
346 Bob, Son of Battle

front of his enemy, their shoulders almost rub.
bingf, head past head.

So the two stood a moment, as though they
were whispering; each diabolical, each rolling
back his eyes to watch the other. While from
the little mob there rose a snarling, bubbling
snore, like some giant wheezing in his sleep.
Then like lightning each struck. Rearing

high, they wrestled with striving paws and the
expression of fiends incarnate. Down they
went, Shep underneath, and the great dog with
a dozen of these wolves of hell upon him.
Rasper, devilish, was riding on his back ; the
Venus—well for him !—had struck and missed

;

but Grip and Grapple had their hold; and the
others, like leaping demoniacs, were plunging
into the whirlpool vortex of the fight.

And there, where a fortnight before he had
fought and lost the battle of the Cup, Red
Wull now battled for his life.

Long odds
! But what cared he ? The long-

drawn agony of the night was drowned in that
glorious delirium. The hate of years came
bubbling forth. In that supreme moment he
would avenge his wrongs. And he went in to
fight, revelling like a giant in the red lust of
killing.

Long odds
! Never before had he faced such

a galaxy of foes. His one chance lay in quick-
ness: to prevent the swarming crew getting
their hold till at least he had diminished their
numbers.


