
OurGang'sDarkOath
WEwenttiptoeingalongapathamongstthetreesbacktowards theendofthewidow'sgarden,stoopingdownsoasthebranches wouldn'tscrapeourheads.WhenwewaspassingbythekitchenI felloverarootandmadeanoise.Wescroucheddownandlaid still.MissWatson'sbignigger,namedJim,wassettinginthe kitchendoor;wecouldseehimprettyclear,becausetherewasa lightbehindhim.Hegotupandstretchedhisneckoutabouta minute,listening.Thenhesays:


