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That Imp of a Dog.
DY MAS. MOLXSWORTH.

Parr 1,
It any of you who read this litile story havo ever Fad a doy

whom you loved vory dearly, rery dearly—a dog that wae slmost
a person, aud quito a friend ; & dog who flaw rashing to welcomo
you every timo you came in from a walk as if he had not seen you
for yoars ; whosoe littlo foathery tail drooped very low at the loast
word of reproof or even only a sharp tono of voice; a do,, wbom
you loved, 10 part at least, booanes you knew that holoved you with
all, every bit of hia heart and—I was nearly saying '* gonl "*—with
all bislittlobeing! And—if that dear fuithful innocent creaturohas
died, as even thodarlingost dog must—somo day—yoa will, 1think,
uaderatand that for a good while at least, your feelings to other
dogs aro very peouliar. You wonld muoh rather never sco them—
ospecially if thoy are at all like kim, and yeot if they are not the
least like him, you feol as il thero war something quits wrong
aboot them.

/e bad a dog—it is of him I bave bee . thinking—he wasdearer
to us than I can say, and I know we v eru vory dear to him. Wo
wero his wholo world. And ho died—-

1t is not his history, however, that I am going to tell wou. I
havo only spoken about him because I wanted to explain our stato
of mind towards doga in general just after our dear little man's
death.

Wo wore staying in the coontry—my sister and I. Yo had
settled down for somo woeks in » place we bad never been at be-
fore, and we ware living thers very quisily, for we were tired and
had bad a good deal of anxioly that yeur. It was late antumn,
almost oo iato to be away from home, for whetber * hecme* bo
town or country, it is 1ho best placo to be in, when tho days are
Rotling short and the weather chilly and the wecks before Christ-
mas not 8o very many.

Wo lived a ratber moootonons life. Wo went out for a walk
in the morning, and anothar in the afternoon, and we read alond
and wo worked and we thougbt we liked it all very much. Butin

reality I think wo wers beginning to be & Litils dull and lonely.
e missed our dear four-footed friend teiribly. We never wens
out-of-doors without a sigh; we nsver came in without a still
decper one. And thoogh ncither of us said so to the other, cach
knsw what tho other was thinking of, and sometimes a remark
intended to be comlortiog would suddenly be mads by ono of us to
tho other without having been asked for, in & way that would have
sounded vory odd to anyone not behind thosoencs of onr thoughts.

* He was growing very rheamatio, this wintry weather wonld
bavs tried him," my sister wonld say, aywe wars setting out tor =
rambla.

O: * I do thivk bis littls life was s vary happy one, and it might
Eavre grown lses 20 as ho got very old,” I wonld observe abruptly
after a silence,

Bul yet our bearta ached for bim—they dostill, for tbat matter,
and I think they always will.

Uno thing that we liked at the place where wo were stayiog was
tho absance of doga—of pet dogs that is to say. We had ro ob-
Jjection to great big fellows—yard-dogs whom we saw and heard
now and then at the farms wa olten passad. Butit wastoolatein
the season for visitors, and the peopls about did not go in for use-
less—or so-callod ‘' useloss,” pets, 30 our feelings wars not so
harrowed a3 thay might bave been in somo places. Thero camoa
day, bowaver—and this at last brings me to the beginning of my
story.

o wore walking quielly along a shelterod road—a sort cf wide
foot-path with troos at cach side and beyond these again a good
strotch of field, almost liko park-land—wbich was a favourits
strollof oars. The trees wore very bare already and the ground
was thickly strawed with Isaves of evaryshade of brownand yellow
and red. Allat once, some little way behind us. came a sound
which made us atart and look at sach other and—I1 almoss think
Ty aister grew palo, and perhiapa sho thovght ths sars of me. It

was 80 liko—s80 vory like the rush and whirl with which our dear
litsle man used tc come tearing aftor us in tho garden at home
whean the paths woro thick with rostling leaves in tho autumn |

o stood still-.and soon tho sound was explained—a dog, tho
very ugliest dog I ever saw—ungainly, ankempt-looking, all black
and yet vot glossy—was rushing alter us as fast as his lanky, ill.
shspen legs would carry him, and beforo wo had time for another
word, thero ho was upon us—lesping vp, pawing us, snifling us
with every domonstration of impish delight.

“ Ob, the horrid creatare,” I cried. ' Shoo him nway, Margie,
8hoo him away—do,"”

aargio did ber best and I joined her. Weo *'get-away " od, we
* shooed,"” wo threatened to hit the oreature—it was all no uso—
the fiercer we grew tho moro friendly he, till in despair wo hurried
on, walking as fast as we possibly could and pretending to take no
potice of him. That seemed to satisfy him-—be followed moro
quiotly, ovidently convinced that all the fuss we had made tras
cxpreasivo of delight and sffection on our part. And aftor a little,
some object on the road—a dead mouse or something equally hor-
rible—attracted his aitention and he atayed behind, Now was
our time—a gate leading into the garden of & better class farm
was at tho end of the road--we rushed through it and bid ourselves
behind some thick shrabs, and stood there with palpitating hearte,

Just then, ** by good lock ™' wo said to onrselves, two girls, or &
girl and a lady, dressed in black as wo wero, appeared on tho path
coming the other way,

« Hush, Margie,” I whispered, * ho'll tack himself on to them
and thiok they’re ua.”

Wo watched with cruel glee. So he did! Two minutes later
there ho was, leaping and pawing and all the rest of it, to the evi-
dent consteroation of the naw.comers, ono of whom scemod really
frightened. I am afraid wo did not care—wo watched them om
of tbe field, the imp gambling around them, and they harrying juss
a8 wo had done, ther with lightened hearts wo walked on.

¢ It socmed almost a shame,” 1 8aid, half laogbing, ** to tarn
bim off on to thosa poor things. Didn't you see how thoy looked
back boping we were still thero and that he belonged to us ?*

* Bat ho didn’t belong to us,” said Alsrgie, ** we hada't the
slightest reason for spoiling oar walk with the ngly creature. And
goodness only koows when wo should have got nid of himm. He
would csrtsinly bave followed va home.”

# Ol dear," said I, ¢ that wonld bave been tooawfal. 1 dare-
say thesa people will manage to ges nd of bim.*

* To think," said Margioc, “ tkat ho ia the sawo kind of animal
&8 our dear beauty ! Tho term ¢ dog’is too general—I prefer to
namo ~ur pet even in my thooghts as & Yorkshire terrier.”

*“Though even among Yorkshire terriers, I am certain wa
oonld never find ono like him,” I sighed.

Bat it was no use spoiling our walk by sad remembdrances. It
was all tho fanlt of that odious mongrel. Ibeganto talk of more
cheerlul subjects, and Margio understanding what I meant fol-
1owed my lead. 1t was » lovely aiternoon ; the supset promised
to be beautifal.

* Let us go up the hill a little,” said my sister. For the road
wo had now come to ran steeply upwards on one side. “ Wo
shall havo & nice view of the sun, even il we do not stay for the
actaal setting.””

I was pleased to do as she mid, 50 we went on. Now youmust
understand that we wero goiog in a perfectly different direction
from the one wo had been following hitberto, although directly
oppotite also {rom the road that mast havo besn {ollowed by thy
two lediss wo had met. And wo had tarned more than onoe,

So how did it happen—how, except by magic bad bho managed
it—that just as we atopped to take bresxth and admire the sky,
where preparations for doiog bonour to His Majeaty the sun’s do-
parturo were beginning 20 be scen—how did it como to pass that at
that moment, on the short tufsy hill.sido grass whero ws stood,
appeared, leaping, gambolling, ready 10 paw and lickand gonsrally
torment uas—that black imp of a dog ?

{Continued next week.)
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