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That Imp of a Dog.
BY MRS, MOLESWORTH,
Panr 11,

¢ Ho is bewitched,” sald Margio.

It looked liko it.  Weo had not seen him coming, snd yet we
were on a bate shrubless pieco of ground where evon a tiny bird
could have boen noticod.

How kad he got thore?

But thero ho was.

‘Thoro was nothiug to be donoe for the momeat but to sndure him,
for thoro was no pomibility of getting rid of him. No gate we
oould entice him through and thea shut upon him, noshelter of any
kind where wo could hido ouraclves till ho got tired of waiting for
us—no ono toapply to for help, nothing !

\Wo gave up all thought of enjuying the eunset, eud set of to-
wards homo as fast as we could, aot of cuurse by the tay wo had
come, for that had been roundabovt. But just as we begau tocomo
In sight of huuses aod trees Margie stoppod hort.

**Wo must fix what wo are going tndo " she said.  **1f heonco
finds oat which is oor house, it will L topiless. \Ve should ncver
get rid of him without abolute bratality. Heois capableof waiting
outside all night on the chance of slipping in, I verily believe.”

I believed it too. We stood and cousidered. A little in front
of us was a sort of small quarry, where a few mco weie usually
employed io breaking up atones. Tuey had all left work, but the
rough door of a little hut whero they left their coats and dinuers, 1
daresay, during the day, stood onen. The hut was emnpty.

s*Ihaveit,” Isaid. **\Weo'll get him in there, and then we can
close the door and put a heavy stone against it—there ate lots
about.”

**He'll have nothiug to cat,"” said Margie, doubifully.

** Well—cax we help it ? The men will find him quiteearly in the
morniog, and if ke howls or barks, some nassers-iy—thero arc
always workmen aund boys coming this way—may take pity upon
him. If ho belongs o anybody, the owaer may oelooking fur him,
hidoous creature that he is.”

Then sceiag by my sister’s face that she sti!l thought mc inhn-
man, to my relief a sudden remembrance s*rack me.

*0h,” I said, thrusting my hand into my pocket, **1 havo a
bun—a stalo bun, that I had moant to feed thoso dear anilly gees=
with that wo always pass a littlo farther cn. He anall have i3,
horrid imp that Le is.

The bua salved Margio's conscience.  With immense difficalty
—X am sare it took us a quarter of an hour—by dint of persuasion
aad aboo’ing and scolding, we got oar tormentor into the hut, where
tho broken bon awaited him, aud closed the door firmly with heavy
stones, which 1t tock the two of us to drag into their place.

Thea tired out and shaking with oar exertions, we sct off again
—no soand pursning vs.

** Let us go home by tho back of the hozse,’ 3aid Margie, **it is
not a0 pretty, bat it is shorter.”

I made no objrctirn. 1 twas o worried to care for the
view, and indocd it was now almoat dusk. Wo were very glad to
tind vurselves on the hillside immediately above our huuse, and
were prepanng to desoend the incline whea—axcox!d aoyonc have
believed it posaible ?'—tharc on the path some yards b=fore ue, atood
thatimpefadog! At fizst wo thonght our eves had misled us,
Lot no—iz was he—with all his grotesquo I2aping and gambolling
just as usual

\We fclt really {rightened. It was too uncasny as well as un-
Learable. Wodared not zoin. We tarnel and fled uvp the hill
again, tollowed of coarse. Then by a circuitons route we came
down to the wain road of the village, some way from our honw,
near the charch. It was lightad up—an organ practice was going
oa. In we crept—ansakod—axnd there fo: half an hoar wo hid enr-
aelvos in a dark coraer, only emergang when we hoard the organist
shuttiag up. And to our mexprossiblo relief when we came out,

the conr: was clear. You can imagine haw we haorried home.
The next morning fornd ts almost aflraid to veniure oot. Bnt
we detrrmined o walk 11 a contrary direction, and tor some time
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wo flattered oursslves that the *“rose” had succeeded. (Wo wore
close to home sgain when Margic suddenly remembered that she
wanted somo stamps, and as it wus not yet luncheon timo we
turned back again u quarter of a mile or &v to the })osl office. Dear,
doar, hiow wo regretted it!  For as we came out of tho shop, thero
he was—uglier, dirtier, more domonatrative than ever.

‘¢ Your dog, ma'an),” said tho aliop woman, groccress aud post
mistross in ono, “1'm gind he's found you, for he have toen
a-plaguing about hero all the morning.”

* Qur dog,” wo exclaimed, ** no indeed.”

But I doubt if she believed us—for ns we fled, the wrotch pur.
aucd ug, till at last tou disgusted and tired to try any more dodging,
we went home, contenting oursolves with banging tho garden gate
13 hie Jace, which of course was no use whatever. Heclimbed over
or squeczed through somchow, for all during lusncheon we heard—
our ears sceming magically sharpenod—scratching at tho front door
and an occasional faintsort of whine. He was not a nvisy dog, so
much must be said of him.

That aiternoon we did not go out till late and then it was by
the back —but not far up the bl wo mot him of course. He was
worso than ever, jumping so high that he tore Margie's foather
boa and left paw marks on my slecves. But we were growing —
not resigned——but desperate, The only way to have a decont walk
was to Jet himn follow us, 30 all along tho road we had tho pleasnre
of Leiag looked upon by uvery urchin that met us as ** the 1adies as
L'long to that there dog.”

For no one knew him fo tae village. Wo had ventured on somo
enquiriea—you sco we did wot waut to scem to show any interest
10 the creature—and weroe satistisd that he was as much a stranger
to our peighbors as to ourselves.

We shut him out again when wo came bome.  Bat it turned out
& miserable ovening, cold and rainy, and all through our com-
fortable five o’clock tea and later, we hecard that detestablo
scratching.

Once Margio looked out—it seemed quite dark, Then she lofe
the room for a few moments, and when she came back thero was a
curious look on her face.

**Sister,” sho said, Margio only says ** Sister” when sho is very
serious :ndeed. 1 have boen a sort of second mother to her, for she
is anly cighteen and I ain seven yvears older. ‘I am afraid thero is
oo help fol it-~we must look after that dog. No, it is noz that Iv'e
takon a fancy to him- -I'm afraid I'm oot even sorry for him. But
I fear 1ts & case of duty—for our hittle man's sake—the impis a dog
af{erall.

“Are you suro?” I said bitterly. I thiok he is more like a
—no0 ] can't find the right word—* brownio® and ‘Pixio.‘ and all
thosc arc too pretty. e is just a borrid little imp.’

But it was no use. My conscience too was touched, and it
ended inour letting the creature in and humnbling ouraclves to the
cook to get some food for bim aud leave for him to spend the night
ia an onthoure.

**Just fora vight or two,” wo said, thoogh in our heartswo knew
there was no motvo prospect in getting rid of him in a wees than
there was to-day. And as for adm:ttiog him into our little draw-
ing.room till he was washed and xho wounld wash him?

Aund all the next day wo had to take him out with us! Ok the
mortifi<ation of it—we felt that everyooe was laughiog at us.

** Two silly old maids,” said Margic,

No the zrx! day we weot off in auother direction, determining
to ot luncheon somewhere and not 1o come home tilldask. It was
market day at thoe little town two or threo miles away. We had
not kaowa thiz till we met droves of cattle and ever 3o many spring-
carts and basketod old women, ctc. Bat we did not mind. Dowa
in our hearts was there the thought—migat cot the imp get loat?

Nuddenly, when only a short distance from the town, a voico
mado us jump. It camoe from a dog-cart that hed just passed us,
down from which scrasnbled a rovy-cheeked girl of fourteen or ao,
the ariver, e¢idently her father looking oa with interest.

**Oh naa'am, oh pleazo ma'am,” saild the child breatbloesly,
**{t's my Fido—oh Fido, my beauty, iny awcet”—she was poai.
tively erying, ** where have yoa boen, and ko dirty yon are! Oh
ma’am, oh miss, he is really mine—mayv I have him back 2™

**By all means,” we cricd together. Take him, my dear, at
once. I¥'cdidn’t want him—he{olloxed us.”

*“Ho twok you for sister atd me,” she said, * being in black
100,” and then we noticed that she liko ourselves, was in deep
mourning. Oh I don't know how to thank you. Mo strayed away
four days ago. OhFido—may I put him ia the cart, daddy? Oh
my. Lat yoa are dirty, Fido."

She did oot moan to reproach us—bat all tho same I think she
was surprised that we had oot fought for tho honour of performing
the imp's ablations,

Weretumed home with lightenod hearts and approving con-
aciences.

We ncver saw the rosy-laced girl again, though we stayod some
weeks loager {n those parts. She thinks of us with gratitade I
have no duabt—except about the washing—bat also, 1 feel suce,
with pity, for being doprived of her charming pet's society.
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