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The Storytelier

WINNIE,

I'm on!y a greyhonnd, it is true, and perhaps on Lnat
account owe an apology for usurping the privileges of
man by reciting a few of 1wy reminiscences My species
have not spoken over much sinee Phe time of Aesop
and, having ruminated in jwole o less unbroken silence
for such a period, we may now crave your 1ndulgence.
On mieonhight nights, when impresedd witth lthe beautics
of the lirmament, we sometimes agdidress Uie moon  in
rBapdodies, but in a language unintelligible to man,

At times you may have seen us dreaming al tihe fire-
side of past adventures, or nyayhap of fulure forebod-
ings ; but you cannot interpret cur lhoughts as we
bhark ourselves awake. My droams are all {ramed round
the same object, and are nob as happy as thiose of less
santimental brutes; my thoubhts, asleep or awake, by
night and by day, all turn 6o the same smbject ; ilhe
same form 1s ever before my murd—t 18 the fiorm of
Winnie ; and it is of Winnie I am ahout {o tell you.

It is a romance, though mwot the kind of romance
schoolgirls read in Linglish noveleltes—not the Percy and
Apgelina type, with fhe same monobonaasly happy end-
ings : Percy 1s poor and will not #peak because she 1s
righ ; then she Dbecomes penniloss, amd he is enabled to
paur florth the longings of a hungry heart ; they cm-
brace accordingly, amd, lo ! each inherits a legacy which
is placed at bhe feet of Uhe other, anudst golden sun-
sets, dewy gvanipgs, silvery nroonlighls spd dramond
mornings, with moonbeams, rainbows, 2nl the song of
birds. Yet I write of fove, pure love , the love which,
mefhinks, ends more often in sorrow than in joy. Unlike
your human wrilters, T will pot * magnify the exception
intie a rule, and dwarf the world into an cxcepiion ',
nor wiil I, for the sake of sengation, hang the events of
ong life to ifhe fortunes of another. I wiita of life, the
things 1 heve seen, what [ have haard.

As T hiave already delayed over mach with the pre-
amble, I will pass lightly over my birth and earlier en-
viganmgnt, which are shrouded ip some chseurity. My
first cdherant recollections are of an eccemtric old man,
nty first master. He was called ' The Professor ' by
some, Wut nalmamed © Socrales ' by the hoyvs fpom  the
neighbaring schoel ; and as 1 am called © Plato,” T bnow
Hot whelher his name was derived from mine or  nume
foom this  Be this as it mayv, Socrates Iived a lonely
Life &n a lapgo dolse, or, properly spealing, owd castie,
encinclafl by lrees, some distance from the roadside. On
a fine day he was usually to be seen in on armchair
which he had formed In the hedge, reading some old-and
wiell-worn  hdols ;  when 1t rained he read the same
bogks in the house, and this was the only varialion in
habits which he sppaared to permit himsell. Ilis farm
he had let tio the meighbors. .He was his own butler,
cook, ‘and housematd , all his food was supplicd by con-
tract ; his tastes ware simple and never varied, and the
same supply was left daily at his gate. The house, of
which he was the only occupanil, was never entered save
by him, and a kind of weird romance hung around the
place. Ie was a Wachelor, of wourse, apd a ‘ woman-
hater,' though 1 have Weard 1t whidpered that gnece up-
on 'a time his sentiments were otherwise Lowards  the
subtler sex, wone of whom—whether a Circe or Hebe 1
know mict—was the original cause of warping his mind,
souring his ilemper, and giving rise twe his numerous
eccentricitics. At times one of {the more advanced siu-
demts, wain with a passing trfamph, attempted an  en-
caunter with Socrales, bul tvariably regretted his te-
marity ; for, whatever the subject chosen, the old man
put to shame his youthlul adversary. DBy mother lay
al aur master’s feel to answer the more imipertiment
in a gmitahle mamner and See that no frivolous inlruders
disturbad witfh impunity the meditations with which he
was wont to amuse himself.

For a time I also watchdd with my nrother, but as
T grew up I bevame restless, and longed for Kyrle Kelly
who on oteasicen took me with himn around the farm and
taugpt me how to run and hunt. T4+ was evident,
bhowever, that the old man did not view with favor these
jllicat excursions onp my part, espectally as, not infre-
guently, my mother was inducell to lcave her vigil 1o
witness my performancos.

So it came to pass that Kyrle, who had taken a
grent fancy o me-—being the best-brod hound in  the
combtry—got permission 1o take me away with him, as
1 had beqgome oply a rource of distraction B my crst-
while salate mother. I well remember the day T was
taken to my mew home, a dheerful-loaking house  with
rose-byushes  in front and ivy entwining the ends, a

marked contrast to ihe forhidding look and bare walls
of my prewions abode. But as soon us I entered I
no lomger saw the house. A little girl ran to meet us,
the prettiest brown-haired, blue-eyed doll I had ever
seen, wilh a duperb pose, and as graceful as a grey-
hopind. She screamed with joy on seeing me, and, clas-
ping her hands around my neck, she waltzed round the
floor with me, and forthwith we hecame fast friends.
Huch was  my first  meeting with Winnie ; henceforth
everylhing in life secmed brighier and botter.

1 s@con became a gencral favorite with my new and
heehier neighbors | oven the beggars—the natwral ene-
mics of my species—used 1o praise me, bat [ fear it
was ohly te please Winnie, for I have overheard them
say when she was not present thal 'twas a sih to waste
53 mpch gpved fiod on me while so many poor creatures
were relying for their dinner ¢n the scraps from a hun-
dred charities. However, I helieve they gpoke morein
tr. mzer than in aunger, and conseguently 1 refrain from
mjoralising ¢n sush little thypocrisies.

After a time Winpie, who previously attended the
local sahaol, changed to the higher school in ihe vil-
Inge, which was some distance from our hoeme. Kyrle
drove her at first, but dhe soon learned how to drive
herself. I mvariably accompaniad her in the mornings,
and lomgod all day for the hour to meet her th  the
evenings, The Toad Lo the village passed by my old
home, amd I had an opportunity of caressing my mother
as T weht by, mornings and evenings. I was also de-
Hghtad to see my old masfer give me a kindly glance of
recognilion, and at sight of Winnie he alimost looked
Meased. At first the village youths endeavored to coax
me hunting, but finding that their blandishments were
of no avail, the mole cruel of them icased and anmoyed
me in a most un-Uhristian mahner. Some boys have no
sense ¢f decemcy, and I was more burt at the insualt
than at anything else , Lo be treated like an  ordipary
low-bred village cur was raturally tanlalising to the
host-bredd honnd in the countrv. 1, however, treated
them with the centempt which they deserved. 1 nei-
ther condescended to run from them nor to snarl  at
them lile the base-born, ill-mannered whelps they were
aroustomod to, ard they soon came to rewpect nie accor-
dingly.

These were the happiest days of my life, going to
sghool with Winnie, and occasignally hunting with Kyrle.
When 1 recturned from a hunt tired and hungry Winnie
driad and fed me, amd placed me near the fire. She
snmetimes loocked at me reproachfully when she saw the
blond of the hares, and I felt ashamed, though I never
did et unnecessary punishment or tear up a  poor
nittle bare like other dogs. My motio always has been
a fair start and a fair fun, and ¥ never pursued 5 hare
withh a sccond  hound, nor do T think it fair for two
powerh:l 'hrates to hunt cne little hare ; hounds that do
such thivwgs are po beller fthan they ought %o he, and
have no finer printiples than common, ugly mouthed bea-
gies.

Kyrle, however, was before long called away fo
assiat his uncle in busimess, and T was, therefore, left
gnlely in Winnie's eharge. I linew instinctively when
s hanl was over, and off I bhounded to the village to
meet Winnie, and well wazs T repaid by a loving smile
and soft caress With Winnie present all was sunshine,
withorlt dwer i1 was darkness.  DButf, alas, thesc jovous
times did not last for ever. Scon I had the mortifioa-
tion to sce Winnie's affectians shared by another, and
that is how our {iroubles besgan,

II.

I have described my old master as a hermit, bach-
clor, philosogher , he was heloved by none of his hind,
Wit was especially feared and haled by the schoolboys.
On~>  sludent, however, vhom his colleagues  eallod
¢ Cignor,’ wyore serigus-minded than the others, hut with-
al of a eomely person, had recenlly come to the sohopl,
arid by his manly ard respeciful bearing and  kindly
digposition had gradually succeeded in thawing the old
man’s frigdity and ingratiating himsell inteo his good
graces. Iie and Soorates read and talhed together al-
most evory  evening, and I have seen Uhem drawing
strange lineg on scraps of paper, but te what purpose I
tknnw not.

Con alge had hesome 2 favorile with Winnie; he
was less ' oheeky ’ than ihe odher bovs, who continual-
1v annovad her by impertinenily callime her the ‘Deauty.’
For some time T looked upon Con as an intruder, as I
famcied that Winnie had berome less atientive to me on
his acactant ; hut cventvally T valued him as my best
friend outside Winnie apd Kyrle. Tle somelimes walked
alongside us, and said pleagant thines to Winnje, for,
althaugh serious-minded, ‘be had a roady wit 2nd cuaint
fancy, and seemed ful]l of aneadoies with which he am-
used us, We looked omt anxiomsly for him every even-
ing, and were ‘disappointed if perchance we wid not see
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