
J3* Bob, Son of Battle

ground and « cry like that of . let aotil wo

waters of the Tarn thrilled in cold pity; out of

h tie fflan s whUe hair was bared to the ni/h!wind; the rain trickled down his face; and his
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the little"'''*
''P '° ''^ '"^*"-'' f««t, andtue little man never moved

_' Wullie_ma Wullie!" he said very gently.They ve aye bin agin me-and noo youl A
they re all 1 ve iver had; and noo aia o' they

At that the great dog raised himself, and


