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THE MOVING FINGER.
3

It was not so long ago either. For the man mi^hthave been ahve to-day, though ho would have bee^oMand bent no doubt; for he was a thick-set man andmust have been strong. He had, indeed ca^r ed h

Was he not to bo traced all tho way ud tl» .1 T
though the olive tehees ,y one Wo V' f"
^ne I lace, towards the fountain of which ha h.i
^^n.»tH.eapo.oned rat that t.e.toi;:;r

He lay quite alone, still grasping t,,e g„„ „,,;,,,
,

.ad never laid aside since boyhood. Ko oneTen to"»; no one had attempted to help hi,n HeTl

siowly from one trouser-leg. For M» ^. n •«at is to say. dirty^orbeld^rn he back, at close range, without warning or L"as honest men would be ashamed to shoot th!
beast of the forest It w,= . i-, ,

"^''^"

buck-shot W '"""'^ ^' ""' " ^arge ofbuckshot low down an the body, leaving the rest tohemorrhage or gangrene.
™

itsCd rj''
.'"" "' "' '"' ^^"^ "» '»* -- that.should be no busmess of his. Several had approachedP.pe m mouth, and looked at the dead »an w thol;«.mme„

;
but aU had gone away again, idir n-^.fferently. For in this the most betua/oMr,


