
CHAPTER XVII 

AMAD DOG 

DAVID and Maggie, meanwbile, were drift
ing further and further apart. He now 
thought the girl. took too much upon herself; 
that this assumption of the woman and the 
mother was overdone. Once, on a Sunday, he 
caught her hearing Andrew bis catecbism. 
He watched the performance through a crack 
in the door, and listened, riggling, to her sim
ple teaching. At length bis merriment grew 
so boisterous that she looked up, saw bim, 
and, straightway rising to her feet, crossed the 
room and shut the door; tendering her un
spoken rebuke with such a sweet dignity that 
he slunk away for once decently ashamed. 
And the incident served to add point to bis 
hostility. 

Consequently he was seldom at Kenmuir, 
and more often at home, quarrelling with hii 

father. 
Since that day, two years before, when the 

boy had been an instrument in the taking of 
the Cup from him, father and son had been 
like two vessels charged with electricity, con
tact between wbich might result at any mo-
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..ient in a shock and a flash. This was th11 

outcome not of a moment, but of years. 
Of late the contest had raged markedly 

fierce; for M'Adam noticed bis son's more 
frequent p:esence at home, and commented on 
th~, fact ~ bis usual spirit of playful raillery. 

What s come to ye, David?" he asked onfl 
day. "Yer auld dad's head is nigh turned 
wi' yer condescension. Is James Moore feared 
ye'll steal the Cup fra him, as ye stole it frotn 
me, that he'!l not ha' ye at Kenmuir? or what 
is it?" 

"I thought I could maybe keep an eye on 
the Killer gin I stayed here," David answered 
leering a t Red W ull. ' 

": e'd do better at Kenmuir-eh, Wullie ! " 
the httle man replied. 

"N "th a~, e other answered, "he'll not go to 
Kenmmr. There's Th' Owd Un to see to him 
there o' nights." 

The little man whipped round. 1 

"1>;-;e ye so s~e he is there o' nights, ma 
!ad? he asked With slow significance 

"He was there when sorne one----I dinna say 
w~o, though I have ma thoughts-tried to 
po1son, him, " sneered the boy, mimicking bis 
father s manner. 

M'Adam shock bis head. 
" If he was poisoned, and noo I think aiblins 

he was, he didna pick it up at Kenmuir I tell 
ye that," he said, and marched out of th; room 

In the mean time the Black Killer QUrsued 
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bis bloody trade unchecked. The public, al. 
ways greedy of a new sensation, took up the 
matter. In severa! of the great dailies, arti
cles on the "Agrarian Outrages" appeared, fol
lowed by lengthy correspondence. Con tro
versy raged high; tach correspondent had his 
own theory and his own solution of the prob
lem; and each waxed indignant as his were 
discarded for another's. 

The Terror had reigned already two months 
when, with the advent of the lambing-time, 
ma tters took a yet more serious aspect. 

It was bad enough to lose one sheep, often 
the finest in the pack; but the hunting of a 
flock ata critica! moment, which was incidental 
to the slaughter of the one, the scaring of these 
woolly mothers-about-to-be almost out of their 
fieeces, spelt for the small farmers something 
akin to ruin, for the bigger ones a loss hardly 
bearable. 

Such a woful season had never been known • , 
loud were the curses, deep the vows of revenge. 
Many a shepherd at that time patrolled all 
night through with his dogs, only to find in 
the moming that the Killer had slipped him 
and havocked in sorne secluded portion of lús 
beat. 

It was heartrending work; and ali the more 
so in that, though his incrimination seemed 
as far off as ever, there was still the same posi. 
tiveness as to the culprit's identity. 

Long Kirby, indeed, greatly daring, wenc 
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so far on one occasion as to sa y to the little 
man: "And d'yo' reck'n the Killer is a sheep
dog, M'Adam?" 

" I do, " thP. little man replied with convic-
tion. 

"And that he'll spare his own sheep? '' 
"Niver a doubt of it. " 
" Then, " said the smith with a nervous 

cackle, "it must líe between you and Tupper 
and Saunderson. " 

The little man leant forward and tapped the 
other on the arm. 

"Or Kenmuir, ma friend, " he said. "Y e've 
forgot Kenmuir. " 

"So I have, "laughed the smith, "so I have." 
"Then I' d not anither time, " the other con. 

tinued, still tapping. "I'd. mind Kenmuir, 
d'ye see, Kirby?" 

It was about the middle of the lambing
time, when the Killer was working his worst, 
that the Dalesmen had a lurid glimpse of 
Adam M'Adam as he might be were he wounded 
through his W ullie. 

Thus it carne about: It was market-day in 
Grammoch-town, and in the Border Ram old 
Rob Saunderson was the centre of interest. 
For on the previous night Rob, who till then 
had esca ped unsca thed, had lost a sheep to the 
Killer: and-far worse-lús flock of Herd
wicks, heavy in lamb, had been galloped with 
disastrous consequences. 
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The old man, with tears in his eyes, wai 
telling how on four nights that week he had 
been up with Shep to guard against mishap; 
and on the fifth, worn out with his double 
labor, had fallen asleep at his post. But a 
ve.ry little while he slumbered; yet when, in 
the dawn, he woke and hurried on his rounds 

' he quickly carne upon a mangled sheep and the 
pitiful relic of his flock. A relic, indeed ! For 
all about were cold wee lambkins and their 
mothers, dead and dying of exhaustion and their 
unripe travail-a slaughter of the innocents. 

The Dalesmen were clustered round the 
old shepherd, listening wi th lowering coun te. 
nances, when a dark gray head peered in at 
the door and two wistful e yes d wel t for a 
moment on the speaker. 

"Talk o' the devil!" muttered M'Adam but 
' no man heard him. For Red Wull, too, had 

seen that sad face, and, rising from his mas. 
ter's feet, had leapt with a roar at his enemy, 
toppling Jim Mason like a ninepin in the fury 
of his charge. 

In a second every dog in the room, from the 
battered Venus to Tupper's big Rasper, was 
on his feet, bristling to have at the tyrant and 
wipe out past injuries, if the gray dog would 
but lead the dance. 

It was not to be, however. For Long Kir1ay 
was standing at the door with a cup of hot 
coffee in his hand. Barely had he greeted the 
gray dog with-
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'"Ullo, Owd Un!" when hoar:ie yells of 
" 'Ware, !ad! The Terror!" mingled with Red 
Wull's roar. 

Half turning, he saw the great dog bound. 
ing to the attack. Straightway he flung the 
boiling contents of his cup ful! in that rage
wracked countenance. The burning liquid 
swished against the huge bull.head. Blind. 
ing, bubbling, scalding, it did its fell work 
well; nothing escaped that merciless torrent. 
With a cry of agony, half bellow, half howl, 
Red W ull checked in his charge. From 
without the door was banged to; and 
again the duel was postponed. While within 
the tap-room a huddle of men and dogs 
were left alone with a mad man and a madder 
brute. 

Blind, demented, agonized, the Tailless 
Tyke thundered about the little room gnash
ing, snapping, oversetting; men, tables, chairs 
swirled off their legs as though they had 
been dolls. He spun round like a monstrous 
teetotum; ht> banged his tortured head against 
the wall; h~ burrowed into the unyielding 
floor. And ali the while M'Adam pattered 
after him, laying hands upon him only to be 
flung aside as a terrier flings a rat. Now up, 
now down again, now tossed into a comer, 
now dragged upon the f!oor. yet always follow
ing on and crying in supplicating tones, "W ul
.lie, W ullie, Jet me to ye! Jet yer man ease ye!" 
and then, with a scream and a murderou.~ 
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glance, "By-, Kirby, I'll deal wi' you 
Jater!" 

The uproar was like hell !et loose. Y ou 
could hear the noise of oa ths and blows, as the 
iñen fought for the door, a half-mile away. 
And above it the horrid bellowing and the 
screaming of tha t shrill voice. 

Long Kirby was the first man out of that 
murder-hole; and after him the others toppled 
one by one-men and dogs jostling one an
other in the frenzy of their fear. Big Bell, 
Londesley, Tupper, Hoppin, Teddy Bolstock, 
white-faced and trembling; and old Saunder
son they pulled out by his heels. Then the 
door was shut with a clang, and the little man 
and mad dog were left alone. 

In the street was already a big-eyed crowd, 
attracted by the uproar; while at the <loor 
was James Moore, seeking entrance. "Hap
pen I could lend the little mon a hand," said 
he; but they withheld him forcibly. 

Inside was pandemonium: bangings like the 
doors of hell; the bellowing of that great voice; 
the patter of little feet; the slithering of a 
body on the floor; and always that shrill, 
beseeohing prayer, "Wullie, Wullie, !et me to 
ye l" and, in a scream, " By--, Kirby, I'll 
be wi' ye soon ! " 

Jim Mason it was wbo turned, at length, to 
the smith and whispered, "Kirby, !ad, yo'd 
best skip it." 

The big man obeyed and ran. The stamp. 
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stamp of his feet on the hard road _rang above 
the turmoil. As the long legs vamshed round 
the comer and the sound of the fugitive died 
away, a panic seized the listening crowd. . 

A woman shrieked; a girl fainted; and ID; 
two minutes the street was as naked of men as 
the steppes of Russia in winter: here .ª white 
face at a window; there a door aiar; and 
peering round a far comer a frightened boy. 
One man only scorned to run. Alone, James 
Moore stalked down the centre of the road, 
slow and calm, Owd Bob trotting at his hcels. 

I t was a long half-hour befo re the door of 
the inn burst open, and M'Adam carne out 
with a run, flinging the door behind him. . 

He rushed into the middle of the road; his 
sleeves were rolled at the wrist like a sur
geon's; and in his right hand was a black
handled jack-knife. 

"Noo, by--!" he cried in a terrible voice, 
"where is he?" 

He looked up and down the road, darting 
his fiery glances everyw her e ; and his fa ce was 
whiter than his hair. 

Then he tumed and hunted madly down 
the whole length of the High, nosing like a 
weasel in every cranny, stabbing at the air as 
he went, and screaming, " By--, Kirby, wait 
til1 I get ye!" 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

HOW THE KILLER WAS SINGED 

No further harm carne of the incident; but 
it served as a healthy object-lesson for the 
Dalesmen. 

A coincidence it may have been, but, as a 
fact, for the fortnight succeeding Kirby's ex
ploit there was a lull in the crimes. There 
followed, as though to make amends, the seven 
days still remembered in the Daleland as the 
Bloody Week. 

On the Sunday the Squire lost a Cheviot 
ewe, killed not a hundred yards from the 
Manor wall. On the Monday a farm on the 
Black Water was marked with the red cross. 
On Tuesday-a black night-Tupper at Swins
thwaite carne upon the murderer at his work; 
he fired into the darkness without effect; and 
the Killer esca ped wi th a scaring. On the fol
lowing night Viscount Birdsaye lost a shearling 
ram, for which he was reported to have paid a 
fabulous sum. Thursday was the one blank 
night of the week. On Friday Tupper was 
again visited and punished heavily, as though 
in revenge for that shot. 

On the Saturday aftemoon a big meetini 
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was held a t the Manar to discuss measures, 
The Squire presided; gentlemen and magis• 
trates were there in numbers, and every farmet 
in the country-side. 

To start the proceedings the Special Com. 
missioner read a futile letter from the Board 
of Agriculture. After him Viscount Birdsa ye 
rose and proposed that a reward more suitable 
to the seriousness of the case than the paltry 
f.S of the Police should be offered, and backed 
his proposal with a f,2 5 cheque. Severa! oth. 
ers spoke, and, last of ali, Parson Leggy rose. 

He briefly summarized the history of the 
crimes · reiterated his belief that a sheep-dog 
was the criminal; declared that nothing had 
occurred to shake his conviction; and con
cluded by offering a remedy for their consider
ation. Simple it was, so he said, to laughabl~
ness · yet if their surmise was correct, 1t 
would se~v11 as an effectual preventive if not 
cttre, and would at least give them time to 
tum round. He paused. 

"My suggestion is: That every man-jack of 
ye.u who owns a sheep-dog ties him up at 
night." 

The farmers were given half an hour to con
sider the proposal, and clustered in knots talk
il\g it over. Many an eye was directed on 
M'Adam; but tha', little man appeared ali 
unconscious. 

"Weel, Mr. Saunderson," he was saying in 
11 rill accents. "and shall ye tie Shevl" 
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"What d'yo' think?" asked Rob, eying the 
man at whom the measure was aimed. 

"Why, it's this way, I'm thinkin'," the lit
tle man replied. "Gin ye haud Shep's the 
guilty one I wad, by all manner o' means-or 
shootin'd be ailbins better. If not, why"-he 
shrugged his shoulders significantly; and hav
ing shown his hand and driven the nail w'lll 
home, the little man left the meeting. 

James Moore stayed to see the Parson's 
resolution negatived by a large majority, and 
then he too quitted the hall. He had foreseen 
the result, and, previous to the meeting, hnd 
warned the Par.on how it would be. 

"Tie up!" he cried almost indignantly, a~ 
Owd Bob carne galloping up to his whistle; "I 
think I see myself chainin' yo', owd !ad, like 
ony murderer. Why, it's yo' has kept the 
Killer off Kenmuir so far, I'll lay. " 

At the lodge-gatc was M'Adam, f01 once 
without his familiar spirit, playing with the 
lodge-keeper's child; for the little man loved 
al! children but his own, and was beloved of 
them. As the Master approached he looked 
up. 

" Weel, Moore, " he called, "and are you 
gaeir.' to tie yer dog? " 

" I will if you will yours, " the Mastér an
swered grimly. 

"Na, " the little man replied, "it's Wullie 
as frichts the Killer aff the Grange. That's 
why I've l~ft him there noo. " 
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"It's the same wi' me," the Master said. 
"He's not come to Kenmuir yet, nor he'll not 
so long as Th' Owd Un's loose, I reck'n." 

"Loase or tied, for the matter o' that," the 
little man rejoined, "Kenmuir'll escape." He 
made the statement dogmatically, snapping 
his lips. 

The Master frowned. 
"Why that?" he asked. 
"Ha' ye no heard what they're sayin'?" the 

little man inquired with raised eyebrows. 
"Nay; what?" 
"Why, that the mere repitation o' th' best 

sheep-dog in the N orth' should keep him aff. 
J.n' I guess they're reet," and he laughed 
shrilly as he spoke. 

The Master passed on, puzzled. 
'Which ,oad are ye gaein' hame?" M'Adam 

cailed after }úm. "ilecause," with a polite 
smile, "I'll tak' t'ither. " 

"I'm off by the Windy Brae," the Master 
answered, striding on. " Squire asked me to 
leave a note wi' his shepherd t'other side o' 
the Chair." So he headed away to the left, 
making for home by the route along the Silver 
Mere. 

It is a long sweep of almost unbroken moor
land, the well-called Windy Brae; sloping 
gently down in mile on mile of heather from 
the Mere Marches on the top to the fringe of 
the Silve1 Mere below. In ali that waste of 
moor the only break is the quaint-shaped 
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Giant's Chair, puzzle of geologists, looking as 
though plumped down by accident in the 
heathery wild. The ground rises suddenly 
from the uniform grade of the Brae; up it 
goes, ever growing steeper, until at length it 
runs abruptly into a sheer curtain of rock-the 
Fall-which rises perpendicular sorne forty 
feet, on the top of which rests that tiny grassy 
bowl-not twenty yards across-they cal! the 
Scoop. 

The Scoop forros the seat of the Chair and 
reposes on its collar of rock, cool and green 
and out of the world, like wine in a metal cup; 
in front is the forty-foot Fall; behind, rising 
sheer again, the wall of rock which makes the 
back of the Chair. Inaccessible from above. 
the only means of entrance to that little dell 
are two narrow sheep-tracks, which crawl dan
gerously up between the sheer wall on the one 
hand and the sheer Fall on the other, entering 
it at opposite sides. 

It stands out clear-cut from the gradual in" 
cline, that peculiar eminence; yet as the Mas
ter and Owd Bob debouched on to the Brae it 
was already invisible in the darkening night. 

Through the heather the two swung, the 
Master thinking now with a smile of David 
and Maggie; wondering what M'Adam had 
meant; musing with a frown on the Killer; 
pondering on his identity-for he was half of 
David's opinion as to Red Wull's innocence; 
and thanking his stars tha t so far Kenmuir 
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had escaped, a piece of luck he attributed en
tirely to the vigilance of Th' Owd Un, who, 
sieeping in the porch, slipped out at al! bours 
and went his rounds, warding off danger. 
And at the thought he Iooked down for the 
dark head which should be travelling at his 
knee; yet could not see it, so thick hung the 
pal! of night. 

So he brushed his way along, and ever the 
night grew blacker; until, from the swell of 
the ground beneath his feet, he knew himself 
skirting the Giant's Chair. 

Now as he sped along the foot of the rise, 
of a sudden there burst on his ear the myriad 
,:,atter of galloping feet. He turned, and at 
the second a swirl of sheep a!most bore him 
down. It was velvet-black, and they fled furi
ously by, yet he dimly discovered, driving at 
their trails, a vague hound-like forro. 

"The Killer, by thunder!" he ejaculated, 
and, startled though he was, struck down at 
tha t last pursuing sha pe, to miss and almost 
fall. 

" Bob, !ad!" he cried, "follow on ! " and 
swung round; but in the darkness could not 
see if the gray dog had obeyed. 

The chase swept on into the night, and, far 
above him on the hill-side, he could now hear 
the rattle of the flying feet. He started hotly 
in pursuit, and then, recognizing the futility 
of following where he could not see his hand, 
desisted. So he s tood motionless, listening 
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and peering into the blackness, hoping Th' 
Owd Un was on the villain's heels. 

He prayed for the moon; and, as though in 
answer, the Iantern of the night shone out and 
lit the dour face of the Chair above him. He 
shot a glance at his feet; and thank:ed heaven 
on finding the gray dog was not beside 
him. 

Then he looked up. The sheep had broken, 
and were scattered over the steep hill-side, still 
gallopmg madly. In the rout one pair of 
darting figures caught and held his gaze: the 
foremost dodging, twisting, speeding upward, 
the hinder hard on the Ieader's heels, swift, 
remorseless, never changing. He Jooked for 
a third pursuing form; but none could he dis
cern. 

"He mun ha' missed him in the dark," the 
Master muttered, the sweat standing on his 
brow, as he strained his eyes upward. 

Higher and higher sped those two dark 
specks, far out-topping the scattered remnant 
of the flock. Up and up, until of a sudden 
the sheer Fall dropped its relentless barrier in 
the path of the fugitive. Away, scudding 
along the foot of the rock-wall struck the 
familiar tr~~k leading to the Scoop, and up it, 
bleatmg p1tifully, nigh spent, the Killer hard 
on her now. 

" He '11 doon her in the Scoop ! " cried the 
Master hoarsely, following with fascinated 
eyes. "Owd Un! Owd Un! wheer iver are 
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yo' gotten to?" he called in agony; but no 
Owd Un made reply. 

As they reached the summit, just as he had 
prophesied, the two black dots were one; and 
down they rolled together into the hollow of 
the Scoop, out of the Master's ken. At the 
same instant the moon, as though loth to 
watch the last act of the bloody play, veiled 
her face. 

It was his chance. "Noo!"-and up the 
hillside he sped like a young man, girding 
his loins for the struggle. The slope grew 
steep and steeper; but on and on he held in the 
darkness, gasping painfully, yet running still, 
anti! the face of the Fall blocked his way too. 

There he paused a moment, and whistled a 
low call. Could he but dispatch the old dog 
up the one path to the Scoop, while he took 
the other, the murderer's one road to safety 
would be blocked. 

He waited, all expectant; but no cold muz
zle was shoTed into his hand. Again he whis
tled. A pebble from above almost dropped on 
him, as if the criminal up there had moved to 
the brink of the Fall to listen ; and he dared 
no more. 

He waited till all was still again, then crept, 
cat-like, along the rock-foot, and hit, at Iength, 
the track up which a while before had fled 
Killer and victim. Up that ragged way he 
crawled on hands and knees. The perspira
tion rolled off his face ; one elbow brushed tho 
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cock, perpetually; one hand plunged ever and 
anoo into that naked emptiness on the other 
elde. 

He prayed that the moon might keep in bui. 
a little longer; that his feet might be saved 
from falling, where a slip might well mean 
death, certain destruction to any chance of 
succiss, He cursed his luck that Th' Owd Un 
had somehow missed him in the dark; for now 
he must trust to chance, his own great 
strength, and his good oak stick And he as 
climbed, he iaid his ]Plan: ~ rush Íln on the 
Killer as he still gorged and grapple with 
him, If in the darkness he missed-and in 
that narrow arena the contingency was im, 
probable-the murderer might still, in th6 
panic of the moment, forget the one path to 
afety and leap over the Fall to his destruc• 

tion, 
At length he reached the summit and paused 

to draw breath, The black void before him 
was the Scoop, and in its bosom-not ten 
yards away-must be lying the Killer and the 
killed, 

He crouched against the wet rock-face and 
listened, In that dark silence, poised 'twixt 
hea ven and earth, he seemed a mili ion miles 
apart from living soul, 

No sound, and yet the murderer must 
be there. A y, there was the tinkle of a dis
lodged stone; and again, the tread of stealthy 
foet. 
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The Killer was moving; alarmed · was off. 
Q . kl 

1 

wc. 
He rose to his full height; gathered him

self, and leapt, 
Som~thing collidrd wi th him as he sprang; 

something wrestled madly with him · some
thing wrenched from beneath him; a;d in a 
cla p he heard the thud of a bod y striking 
gro:111d far below, and the slithering and spla t
tenng of sorne crea ture speeding furiousl)' 
down the hill-side and away. 

" Who the blazes? " roared he. 
"What the devil?" screamed a little voica. 
The moon shone out, 
"Moore!" 
"M'Adam!" 
And there they were still struggling over 

the body of a dead sheep. 
In a second they had disengaged and rushed 

to the edge of the Fall. In the quiet they 
co~~ still hear the scrambling hurry of th& 
fug1t1ve far below them. Nothing was to be 
seen, hov.:ever, save an array of startled sheep 
on the hill-s1de, mute witnesses of the mur 
derer' s esca pe. 

The two men turned and eyed each other· 
the one grim, the other sardonic : both dis~ 
hevelled and suspicious. 

"Well?" 
"Weel?" 
A pause and, careful scrutiny. 
"There's blood on your coat." 
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" And on yours. " 
Together they walked back into the little 

moon-lit hollow. There lay the murdered 
sheep in a pool of blood. Plain it was to see 
whence the marks on their coats carne. 
M'Adam touched the victim's head with his 
foot. The movement exposed its throat, 
With a shudder he replaced it as it was. 

The two men stood back and eyed one an. 
other. 

"What are yo' doin' here?" 
" After the Killer. Wha t are yo u? " 
" After the Killer? " 
"Hao did you come?" 
"Up this path," pointing to the one behind 

bim. " Hoo did you? " 
" U p this. " 
Silence ; then again : 
"I'd ha' had him but for yo'." 
"I did have him, but ye tare me aff," 
A pause again. 
"Where's yer gray dog?" This time the 

challenge was unmistakable. 
"I sent him after the Killer. Wheer's your 

Red Wull?" 
"At hame, as I tell't ye befare. " 
" Y o' mean yo' left him there? " 
M'Adams' fingers twitched. 
"He's where I left him." 
James Moore shrugged his shoulders. Awl 

the other began: 
" When did yer dog lea ve ye? " 
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"When the Killer carne past. " 
" Y e wad sa y ye missed hün then? " 
"I say what I mean." 
"Ye say he went after the Killer. Noo the 

Killer was here, " pointing to the dead sheep. 
"W as your c!:ig here, too?" 

" If he had been he' d been her e still. " 
"Onless he went over the Fall ! " 
" Tha t was the Killer, yo' fule. " 
"Or your dog. " 
"There was only one ben ea th me. I felt 

him." 
"Just so," said M'Adam, and laughed. The 

other's brow contracted. 
"An' that was a big un, " he said slowly. 

The little man stopped his cackling. 
"There ye lie," he said, srnoothly. "He 

was small." 
They looked one ,mother full in the eyes. 
"That's a matter of opinion," said the Mas• 

ter. 
"It's a matter of fact," said the other. 
The two stared at one another, silent and 

stern, each trying to fa thom the other 's soul ¡ 
then they turned again to the brink of the 
Fall. Ben ea th them, plain to see, was the 
splash and furrow in the shingle marking the 
Killer's line of retreat. They looked at one 
another again, and then each departed the 
way he had come to give his version of the 
story. 

"We mucked it atween us," said the Master. 
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'Jf Th' Owd Un had kept wi' me, I should 
ha' had him." 

.And-
"I tell ye I clid have him, but James Moore 

pulled me aff, Strange, too, his dog not bein' 
wi' himl" 

CHAPTER XIX 

LAD AND LASS 

AN ímmense sensa tion this affair of the 
Scoop created in the Daleland. It spurred the 
Dalesmen into fresh endeavors. James Moore 
and M'Adam were examined and re-examined 
as to the minutest details of the matter. The 
whole country-side was placarded with huge/ 
bilis, offering /;,roo reward for the capture ol. 
the criminal dead or alive. While the vi -
lance of the watchers was such that in a s · le 
week they bagged a donkey, an old wo 
and two amateur detectives. 1 

In W astrel-dale the near esca pe o the 
7Ciller, the collision between James Mo · and 
.Adam, and Owd Bob's unsuccess, w was 
not wont to fail, aroused intense exc ment, 

as to with which was mingled a certain anxi 
their favorite. 

For when the Master had reached h e that 
night, he had found the old dog airead 
and he must have wrenched bis foot 
pursuit or run a thorn into it, for he w very 
lame. Whereat, when it was reported a the 
Sylvester Arms, M'Adam winked at Red ull 
and muttered, "Ah, forty foot is an ugly t'llm• 

ble." 
1 
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A week Jater the little man called at Ken. 
muir .. As he entered the yard, David waJ 

standing outside the kitchen window, looking 
very glum and miserable. On seeing his 
father, bowever, the boy started forward, all 
alert. 

:: What d'yo' want here?" he cried roughly. 
Same as you, dear !ad, " the little man gig

gled, advancmg. "I come on a visit. " 
" ~ our visi ts to Kenmuir are usually paid 

by mght, so I've heard," David sneered. 
The little man affected not to hear. 
"So they dinna allow ye indoors wi' the 

Cup, " he laughed. "They know yer little 
ways then, David " 

' "N I' ay, m not wanted in there," David an-
swered bitterly, but not so Joud that his father 
could hear. Maggie within the kitchen heard 
however, but paid no heed; for her heart wa~ 
hard against the hoy, who of late, though he 
never addressed her, had made himself as 
unpleasant in a thousand little ways as only 
David M'Adam could. 

At that moment the Master carne stalking 
mto the yard, Owd Bob preceding him; and 
~ th0 old ~og recognized his visi tor he bristled 
mvoluntarily. 

At the sight of the Master M'Adam hurrieo 
forward. 

." I ~~ hut come to ask after the tyke, " he 
said. Is he gettin' o ver his lameness ? " 

James Moore lookoo. surprised; then his 
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stem face relaxed into a cordial smile. Such 
generous anxiety as to the welfare of Red 
Wull's rival was a wholly new charactensttc 
in the little man. 

"I tak' it kind in yo', M'Adam," he said, 
·• to come and inquire. " 

"Is the thorn oot?" asked the little man 
with eager interest, shooting his head forward 
to stare closely at the other. 

"It carne oot last night wi' the poulticin'," 
the Master answered, returning the other's 
gaze, calm and stead y. 

"I'm glad o' that," said the little man, still 
staring. But bis yellow, grinning face said as 
plain as words, "What a liar ye are, James 
Moore." 

The days passed on. His father's taunts 
and gibes, always becoming more bitter, drove 
David almost to distraction. 

He longed to make it up with Maggie; he 
longed for that tender sympathy which the 
girl had always extended to him when his 
troubles with his father were heavy on him. 
The quarrel had !asted for months now, and 
he was well weary of it, and utterly ashamed. 
For, at least, he had the good grace to ac
knowledge that no one was to blame but him
self; and that it had been fostered solely by 
his ugly pride. 

At length he could endure it no longer, and 
determined to go to the girl and ask forgive-
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red crimsoning her cheeks ; and she struggled 
vainly to be free. 

" Y o• used to Jet me, " he reminded her in 
aggrieved tones. 

"I ni ver díd ! " she cried, more indignant 
than truthful. 

"Yes, yo' did, when we was Jittle uns; that 
is, yo' was allus for kissin' and I was _allus 
agin it. And noo," with whole-souled bitter
ness, "I mayn't so much as keek at yo' over a 
stone wall." 

However that might be, he was keeking at 
her from closer range now ; and in tha t posi
tion-for he held her firmly still-she could not 
help but keek back. He looked so handsome 
--hum ble for once; penitent yet reproachful; 
nis own eyes a little moist; and, withal, his 
old audacious self,-that, despite herself, her 
anger grew less hot. 

"Say yo' forgie me and 1'11 let yo' go." 
"I don't, nor ni ver shall," she answered 

firmly; but there was less conviction in her 
heart than voice. 

" Iss yo' do, lass, " he coaxed, and kissed her 
agam. 

She struggled faintly. 
"Hoo daur yo'?" she cried through het 

tears. But he was not to be moved. 
"Will yo' noo?" he asked. 
She remained dumb, and he kissed her agai:&. 
" Impidence ! " she cried. 
"Ay," said he, closing her mouth. 
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"I wonder at ye, Davie!" she said, surren, 
dering. 

After that Maggie must needs give in; and 
it was well understood, though nothing definite 
had been said, that the boy and girl were 
courting. And in the Dale the unanimous 
opinion was that the young couple would make 
"a gradely pair, surely. " 

M'Adam was the last person to hear the 
news, long after it had been common knowl
edge in the village. I t was in the Sylvester 
Arms he first heard it, and straightway fell 
mto one of those foaming frenzies characteris
tic of him. 

"The dochter o' Moore o' Kenmuir, d'ye 
say? sic a dochter o' sic a man! The dochter 
o' th' one man in the warld that's harmed me 
a boon the rest ! I' d no ha' believed i t gin 
ye'd no tell't me. Oh, David, David! I'd 
no ha' thocht it even o' you, il1 son as ye've 
aye bin to me. I think he might ha' waited 
till his auld dad was gone, and he'd no had to 
wait lang the noo." Then the Jittle man sat 
down and burst into tears. Gradually, how
ever, he resig:¡ed himself, and the more read
ily when he realized that David by bis act had 
exposed a fresh wound into which he might 
plunge his barbed shafts. And he availed 
himself to the ful! of his new opportunities. 
Often and often David was sore pressed to re
strain himself. 




