and bedded
down for the night al) right. That's where
I get the pull of you, old man. You see I
was going to be his best man when he could
afford to get married. He insisted on that
when he told me first. But-things have
happened since that night, and I'm going to
take you over, because I want to give you
back to her. I don't expect you'll carry
her hunting again ; women aren't made that


