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Suddenly, magically, a great longing came over
him. He must see his mother, or his brothers,
or his little sister—someone who knew him,
someone who belonged to him. He could have
cried out in his i'esire. This one thought con-
sumed ail his faculties. If his mother could but
walk in just now through that doorway ! If only
old Spot even could amble up to him, tongue
out and tail furiously wagging ! He tried to

sit up, and he could not move ! Then despair
settled on him, and weighed him down. He
closed his eyes.

The doctor and the nurse came slowly up
the ward, pausing here and there. They
stopped before his bed, and he held his
breath.

* Not roused up again, I suppose V
' No.'

* H'm
! He may flicker on for forty-eight

hours. Not more.'

They went on, and with a sigh of relief he
opened his eyes again. The doctor shook
hands with the nurse, who returned to the
table and sat down.

Death
!

The end of all this ! Yes, it was
coming. He felt it. His had been one of
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