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She began to stroke the dog, whispering his name over and over
again. “Sam — dear old Sam. Sam. You'll be all right, my dear.”
The dog turned and fastened its eyes on her. “You'll be all right
— my dear Sam.”

A few moments later Billy came leaping back with the grease.

“All right, Billy boy — go ahead.”

Billy began to spread it on the Alsatian’s paw, and as he did
so Prim kept stroking the dog and saying, “Come on, my dearie.
[t's going to be all right. My dear Sam — you're going to be all
right.”

The dog-handler looked at her with a new respect in his
eyes. “You've got on the right side of him and all.”

But the other policeman remained unconvinced. “Don't let
them get round you, Derek. You know theyre only springing
their own traps.”

Len continued to spread the grease gently.

Then Reuben said, “Prim, take his paw.” She did as she was
told, still talking gently and now caressing Sam with her other
hand. “Now pull!”

With a very swift movement she pulled. Sam gave a little

whimper and his paw was out. He lay down, panting, and licking

at the paw.
“Best carry him back,” said Reuben. “I reckon that’s broken.”
“Well I'll be damned.” They looked up to see that quite a
crowd of bailiffs and Travellers had gathered. And one of the

bailiffs was gazing at the Roberts in reluctant admiration. “I've

never seen the like of that.”
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