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placing hU forepaws on his maater's chest ten-
derly, leat he should hurt him who was already
hurt past healing, stood towering above him;
while the little man laid his two cold hands on
the dog's shoulders.

So they stood, looking at one another, like a
man and his love.

At M'Adam's word, Owd Bob looked up,
and for the first time saw his pia,ster.

He seemed in nowise startled, but trotted
jvertohim. There was nothing fearlul in his
carriage, no haunting blrod-guiltiness in the
true gray eyes wh'ch never told a lie, which
never, dog-like, failed to look you in the face.

Yet his tail was low, and, as he stopped at his
master's feet, he was quivering. For he, too,

knew, and was not unmoved.
For weeks he had tracked the Killer; for

weeks he had followed him as he crossed Ken-
muir, bound on his bloody errands ; yet always
had lost him on the Marches. Now, at last,

he had run him to ground. Yet his heart went
out to his enemy in his distress.

"I thowt t'had bin yo', lad," the Master
whispered, his hand on the dark head at his
knee—" I thowt t'had bin yo' I

"

Rooted to the ground, the three watched the
scene between M'Adam and his Wull.

In the end the Master was whimpering; An-
drew crying ; and David turned his back


