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He recrossed the bridge, walking blindly
like a sobbing child ; and yet dry-eyed.
Over the dead body he stooped.

"What ails ye, Wullie?" he asked again.
"Will you, too, leave me?"
Then Bessie, watching fearfully, saw him

bead, sling the great body on his back, ana
stagger away.

Limp and hideous, the carcass hung down
from the little man's shoulders. The huge
head, with grim, wide eyes and lolling tongue,
jolted and swagged with the motion, seeming
to grin a ghastly defiance at the world it had
left. And the last Bessie saw of them was
that bloody, rolling head, with the puny legs

staggering beneath their load, as the two
passed out of the world's ken.

In the Devil's Bowl, next day, they found
the pair: Adam M'Adam and his Red Wull,
face to face; dead, not divided; each, save for
the other, alone. The dog, his saturnine ex-
pression glazed and ghastly in the fixedness of
death, propped up against that humpbacked
boulder beneath which, a while before, the
Black Killer had dreed his weird ; and, close

by, his master lying on his back, his dim dead
eyes staring up at the heaven, one hand still

clasping a crumpled photograph; the weary
body at rest at last, the mocking face—mock-
ing no longer—alight with a whole-souled,

transfiguring happiness.


