Further Adventures of Lad

Further Adventures of Lad by Albert Payson Terhune continues the heartwarming tale
of Lad, a loyal and courageous collie, as he embarks on more thrilling and touching

adventures that showcase his intelligence, bravery, and devotion to his family.

Chapter I: The Coming Of Lad

Chapter I: The Coming of Lad begins at a moment when the tranquility of Hampton
is unraveling. A string of burglaries—some carried out with precision, others
clumsily—has left the once-peaceful village tense and wary. The residents respond in
predictable ways: locking doors that had always remained open, fitting latches where
none were needed before, and whispering about shadows and strangers. At the Place,
a thirty-acre stretch of forest and meadow, the unease feels sharper. Its isolation, once
its charm, now seems like a liability. With their old pointer recently gone, the Mistress
and Master feel that emptiness not just emotionally, but practically. So they settle on a
collie—a compromise between form and function, beauty and utility. When Lad arrives
in his crate, elegant despite his cramped quarters, it's clear he is not the brute

guardian the Master expected.

His coat gleams in the sun, a regal blend of mahogany and white, and his deep-set
eyes reveal a quiet intelligence. Yet, as he bounds from his crate, tail wagging and
posture gentle, it's clear that intimidation will not be his strength. The Mistress is
charmed instantly, and even the skeptical Master admits that there is something noble
in Lad’s manner. Lad claims the Mistress as his own with a silent look and a head
pressed into her palm. He adapts quickly, not through submission but through

thoughtful awareness. He obeys not from fear but out of understanding—he watches,



learns, and then acts. Within days, he knows which rooms are off-limits, which paths
are sacred, and which tones in the Master’s voice mean correction. Still, beneath his

calm demeanor is a boundless enthusiasm that seems to anticipate adventure.

The first test of that anticipation comes late one night, when silence is broken by the
crunch of gravel and the squeak of a gate. A burglar, unaware of the dog now residing
at the Place, slips toward the house. Lad, alert but not alarmed, sees the stranger not
as a threat but as a guest—a potential playmate in the dark. Without barking or baring
teeth, he gives chase, his steps light and eager. To Lad, it is a game. To the thief, it is
chaos. The man stumbles through flowerbeds, ducks behind hedges, and eventually
panics enough to fire a shot into the air. Lad, unfazed, continues to dance circles

around him, nipping at his coat and darting just out of reach.

In @ moment that might have been scripted by fate, the thief’s frantic sprint ends at a
hidden ditch. He tumbles in, spraining an ankle and dropping his stolen satchel. Lad,
thrilled by the noise and movement, leaps in after him, retrieves the satchel with a
proud shake of his head, and trots home. When the Master opens the door to
investigate the commotion, he finds Lad standing proudly in the hall, tail wagging, the
satchel gripped gently between his teeth. He has no idea what he’s done, only that he
has something to offer. To him, it’s been a thrilling night—a new friend, a chase, and

now, perhaps, a reward.

Morning brings clarity and debate. The police find the burglar where he fell, grumbling
about a devil dog that tormented him through the garden. The Master, ever analytical,
suggests that Lad had no idea of the danger or the stakes. The Mistress insists
otherwise, convinced that some deep instinct guided him. Either way, there is no
denying that Lad has secured his place—not just as a pet, but as a part of the Place.
The news spreads, and neighbors begin to refer to him with admiration, half-jokingly

calling him the town’s unlikeliest hero.

Lad, for his part, carries on unchanged. He explores the woods, naps on the sun-
warmed porch, and waits patiently at the Mistress’s side. He doesn’t bask in praise

because he doesn’t understand it. His loyalty is quiet, his courage untested by



intention but proven in effect. What begins as a chapter about filling an empty space
ends as a lesson in unexpected worth. Lad’s arrival marks more than just a change in
the household—it signals a new chapter for the Place itself, guarded not by force, but
by the steadfast presence of a dog who simply loves deeply and follows his heart,

wherever it may lead.



Chapter lI: The Fetish

Chapter II: The Fetish draws to a close not with confrontation, but with quiet
transformation. As the constable lay dripping and breathless on the dock, his life newly
spared, the figure he focused on was not the Master or Mistress, but the collie who had
plunged into the water to save him. Lad, exhausted from the effort, stood nearby,
trembling slightly, his gaze calm but alert. Water poured from his thick coat as he
shook off the lake’s grip, sending droplets into the air like silver sparks. Despite his
weakened state, he held himself with dignity, watching Wefers not with pride or fear,
but with unspoken understanding. Something had shifted between them—something

deeper than the cold water they had shared.

Wefers, shaken in more ways than one, reached out with a hand that once held
suspicion and judgment. His gesture, slow and unsteady, carried the weight of
remorse. He had entered The Place as an enforcer, clinging to a false belief in the
danger of a noble dog. Yet now, face-to-face with the one he had misjudged, he saw
only grace and strength. Lad met the hand with a gentle nudge, his tail giving a slight
wag—not out of triumph, but in quiet acceptance. The Mistress and Master stood
nearby, moved not by the drama, but by the purity of what had just occurred. No
amount of protest or persuasion could have convinced Wefers of Lad’s nature as

effectively as Lad’s own actions had.

In the hours that followed, no one needed to explain the change. The Master offered
dry towels, and the Mistress guided everyone indoors with the calm efficiency of
someone long used to caring for both people and animals. Wefers, though physically
drained, sat in silence, his eyes often drifting toward Lad, who now lay beside the
hearth as if nothing unusual had occurred. There was no boast in Lad’s posture, only a
quiet readiness—an air that asked for nothing but rest and a return to normalcy. The

man who had threatened his life now regarded him with something bordering



reverence. And the humans of The Place knew they had witnessed something that

words could never quite capture.

News of the rescue traveled quickly. In a town where gossip carried faster than post,
the tale of the dog who saved his accuser sparked admiration and humility in equal
measure. Strangers began to view Lad not just as a fine collie, but as a symbol of
integrity and forgiveness. It wasn't just the leap into the water that defined him; it was
who he chose to save. In choosing compassion over fear, Lad had changed a mind,
softened a heart, and restored peace to a household that had felt the threat of

injustice pressing hard against it.

In the days that followed, Wefers did not return to The Place—not out of avoidance, but
because there was no longer need. He had come once as a threat and left as a
changed man. The artifact that had once symbolized fear—the fetish, a grim token
meant to doom Lad—was forgotten. In its place, the town held a new kind of relic: the
memory of a dog whose loyalty had written over malice with mercy. Lad's bravery
wasn’t a performance. It was a reflection of who he always was, whether seen or

unseen.

By the firelight, the Mistress would sometimes find herself watching Lad in quiet
thought. She saw in him not just a pet, but a companion who taught without speaking.
The Master, too, would often pause during his walks around the Place to rest his hand
on Lad’s head. They needed no reminders of his worth. But now the world beyond their
fences did, too. In that way, Lad’s act reached farther than the dock or the lake—it
lived on in changed hearts, and in the knowledge that true courage lies not in striking

down threats, but in rising above them.



Chapter IV: Hero-Stuff

Chapter IV: Hero-Stuff begins with the quiet rhythm of life at the Place, a routine
Lad has come to cherish. His world, centered around his people and his familiar
surroundings, is gently stirred when the Master introduces a new puppy—Lady. At first,
the intent seems kind, aimed at giving Lad companionship, but the result is far more
complex than expected. Lady’s presence does not fill a gap Lad knew he had; instead,
it reshapes the emotional landscape. Their bond grows over time, but it’s not simple
affection—it’'s a slow blend of patience, guidance, and reluctant attachment. Lad is
gentle with her, even when her behavior is frustrating. His loyalty, once entirely
devoted to his humans, is now split between teaching this newcomer and protecting

what he already loves.

Lady grows quickly, her playful energy often disrupting the peace that once defined
the Place. She is feisty, headstrong, and beautiful, but her temperament is nothing like
Lad’s calm and thoughtful nature. An altercation with Peter Grimm, the household
kitten, further reveals her spirited ways, yet Lad continues to shield her, even from her
own choices. His protective instincts deepen, and though he never asks for praise, his
actions speak of deep, instinctive devotion. When Lady damages the Master’s
mounted eagle, her punishment—confinement in the tool-house—is firm but fair. Still,
Lad cannot rest. Her absence disturbs him deeply, and he appeals with soft cries,

pacing beneath the window that keeps her apart from the home they share.

That night, as the household sleeps, a rogue ember from the furnace lands unnoticed
near the tool-house. Flames rise, and smoke drifts through the trees. Lad wakes before
any human does, drawn by something stronger than fear—a sense of purpose. He
breaks out through the screen door, dashing toward the rising glow. The fire crackles
louder, threatening to swallow the shed whole. Lad doesn’t hesitate. He crashes

through a window, shattering glass and pushing into the smoke-choked space. Inside,



Lady panics, her fear turning her into a frenzy of teeth and claw. But Lad stays with

her, trying to coax her into escape, even as the air grows hotter.

Unable to pull her out alone, Lad stands firm in the flames, enduring her bites,
shielding her from debris, waiting—hoping. The Master finally arrives, drawn by the
noise and the dog's absence. What he finds is unforgettable: Lad, wounded and barely
standing, still guarding Lady with his body. Together, they are pulled from the
wreckage. The fire is extinguished, but the image of Lad’s charred coat and the
scorched ground leaves a permanent mark. His injuries are painful, but his eyes

remain steady—calm in the knowledge that he did what he had to do.

In the days that follow, Lady recovers quickly. Lad heals more slowly, bearing the
weight of both physical pain and the burden of silent dignity. Everyone in the
household sees the truth clearly now. Lady, though charming and bold, still lacks Lad’s
depth of character. Her panic under pressure contrasts sharply with Lad’s calm
courage, and it is this difference that earns him not just admiration, but reverence. No
longer is he just a beloved pet—he is something greater, something noble. His bravery
wasn’t loud. It didn’'t need to be. It lived in action, in patience, in the refusal to

abandon someone in need.

The chapter closes on a quiet morning. Lad rests near the porch, bandaged but alert,
as the Mistress lays a hand on his head. Her touch is softer than usual, full of unspoken
gratitude. Lady lies nearby, subdued and thoughtful, perhaps beginning to understand
the gravity of what Lad did. The Place has returned to normal, but the air carries
something new: a deeper appreciation for the dog who chose courage over comfort,
duty over ease. In Lad, they all see what heroism truly means—not perfection, but

persistence, not glory, but grace.



Chapter V: The Stowaway

Chapter V: The Stowaway begins in quiet heartbreak. With Lady sick and sent away
for treatment, Lad is left to manage their restless son, Wolf. The young collie is wild
and undisciplined, needing the firm but fair presence of his father. Lad takes to the
task dutifully, and by the time Lady returns, Wolf has matured. But something shifts.
The bond once shared between Lad and Lady weakens, replaced by her newfound
closeness with Wolf. Lad tries to join their playful moments, but he finds himself left
out, no longer the center of the family unit he once held together. Seeking comfort, he
turns to the Master and Mistress, whose affection remains, though it cannot fill the

hollow left by his mate and son.

When preparations for a trip to the Catskills begin, Lad senses change again and,
feeling invisible, quietly climbs into the car as a stowaway. Hours later, his presence is
revealed in dramatic fashion—he foils an attempted robbery at a roadside stop,
alerting the Master and becoming the unexpected hero of the moment. This act earns
him a place on the journey, though his presence wasn't part of the plan. However, at
the hotel, rules are rules, and Lad is placed in a nearby kennel, leaving him confused
and isolated once again. But Lad is not one to accept separation passively. Under the
moonlit sky, he finds a way out and follows his family’s scent through unfamiliar

streets to the lodge.

In his attempt to reunite, Lad stumbles into more trouble. Exploring the grounds, he
finds himself drawn to a study filled with rare books and delicate artifacts—the private
retreat of Rutherford Garretse, a serious man with little patience for chaos. When the
room is found in disarray and valuable items broken, suspicion naturally falls on Lad.
His muddy pawprints and misplaced fur seem to confirm the accusation. Garretse is
furious, demanding action. The Mistress is horrified, the Master defensive, and Lad is

confused, unsure how his loyalty has led to this shame. But the real culprit reveals



itself in a flash of mischief—a monkey, small but determined, swings down from a

curtain rod.

The monkey belongs to Mrs. McMurdle, a guest who secretly kept the pet despite the
inn’s no-animals policy. The creature had escaped and turned the study into its
personal playground. Its reappearance clears Lad’s name, shifting the tension into
laughter and relief. Garretse, though rattled, acknowledges his error, and the
innkeeper apologizes for the misunderstanding. Lad is welcomed back into the fold, no
longer just tolerated, but celebrated. His escape, though inconvenient, proves his
loyalty and cleverness once again. He hadn’t meant to cause trouble—only to stay

close to the ones he loved.

The trip ends with a sense of healing. The Master and Mistress now see just how
deeply Lad feels, how much he yearns for connection. Upon returning to The Place,
there is no more talk of distance between him and the others. Even Lady and Wolf,
their closeness still intact, greet him with renewed warmth. The experience has
reminded everyone of what truly matters—not hierarchy or roles, but the deep,
persistent love that binds them. Lad’s position in the family is not reclaimed; it was

never lost. It was only waiting for a moment to be seen again.

This chapter wraps humor, hurt, and redemption into a single thread, revealing the
complexity of relationships within and beyond species. Lad’s quiet resilience teaches
more than any scolding or lecture. In misunderstanding, he holds his dignity. In
rejection, he still chooses loyalty. And when the chance comes to walk away, he
instead returns—tail high, heart open, and belonging fully once again. Through Lad, we
are reminded that family isn't about constant attention, but about always finding your

way back to one another.



Chapter VI: The Tracker

Chapter VI: The Tracker opens with disruption arriving in the form of Cyril, a sickly,
undisciplined boy sent to the countryside while his parents travel abroad. The Place,
usually calm and ordered, quickly falls into chaos under his carelessness and
disregard. He pesters the staff, breaks rules with impunity, and torments animals for
amusement—nhis antics consistently causing distress. Lad, dignified and serene in his
old age, becomes the target of much of Cyril’s cruelty. The boy throws objects, shouts
commands, and tugs at Lad’s fur, yet the collie never retaliates. His loyalty to the
Mistress and Master holds firm, even as his patience is strained and his spirit visibly

affected.

The household grows weary, and though the Master and Mistress are aware of Cyril’'s
behavior, they are restrained by courtesy and duty. One day, the situation turns
serious when Cyril, after being scolded and briefly restrained by the Master for
misbehavior, reacts with wounded pride and fury. Driven by spite, he sneaks out of the
house during a rising storm, seeking a place to hide where he imagines he’ll be missed
just enough to provoke guilt. He makes his way to a cattle shelter, expecting comfort
in his imagined exile. But as the snow thickens and the wind howls through the trees,
he finds himself lost, frightened, and far from the safety he took for granted. He
wanders into Pancake Hollow, a desolate spot bordered by steep ledges, and soon

finds he is not alone.

A hungry wildcat, drawn by movement and scent, begins to circle. The predator eyes
the vulnerable boy, who has no defense and no idea how to act. Just as fear tightens
around Cyril’s chest, a familiar figure appears—Lad. Having tracked Cyril’'s scent
through the snow, the collie arrives with urgency and resolve. With no hesitation, Lad
positions himself between the wildcat and the boy. A tense and vicious fight unfolds.

Teeth flash and claws rake, but Lad holds his ground, managing to drive the wildcat



off. Exhausted and wounded, he barely remains upright.

Instead of gratitude, Cyril reacts in panic and strikes Lad—still too immature to process
what just occurred. The blow doesn’t land with force, but it wounds in another way. Yet
Lad, unwavering, shows no resentment. He stands still, guarding the boy even after
the danger has passed. Eventually, Lad helps lead Cyril back toward home, limping
slightly but focused. Cyril, though silent, begins to comprehend the enormity of what
just happened. Lad didn’t save him out of affection for the boy. He did it because it

was right—because Cyril was part of the Place, and Lad protects the Place.

The Master and Mistress are relieved to see them return, shaken and cold but alive. As
they tend to Lad’s wounds, Cyril watches quietly, a different kind of silence resting
over him—one not born of sulking but of reflection. No lecture is needed. The day’s
events have already changed something within him. For the first time, he sees Lad not
as a dumb animal to be teased, but as something noble—capable of forgiveness
beyond his own understanding. The adults do not need to say much. The look in their

eyes and the soft way they handle Lad speaks volumes.

In the days that follow, Cyril softens. He offers Lad his favorite biscuits, sits near him
without prodding or shouting, and even pets him with a gentle hand. Lad, in return,
accepts the peace offering with calm acceptance. The balance in the house begins to
restore itself, not because of punishment, but because of the quiet example Lad
set—steadfastness in the face of cruelty, courage in danger, and compassion when
none was shown in return. His act reminds everyone, even the child who had been so
lost in himself, that dignity doesn’t demand power or retaliation. It comes from holding

firm to who you are, even when no one else deserves it.

The Tracker stands as a tribute to loyalty unshaken by mistreatment, to the ability of
animals to act as both protectors and teachers. In saving Cyril, Lad does more than
preserve a life—he reawakens a conscience. The storm may have passed, but the
lessons carried home with it will remain. Through Lad’s endurance, grace, and
strength, the Place finds its harmony again. And Cyril, once a source of disruption,

begins to learn—quietly, at last—what it means to respect something truly noble.



Chapter VII: The Juggernaut

Chapter VII: The Juggernaut opens not with celebration, but the heavy weight of
injustice pressing on those who loved Lad. The community buzzes with rumors and
anger, for what had appeared as an isolated tragedy now unravels into something
more sinister. Rhuburger, the man at the center of Lady’s death, isn’t just a careless
driver—he’s part of a twisted pastime that glorifies cruelty. His connection with Bilke, a
man infamous for purposefully running down dogs, casts a disturbing shadow.
Together, they competed in quiet wickedness, keeping track not of miles or memories,
but of kills. In a village where animals are family, the revelation lands like a stone in

water, sending ripples of revulsion through every heart.

The silence following this news is more than shock—it’s sorrow layered with outrage.
Maclay, the voice of reason and authority, brings unexpected comfort. Though
Rhuburger threatens legal action, claiming Lad attacked him without cause, those who
witnessed the confrontation are ready to speak. They remember Rhuburger’s history,
his provocations, and above all, the deep grief that had already scarred Lad. His act
was not violence; it was defense. As word spreads, neighbors begin organizing a
petition, standing firmly behind the dog they now call a community protector. For

once, justice does not feel distant—it feels personal, and it feels close.

Inside the home, the Mistress and Master process all they’ve learned. Neither expected
the storm of cruelty they’ve uncovered, nor the strength of the support rising around
them. Their eyes fall on Lad, who waits quietly by the hearth, a steady presence amid
shifting tides. There is no tension in his posture, no fear in his eyes. Somehow, he
knows. The storm has broken, and the light is returning. He nuzzles them, not in
apology or fear, but with quiet reassurance, as if reminding them that his loyalty
remains unchanged. They kneel beside him, hands buried in his fur, feeling the

warmth that sorrow had dimmed now slowly returning.



Maclay’s words echo in their minds as his car disappears down the road. Lad is not a
criminal. He is a guardian, and everyone seems to know it. Even those who never
cared for dogs now find their voices rising in his defense. Stories of his past kindness
surface again—of lost children he guided home, of injured birds he guarded, of his
silent companionship through Lady’s death. One act of courage has stirred a deeper
memory in the hearts of many. This is not merely about justice—it's about recognizing

the quiet heroism of those who cannot speak for themselves.

That evening, the house feels less heavy. The air is still tinged with grief, but hope
breathes softly through each room. The Mistress watches Lad from the doorway,
seeing not a dog broken by sorrow, but one rebuilt by purpose. The firelight catches
his eyes, and for the first time since Lady’s passing, they gleam—not just with
awareness, but with joy. His tail thumps the floor slowly, steadily, as if beating out a
rhythm of healing. The Master kneels beside him, offering a smile, and Lad presses

close.

It’s not just that Lad is safe now—it’s that he is seen, understood, and honored. In a
world where cruelty sometimes goes unchallenged, his silent resistance and final stand
have drawn a line. The story won’t end here. It will live in the hearts of neighbors, in
the murmurs of children walking past the gate, in the subtle shift of how people view
animals—not as property, but as beings capable of grief, courage, and love. Lad, the
grieving collie who once stood guard over his fallen mate, now guards something

greater: the collective belief that goodness still stands a chance.



Chapter VIII: In Strange Company

Chapter VIII: In Strange Company begins not with excitement, but with a peaceful
journey into the quiet beauty of the Ramapo Mountains. Lad accompanies the Mistress
and Master on a camping trip, eager and alert, even in his older years. The serenity of
the wild does not dull his senses—it sharpens them. As the family prepares to leave
camp, an unintentional oversight leaves Lad tied near a tree, overlooked amid the
bustle. He waits calmly, trusting that they will return, his gaze steady on the trail.

Hours pass, and the air grows uneasy with the scent of danger on the wind.

From a distant ridge, smoke curls upward, dark and fast-moving, pushed by dry heat
and strong gusts. Animals—silent witnesses to the mountain’s shift—begin to flee past
Lad in desperate herds, driven by the fire’s cruel approach. Squirrels, deer, and even
foxes stream toward the lake, their panic barely contained. Among them appears a
black bear, not in pursuit, but in escape—a creature Lad had encountered before under
far different terms. Now, both bound by survival, they share an unspoken truce. Lad,
recognizing the threat, chews through his rope, pain and age forgotten in his need to

move. With determined strides, he follows the path carved by instinct and flame.

Reaching the lake’s edge, Lad plunges in, joining the wildlife already wading chest-
deep in water, their eyes turned toward the burning trees. His usual vigilance softens,
not out of fear, but acceptance—of the strange company, of the moment, of nature’s
uncontrollable force. The bear lingers nearby, and Lad does not growl nor retreat. They
are not enemies here, just creatures suspended in a shared crisis. The moment holds a
strange peace. Survival has stripped away boundaries, leaving only breath, fire, and

the calm coolness of the lake.

Meanwhile, far from the fireline, the Mistress and Master realize Lad is missing. Panic

rises, not from the loss of a pet, but the absence of a friend. Night falls quickly as they



return to the camp, met by the smoke and scorched earth left behind. With lantern in
hand and voice cracking with emotion, the Mistress whistles into the dark, a sound Lad
would know anywhere. From beyond the blackened trail, his ears catch the familiar
note. With a leap through ash and flame-charred debris, Lad bounds forward, body

aching but spirit untouched.

He runs not because he must, but because love draws him in a straight, unwavering
line. Through branches scorched at the tips and soil still warm from the blaze, he finds
them—nhis people—crying out for him as the fire's glow dims in the distance. Their
reunion is not loud. It’s in the way the Mistress sinks to her knees and wraps him in
trembling arms. It's in the Master’s silent touch along Lad’s back, checking for burns,
finding none. Lad wags his tail not for thanks, but for recognition. He had found his

way home.

What remains after the fire is not just relief, but reverence. The family has seen their
collie tested by nature itself and found that nothing—not age, not fear, not even
flame—could dull the edge of his loyalty. Lad’s place in their lives, already revered, is
deepened by this trial. He did not flee; he endured. He did not bark for help; he acted.

His instincts carried him, but it was love that brought him back.

In this chapter, the wilderness becomes a stage for courage and connection. The bear,
once a symbol of threat, becomes a companion in crisis. The forest, once a place of
rest, becomes a trial. And Lad, once a noble pet, emerges once again as something
more: a guardian, a survivor, and a bridge between the wild and the home. In strange

company, Lad remained true to himself—unshaken, unyielding, and unforgettable.



Chapter IX: Old Dog; New Tricks

Chapter IX: Old Dog; New Tricks opens with a challenge to a familiar saying—one
that suggests age and learning are at odds. Lad, a dignified collie well past the height
of his youth, quietly disproves that notion through his actions rather than any display
of force or novelty. At twelve, his muzzle is silvered and his steps are slower, but his
mind remains sharp. One afternoon, he surprises his family by trotting home with a
lace parasol clutched delicately in his jaws. He found it abandoned, yet untouched,
treating it not as a toy but as something needing safe return. The parasol is not his,
nor his mistress’s, yet it is clear he understands the difference between what belongs
and what is merely lost. That thoughtful act earns him not only praise, but renewed

admiration from his people, who now look at him with fresh wonder.

Encouraged by their delight, Lad develops a new habit: seeking out treasures during
his daily wanderings. One day, his instincts lead him to a picnic basket, loaded with
food, clearly meant for someone’s enjoyment. He doesn’t disturb its contents or treat
it as spoil, but instead brings it home, as if it too had been misplaced. His family, half-
amused and half-awed, recognize the depth of Lad’s respect for boundaries. Unlike a
dog acting on appetite, Lad shows judgment and restraint—qualities that elevate him
beyond mere obedience. His gentle mouth and keen eye turn these items into
offerings, not theft. These gifts are not about reward, but about service—Lad’s way of

being useful, of keeping his purpose alive as age creeps closer.

But one day, the game changes. Deep in the woods, Lad finds something very different
from baskets or umbrellas: a baby, swaddled and alone. The child’s scent is unfamiliar,
but something in Lad tells him this is a life, not a thing—a small being in need of

protection. With great care, he nudges and gently lifts the child, determined to bring it
home as he had with the parasol. Unknown to him, the baby belongs to the Rennicks, a

wealthy couple who have been frantic with worry since the child’s abduction. The



scheme was orchestrated by Schwartz, a disgruntled former gardener, and his
accomplice, who hoped to extort a ransom. In their cruel plan, they left the baby
briefly while tending to a tire, never imagining that an old dog might unravel

everything.

When the men realize the baby is missing, they double back in a panic, only to see Lad
disappearing into the trees. They pursue, certain they can frighten or overpower him.
But Lad is not an ordinary dog, and he is not afraid. Protecting the child, he turns with
the force of a guardian unleashed. In the fight, he lashes out with precision, biting one
man'’s leg and causing the other to stumble. The assailants, bruised and startled,
retreat hastily, abandoning their twisted plot in favor of escape. Lad stands his ground,

his fur streaked with dirt and his limbs tired, but his determination unbroken.

By the time Lad reaches the gate of The Place, the baby cradled in a blanket against
his chest, his family is in disbelief. They rush to meet him, expecting perhaps a new
“found object,” but fall silent when they see the child’s face. The rescue is not just
astonishing—it’s heroic. Gentle hands lift the baby as Lad slumps beside the porch,
panting but proud. Soon, word spreads. Police arrive, followed by the Rennicks, their
joy and gratitude beyond measure. The officers take the baby’s return as evidence
enough to follow the trail back to the criminals. Yet all eyes return again and again to
Lad, lying in the afternoon light, eyes half-closed, tail wagging faintly as if unsure what

all the fuss is about.

The chapter closes not with applause, but with quiet affection. Lad doesn’t seek credit
or understand awards. What he knows is that he did right—he served, he protected,
and he adapted. His age didn’t slow his mind or dim his heart. Instead, it gave him the
patience and perspective to see clearly, to act bravely, and to carry life, not just
objects, back to safety. In doing so, Lad proves not just that old dogs can learn new

tricks—but that the truest tricks are those born of instinct, love, and enduring purpose.



Chapter X: The Intruders

Chapter X: The Intruders begins with a rupture in routine, as the serene world of
The Place is disturbed by unwelcome guests. The first sign of trouble emerges when a
pig from neighboring land trespasses through a gap in the fence, rooting and tearing
through the garden with destructive enthusiasm. Though not new to the sight of stray
creatures, Lad regards pigs with specific disdain, rooted in past encounters that left
scars both physical and emotional. Despite his advancing age, Lad’s instinct to defend
remains intact. His body no longer moves with youthful precision, yet his resolve does
not falter. As the intruder carves chaos into familiar grounds, Lad steps forward—not

with noise, but with purpose.

Simultaneously, danger approaches from a different direction. A car thief, Alf Dugan,
prowls through The Place with stealth and intent, unaware of the pig's presence or the
chaos it has begun. Dugan’s arrival isn't marked by brute force, but by quiet trespass,
creating a layered threat beneath the surface. As he eyes the automobile, ready to
strike, he misjudges the watchfulness of those who call The Place home. Lad, though
preoccupied with the pig, senses an imbalance—an unfamiliar scent in the air, a
weight pressing into the atmosphere. The moment simmers with tension, as two
separate threats converge unknowingly, their paths destined to collide through the

bond of loyalty and instinct.

When the pig, now near the house, turns its aggression toward the Mistress, Lad’s
protective nature erupts into action. He launches himself between her and the beast,
drawing upon reserves of strength his body scarcely holds. The fight is brutal, and
each movement drains him further, but Lad does not yield. His growls fill the air, his
teeth flash, but the pig refuses to retreat. For a moment, it seems the aging collie will
be overwhelmed. Yet fate answers in the form of Bruce and Wolf, returning from the

woods just in time. Without hesitation, they leap into the fray, shifting the balance of



power.

Together, the three dogs drive the intruder back with force and unity, their teamwork a
testament to unspoken trust. The battle is messy, and the yard bears marks of
struggle, but the threat is neutralized through their shared will. Meanwhile, Dugan,
unaware of the canine melee, is met with an ironic twist of justice. As he attempts his
theft, the very pig that was repelled by Lad’s defense charges at him in startled
confusion, knocking him flat and delaying his escape. This chaotic clash leads to his
capture, and the story finds resolution not through precision, but through the

unpredictable hand of nature and timing.

As calm returns, the damage is surveyed—scattered soil, battered garden beds, a
wounded but standing Lad. His body shows signs of wear, but it is his heart that carries
the heaviest mark. Not of failure, but of burden. He had fought, but he had not won
alone. Though his companions had been essential, pride prickled at the knowledge
that he no longer stood as the sole defender. Still, his gaze rests not on the intruders
but on the Mistress, her hand gently brushing his brow. That touch assures him he is

still enough.

In this chapter, the real conflict is not between dog and pig or thief and home—it is the
quiet battle between aging and relevance. Lad’s spirit, untamed and fiercely loyal,
wrestles with the reality of physical decline. His love for The Place, for the people who
shaped his world, remains unshaken. And even in pain, he stands. This is not a story of
loss, but of transition. A moment that honors the enduring worth of a loyal heart, even

as time insists on change.

The Intruders closes not with celebration, but with reflection. The Place is safe once
more, and those within it breathe easier. Lad, lying beneath the evening sky, rests not
in defeat, but in devotion. He may no longer guard with the force he once had, but his
presence still anchors the soul of the land. The strength of love, after all, is not
measured in battles won, but in the courage to keep showing up, no matter how old

the bones. And in that, Lad remains undefeated.



Chapter Xl: The Guard

Chapter XI: The Guard opens in a quiet phase of Lad’s life, where the strength that
once defined him has grown dim, yet the heart that drove his loyalty remains fierce
and clear. The once tireless collie no longer charges across the grounds with the same
ease, but his instincts, honed by years of service and love, never waver. Every
movement is slower now, more deliberate, yet each glance still carries the same
intelligent watchfulness that made him beloved. He has entered a stage where the
world expects less from him—but Lad, in his quiet way, still expects everything from
himself. He does not guard out of habit but out of purpose, a sense of duty deeply
ingrained. And when Sonya, bruised not only in body but in spirit, enters his world, Lad

finds a new reason to rise.

Sonya’s life is marked by silence and fear, her days shaped by the harsh hands of
Ruloff, a man hardened by anger and control. When she meets Lad, the connection is
instant—not loud or dramatic, but deeply felt. In Lad, she sees not just a dog but a
sentinel, someone who watches without demanding, who offers warmth without
condition. Her small hands find safety in the coarse fur of his neck, and her wary eyes
begin to trust again. Lad, sensing her need, becomes something more than a pet; he
becomes a shield. His aging frame no longer capable of speed, he instead positions
himself always between Sonya and danger. Though tired, his vigilance sharpens,

summoned by love.

Ruloff notices this shift and resents it, feeling his control over Sonya slipping beneath
Lad’s unspoken defiance. The tension grows until one night, it breaks. Ruloff, in anger,
approaches Sonya with raised voice and fury, only to be met by Lad’s unwavering
stance. Though pain pulses through his joints, Lad does not flinch. He places himself
between the man and the girl, not with aggression, but with an unbreakable resolve.

His growl, low and steady, is not a threat—it is a promise. And in that moment, Ruloff



backs away, perhaps not out of fear, but faced with a power that cannot be dominated.

The cost of this defense is steep. Lad, having drawn from the last of his reserves,
collapses gently near the veranda where he once rested with the Mistress and Master.
Sonya sits beside him, her voice trembling but kind, whispering comfort into the
twilight. Lad’s breaths grow shallow, yet he does not show fear. Peace blankets
him—not from the silence of death, but from the knowing that his final act was one of
love fulfilled. His eyes close not in surrender but in release, surrounded by trust and

tenderness. The world-grows still around them.

Even after Lad’s heart ceases, Sonya feels him near. When Ruloff passes her with
narrowed eyes, she senses no fear, only calm. Lad’s presence, now invisible, remains
beside her like a silent flame, steady and protective. The fear once woven into every
corner of her life begins to dissolve. His spirit guards her still, not with barking or
growling, but with the memory of what he stood for. That memory becomes her
strength. It becomes the soft barrier between her and sorrow, the whisper in her

dreams that says she is not alone.

At the house, the Mistress and Master mourn with dignity, their grief quiet but deep.
Lad had been more than a dog; he was a keeper of joy, a companion in the truest
sense. They remember his youth, his loyal gaze, the way he moved as if in tune with
their thoughts. Now, his collar rests by the door, and his pawprints fade slowly from
the path. But the love he gave does not fade. It echoes in Sonya’s healing smile, in the
air that seems gentler near the veranda, and in the stories that will be told again and

again.

Through Lad’s final days, Chapter XI: The Guard reminds us that the strength of love
does not depend on muscle or motion. It lives in choice—in showing up, in standing
firm, in giving all for someone else’s safety. Lad’s legacy is not in how he died, but in
how fiercely and quietly he loved. In Sonya’s heart, and in the home he protected, that

love continues. And it will not be forgotten.



