The Duel on the
Trail

Oantinued fram pags 7,

wuiting fox, and die before it had time
to realine in wiat shape doom had come
upon it.

All uncunscious that e was trespasa-
ing upon anuother's hunt, the fox wih a
skilful jerk of Lia hend flung the limp
and sprawling victim across bis shoul
der, holding it by one leg, and staried
awsy down the slope toward _his luir
on the other side of the pond.

As the mink's long body darted out
from the hollow log he stopped short,
¢rouched Aat upon the snow with twitch-
ing tuil, and stured st the triumphant
iniruder with eyes that suddenly blazed
red. The trespass was no Jess an insult
than an injury; and many of the wild
kindreds shiow Lhemselves possessed of a
nice sensitiveness on the point of (heir
personal dignity. For an auimal of the
mink's size ilie fox was an overwlheim-
ingly powerful antagonist, te be avoid-
ed with care wmicler all vrdinary cirewm-
stances. Nut to the disappointed hunter,
dis blood hot from ¢ne long, exriting
chase, Liis present circumstance secimed
by no means ordinary. Noiscless as a
shadow, and swift and -stealthy Aas a
snake, le sped after the leisurely fox,
and with ane snap bit through the
great tendon of his right hindleg, per-
wanently laming him,

Ax the pang went through him, and
the mained ley gave way beueath his
weight, the fox drepped his burden and
turned savagely upon his unexpecled
assailant.  The mink, however, had
#prung away, and lay crouched in
rendiness on the snow, eying his enemy
salignantfy. With a fierre snap of his
Tong, punishiag jaws the fox rushed
upon him, But—the mink was not
there, With a movement so quick as
fairly to elude the sight, he was now
crouching several yards away, watch-
ful, vindictive, menacing. The fox
made twe more short rushes, in vaing;
then le, too, croached considering the
situntion and glaring at lis slemder,
black antagonist. The mink’s small
eyes were lit with a simoldering, ruddy
glow, sinister and implacalle: while
rage and pain had cast over the eyes
of the fux a peculint greenish opales-
conee. )

For perhaps half a minute the two
lay mationless, though quivering with
the intemsity of restraint and expecta-
4ion, Then, with hghining suddenness,
the fux repeated his dangerous rush.
But again the mink was not there. As
composed as if he had never moved a
hair, he was lying about three yards to
one side, glaring with that same immut-
able hate.

At this the fox seemed to realise
that it was no use trying fo cateh so
elusive a for. The realization came to
him slowly—and slowly, sutlenly, he
arose and turaed away, ignoring the
prize which he coubtd not earry  off
With an awkward limp he started
across the ire, seeming to scorn his
swall but troublesome antagoniat.

Having thus recovered the spoils,
anl suceeeded in scoring his point over
&0 mighty an adversary, the mink
might bave been expecied to let the
mautier rest and quietly reap the profit
of his trimnph. But all the vimlictive-

ness of his ferocious and implacable
tribe was now arowsed.  Vengeance,

not victory, was his eraving. When
the fox had gone abouat a dozen feet,
all at ouce the place where the mink
had been crouching was empty. Alnost
in the same instunt, as it seemed. the
fox waa again, aud mercilessly, bitten
through the leg.

Whix time, although the fox kad seem-
¢d to be ipnoring the foe, he turned
like a flazh to meet the assault, Again,

however, lie was just too lale. FEREY
mad rush, the snapping of his long
Juwa, availed Lim nothing. The wink

erouchied, eving him, ever just beyond
his resch, A gleam of something very
close to fear came into his  furioua
eyes as lie turned again Lo continue his
reluctant rotreat. -

Again, and apgain, and yet again, the
mink repeated hin clusive attack, each
time ioflicting a deep  amd  disrstrous
waound, nnd cach time suceessfully escap-
ing the counter-askanlt, The trail of tie
fox wun now streuked and fleeked with
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seuarlet, and both his hind legs dragged
heavily. He reached the edge of the
smooth ice and {inrred at bay. The mink
drew back, eautions for all kis hate, Then
the fox started across the stecl-gray glair,

* picking his steps that he miglt bave firm

foolhold, .

A few seconds later the mink once
mare delivered his thrust. Feinting to-
wards the eremy’s vight, be swerved with
that snake-like eelerity of his, and bit
tleep into the tender upper edge of the
fox’s thigh, where it plays over tihe
groin,

It was a cunning awi deadly stroke.
But in recovering from it, to dart wway
aprin to mafe distance, hin fect slipped.
ever 50 little, on the whining surface of
the ice.  The deluy wus  but for the
minutest fraction of a mecond. Hut in
that wminulest fraction lay the fox's op-
portunity. Hisn wheel and spring were
this time not too lute. His jaws closed
about the mink's slim backbone and
erunched it to fragmenta,  The lean,
black shape straightesed out with a
aharp convulsion and lay still on the ice.

Though fully aware of the efficacy amd
finality of that bite, Lhe fox set his tevth
apain and again, with curious delibera-
tion of movement, into the lip and un-
resisting form. Then, with his tongue
hanging a little from his bloody jaws, he
lifted his head and stared, with & curious,
wavering, anxiously doubtful ook, over
the white, fumiltar fielda. The world,
someliow, looked strange and blurry to
Nim. e turned, leaving the dead mink
on the ice wnd painfully retrzeed his
deeply-erimsoned trail.  Just abead was
the opening in the log. the way 1o that
privacy which hie desperately eraved. The
code of all the aristoerats of the wild
kinidred, subtly binding even in thai su-
preme hour, forbade that he shonld con-
sent to yield himaelf.to death in the gar-
islt publicity of the open. With the last
of his strength he cruwled into the log.
till just the bushy tip of his tail pro-
truded to betray him. There he lay down
with ote paw over his nose, anid sauk into
the long sleep. Fov an hour the frost hit
hard upon the fields, stiffening to sione
the bodies bnt now so hot with eager life,
Then Lhe snow came, thick and silent, 1ill-
ing the emptiness with a moving blur,
and buried away all witness of the fight.

BABY'S SENSITIVE SKIM.

Zum-Buk Is Invaloable in the
Nursery.

A bulivs soft, delivate skin often be-
comes very sensitive, burning, irritating,
and inflamed, as shown by chating, erup-
tions, soreness, and itehiug,  This condi-
tion causes not only agony lo ke little
one, but brings ou a ot of worry and
anuoyance for ils mother aml nurse
Powder and puff will not mwore than tem-
porarily allay the pain; and a< a conse-
qutenve when this resorl is adopied the
itéhing condition is agmravated and all
the moere difficalt to conlrol.  Evidence
that this is so will be found in the state-
ments of Mr Grabam Weatherley, scenic
artist, of Leichhardt, Sydney. This gentle-
man writes:— My wife has derived great
beenfit from your Zun-Buk Balm in cases
of chapped banda and face, and has
proved it invatuable in the case of our
little daughter, aged eighteen mnihs,
who was very chafed in the limbs,
Other treatments had heen previeusly
tried. but as the child has an extremely
aensitive skin, these caused her much
pain, but Zam-Buk has a womderfully
sonthing influence, and completely heals
the affected parts” Zam-Buk, the great
henler, in & specdy cure for Piles, Kezema,
1inils, Rumning Noves, Hore Legs. Ring-
worm, Rheumatism, TLambage, Seiatica,
e, As an Habrocation for Strained
Mureles and Tendous, Zam-Buk, rubbed
well jule the parts affected,iv uncqual-
Tl Aa a lHousehold Balm for Cuts,
Burns, DBruikes, Pimples.  Blackheads,
Sore I'hroat, Sore Chext, (happed 1Hands,
Chilblains, Sove Feet, Rash, aml Hitea of
inseets.  Zum-Buk iz invaluable.  From
all medivine vendora, 1/6, ov 3/6 family
alze (containing mearly fonr times the
quantity}, or from Zum-Buk Co 34,
Tritt-atreet. Sydney. Sewl a penny stamp
for YREE SAMPLE POT,
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CLARKE’S B 47 PILLS muette

cure Gravel, Talng lo the Back. and all
kindred complalnts. Free frowm Mercucy.
Exatahlghed upwarda of 30 years.  Bo™ by
nl' Chemists pud Patent Medleine Vepdora
throughoat the World. roprietora, Tho
Lincoln and Milland Coeountles Duug Com-
pany, Lincoln, England.
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The Major's Romance and How It Ended

By ELSA MORELAND.

=

Major Mucklebury was a grim, cross,
sour okl bechelor-—yes, sour! Fome
prople say it is old maids wlho are sour,
but old bachelors when they have been
in India and have a “liver” are u thou-
sand limes worse.  Major Mucklebury
was the Leyror and the sguire of the
village. He was 8 oma le, as tres-
passers on bis eslate knew to their
cost, for his preserves were maost jeal-
ously guarded. and the viilagers used to
suy they lLelieved  Major Mucklebury
conld have detected the feathers off Lis
own estate in the refuse of a poulter-
er’s ahop.

1t was 1 lovely morning. and Major
Mucklebury was strolling through his
phessant covers with g gun over his
shoulder. Of eaatrse the time for phea-
sunty was not vet, but the major kept
a keen eye an the prospects, and some-

times n stray cal—. Hua! What was
that?
A Ainy, flufMy, clinging thing loaked

down at him from a beeeh tree close by,
Two blue, inmocenut eyes, a ball of fur,
a little plaintive mew, and then—bang!

#Had hine that time, by jove! Caught
in the acet!” muttered the major, as the
little eat fell with o thul on the soft
greenswurd,  And, striding forward, he
prepaved to bag his gumwe.  lmagine his
swrprise when a gelden-haired pinafnr-
ed little fury darted before him, and,
stooping. clasped the dying kitten in
her arins, louking meanwhite at its de-
stroyer with flashing. sngry eyest

Now somehow exprriences never come
=ingly, aml the major was going througl
a garmut of exprriences at that moment,
and this Jast was the most startling of
tlem all.  “There is no one in the
whede wide wiorkl who loves yoir as
mueh as T loved that dear, dear Litten!™
No, certainly, as fay as the wmjor
kiew, there was not. XNo one. at least,
who woull disfignre her pretty fuce
willl a single tear tor bim were Iie to be
shot dead st this moment.

With an overwheluning flash this all
at onhee came home to him, aml this
selfizh, weullby man of the world stood
hefore the golden haired, erying child
confornded-—hunt?

SfAnd whal is your name, wy dear??
uaked the old solidier, ax. ten mipulex
Tater, they 1rudged along, ihe  little
girl still sabbing as she clung to his
Big finger. and the wnjor careying the
murdered cat. “iUH never do o et
her o home tlone with uli that bloed
on  her pinafore,” he thought; “her
mather would have a fit at the sight of
hert™

“My nnne js Tetty—Letiy Fane,” said
the child.

“lettice Faue!™  The major drepped
her fingers, nnd nearly dvopped the kit
ten, toa “Bless my soul?™

Litile Fettice looked at him in sur-
price,  She didn’t like his voice when
he growled like that. She had heard
old Maggic say, "When the major was
angry there was no need for folks 1o
£o 1o the wenagerie to see will beastag
they conll see oue for nothing at  1he
hall”  Bm thev were neavly home; vhe
could see {he green pale; yes, and the
major could see the green pale, too!
The sighl of that gute and the sownd
of that nawe. “Letlice Fane,” conjured
up such a rush of memories that  ne
wonder he was silent!

Letlice Fane! Could this
child—the child of the only weman he
Lud ever loved? Balt ne!  Her own
nume was Lettios Fane, so that voulda’t
. What waa he dreaming of ¥

In funcey he wins baek again just ten
years quzo. e wos a young man then
at lenxt. e Jiked his fricads to 1hink
g0, thomgh he himself knew better, but
ton vears’ hard work inoa bud climaie

Lknocked all that ont of him. He was
an obl anan now L rich, gloomy and
alone,

How well he rewembered it! Ten

grars apo he il come to look after his
properiy. He wis tenving the prmy
s, bt Indian speenlntions  wonld
keep him away somwe vears, aml il was
then that I 1 Lettics [ Lettice
Fane-—jusit awoet  17"—wh unly
brother was gazeited to the major's own

&

e her,

regiment, and was Lo sail in Lhe same
buait for India,

The man of the world had felt fat-
teved by the admiration amt 1lanks
ihese two young things had lavished
oo him in veturn for the seraps of infer-
mation he bad bLestowed on the young
sub, It had been pleasant to him o
see ihe colour Hlood the sweel, oval face
of the sull’s sister ns he lingered over
giving eounsel to the brother o pay
court to hiz sister. Then had come a
rummer night when {hey flood by the
green gate; the stars twinkled over-
head, the mighiingale sang in the dis-
tant dale; the major pressed his Jips
to two warim red ones that trembiled be-
neath their first Kiss, and said, "Good-
bye."

IJn a dream he saw it all!

As they reached the gute litile Eet-
tive took her precious bundle from ihe
major and ran to the woeman coming
swiftly down the path.

“Auntie! auntie!” she solbed.  “My

kitty, my dear Litty!” And she flung
herzelf upon the while gowned figure
which stoad as if turned te stone, And
over Lhe childish golden hewd the man’s
and the woman's eyes met., In his
were mewnory, wonder, leaging, and vain
regrel; in hers were mentory, wounded
pride, eold disdnin and the whest of
wurdered love,
. For had she nol trusled him nnd wait-
el for him to  return? And he Tiad
come home, taken np aboile un his
weallhy estate, had daily passed sl
repassed her gule, and made no sign,

“Leilice!™

The major £poke the one word in
hopeless, despairing tones, and held ont
twy trembling bands—Lunds full of wll
save love.

But Lettice only bent slightly, like »
lily before the gale; then, taming with
Ner little charge, went slowly biek to
the bouser. The wajor stoud there in

the brilliant swashine Lill the  door
clanged. Then the words rang in his
CilEs s

: ‘
here iy nobody in the whale wide
world who leves you s suuch as I loved
my dear, dear Kitty!™”

The days passed and the majur paus-
ed often at the gate. hnt no Lettice—
cither chill or woman—was to be sben.
The ¢hild had been everjoyed nt  ihe
appearance of n pretiy, Hufly Persian,
Nivl the wonmman's heart was still empy.

One  night, coming  homuding i1
{hrough the swmmer dusk, little Lettice
prused, transfised, Two digwes =toed
cluse {ogether on the hearth,

O, auntie! auntict™ she e
ernel man!  JHow tna yon—

“Hush, hush, darling!™ the ether an-
swered geutly, wilh a nrw soft ring in
her tones. Don't say 1hnt. Letey, dar-
ling. for—1 love him!™

. "That

vgeatler your miulous!™ sald Discase one
duy

uy
To the demon Cold and his friend Deeay;
“¥Winier ls here to pive yon a Lmnl,
Oum?! friend. antt anpd revnge the Il
»1 caw't,” eaid the Demon, *Pm gulle vat
of work, .
A movial named Woods palls wme ap with

a Jerk:

Alig Great Peppeemint Care in death to
wmy .

Gigod-Liye!" snid Lhe Demon, and gnve wup
1he ghost?
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