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344 Bob, Son of Battle

he made for the door again, looking back tosee If any followed.

One by one the others rose and trailed out

M r^ '"^ ^^""^ ^^'- Londesley's Las-
sie. Ned Hoppin's young dog; Grip and Grap-
ple, the publican's bull-terriers

; Jim Mason^
Gyp, foolish and flirting even now; others
there were; and last of all, waddling heavilym the rear, that scarred Amazon, the Venus.
Out of the house they pattered, silent andunseen with murder in their hearts. At lastthey had found their enemy alone. And slow-

y, in a black cloud, like the shadow of death,
they dropped down the slope upon him
And he saw them coming, knew their er-rand-as who should better than the Terror of

the Border?_and was glad. Death it might
be, and such an one as he would wish to die-
at least distraction from that long-drawn
haunting pain. And he smiled grimly as heooked at the approaching crowd, and saw
there was not one there but he had humbledm nis time.

He ceased his restless pacing, and awaited
them. His great head was high as he scannedthem contemptuously, daring them to come onAnd on they came, marching slow and silent
Ike soldiers at a funeral : young and old ; bob-
taiedanlbull; terrier and collie ; flocking like
vultures to the dead. And the Venus, heavy
with years, rolled after them on her bandy
tegs, pan ling in her hurry lest she should be


