
CHAPTER XXX

THE TAILLESS TYKE AT BAY

On the following morning there was a sheep-
auction at the Dalesman's Daughter.

Early as many of the farmers arrived, there
was one earlier. Tupper, the first man to
enter the sand-floored parlor, found M'Adam
before him.

He was sitting a little forward in his chair;

his thin hands rested on his knees ; and on his
face was a gentle, dreamy expression such as
no man had ever seen there before. All the
harsh wrinkles seemed to have fled in the
night; and the sour face, stamped deep with
the bitterness of life, was softened now, as if

at length at peace.

"When I coom doon this momin'," said

Teddy Bolstock in a whisper, "I found 'im

sittin' just so. And he's nor moved nor spoke
since."

"Where's th' Terror, then?" asked Tup-
per, awed somehow into like hushed tones.

" In f paddock at back," Teddy answered,
"marchin' hoop and doon, hoop and doon, for

a' the world like a sentry-soger. And so he
was when I looked cot o' window when I

wake."


