Bart's dead! Look; a
knife in"his chest!
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To the horses! After
him! Call the rest of our /7
Z1  men! 7

| have drawn vnh from
your ambush, rats!

i waiting for you there,
Lennox! Do you prefer
to hunt in a pack? But
Al we shall meet man to
. man one day soon!

Il return to my own
lands to strike at Wolf
o Lennox again. .
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There is Calvert! He rides
slowly! Perhaps his
horse is finished. We shall
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Go carefully, cap’n. That

Calvert is more dangerous
than the devil himself.

Can you not find a way
through the marsh,

Lannox? It seems | know

Y —\-.y(\_this country better than

S

I'll find you a grave S

here yet, Calvert!
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