
340 Bob, Son of Battle

Then Londesley entered, and after him. NedHoppm Rob Saunderson. Jim Mason, and oth-
ers, each with his dog. And each man. as hecame in and saw the little lone fignre for once
without Its huge attendant genius, put thesame question; while the dogs sniffed about

?L n%?'°'.^'
'^"""^^ suspecting treachery.And all the time M'Adam sat as though heneither heard nor saw. lost in some sweel, saddream

;
so quiet, so silent, that more than onethought he slept.

After the first glance, however, the farmers
paid him httle heed, clustering round the^ub!
loan at the farther end of the room to hearthe latest story of Owd Bob.
It appeared that a week previously. JamesMoore with a pack of sheep had met the newGrammoch-town butcher at the Dalesman's

Daughter A bargain concluded, the butcher
started with the flock for home. As he hadno dog the Master offered him Th' Owd Un.And he 11 pick me up i' th' town to-morrow."
said he. '

Now the butcher was a stranger in the landOf course he had heard of Owd Bob o' Kenmuir. yet it never struck him that this hand-some gentleman with the quiet, resolute man-
ner, who handled sheep as he had never seenthem handled, was that hero-" the best sheep-dog in the North." ^
Certain it is that by the time the flock waspenned m the enclosure behind the shop, he


