THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE.
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liad never seen or even fancied a oreature
lithe it What could it be ?

Whatever it was, it didn't hurry itself.
Slowly and deliberately it came down the
hank to the stream, and 1 could see it
dimly in the shadow—a blacker spot in

the  darkness—stoop and drink. It
scemed to be a long time about it, but
it moved at last. It was coming across.

I watched it as it waded slowly and de-
liberately through the water and climbed
the bank on my side of the stream.
Then it stood still, and it seemed to
stare up at me as I sat in the moon-
light. By this time the moonshine was
falling full upon me, and I felt certain
he was looking at me with a strange,
questioning gaze. Suddenly he raised his
head and repeated the cry I had heard
hefore. Now that I saw him, I felt that
it was exactly the cry I should have ex-
pected from him,—so strange, so weird,
S0 savage.

It was by an impulse, rather than the
result of thought, that I did it. A
curious feeling of repulsion and antagon-
1sm, which I could not have reasonably
explained, prompted the act. Something
n his appearance, something in his
savage cry, may have led to it, but at
least T felt that I was in the presence of

an enemy I raised the gun to my
shoulder ; I covered him deliberately ; I
fired Even in the very act I fancied

his eyes fixed me with a fierce stare of
hatred. I could have sworn he was look-
ing me in the face at the moment. I
fired, and for several seconds I lost sight
of him in the smoke, but I knew I hadn't

missed my aim A cry, wilder, stranger,
more savage than before, followed the re-
port of the gun. And—yes, it was
answered Not one only, but half a
dozen cries, each like an echo of the first,
rang out a weird reply. Then I knew

what it was,—a devil. Strange as it ap-
pears to me now in looking back, I had
up to that moment utterly forgotten the
Tasmanian devil. I had supposed the
creature  to be extinct, indeed, but I
might have remembered the tales I had
often heard as g hoy of its demon black-
ness, Iits strange cries, and, above all,
its temper of insatiable revenge.

As the smoke cleared away 1 saw him
again. He was rolling on the ground,
trying to tear himself savagely with fierce
white teeth that glistened in the moon-
light Then he gave another of those
fiendish cries, and again there came the
answering echoes He struggled to his
feet, and his eyes seemed to look for me
with savage, cunning glances. I watched
him as if I had been fascinated, and saw
him suddenly stumble alomg the bank to-

wards my rock. He came slowly and
painfully, but he reached the foot of the
great boulder at last I put my hand
hastily to  my belt and drew out a

cartridge, —it  was one of less than a
dozen that were left —and rose slowly to
my Knees As 1 did so, 1 remembered
that my cartridges had been intemded
only for shooting birds, and were cer-
tainly not meant for game like this.

He gave another cry, and again the
cchees came from far and near He had
reared himself up, and put his feet on
the sloping face of the rock, while all
the time his eyes seemed to be fixed on
tmine  with looks of fiendish maligmity.
Suddenly there was a cry close behind
him, and, as if encouraged by the sound,
he made what appeared to he a desperate
elfort, and the next moment he was
scrambling,  rolling  or climbing up the
face of the rock with a motion that was
quite indescribable in its clumsy eager-
ness As  he did so, another black
ficure appeared at the bottom, and I
heard a splash as a third hegan to wade
the stream It was growing serious in-
daed I waited until he had got within
v few feet of me, and then I fired. H&
gave a snarling howl, and rolled to the
hottom
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one object in existence was to reach me.
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then fired He rolled half-way down,
and then he seemed to cling to the rock
nd  stop. Then he becan to crawl up

awvain, gnashing his teeth, and snapping
fiercely at the places where the shot had

wonnded him I had to fire again, this
time almost into  his face, before he
rolled down again And so it went on,
with A sameness that grew more and
more horrible, with a persistency which
Sseemed to me nothing less than dia-
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everything seemed
quiver before my eyes.

gradually become more rare, but I think
the strain of watching for them was more
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but I didn't dare for a
single moment to relax my watchfulness.
to be within a
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that glistened in the moon-
With a sudden, desperate effort I
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thought of which I was con-
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in Australia
the Tasmanian is one of the
only two survivors of what must at one
time have been a widely-distributed class
to judge from the fossil re-
in many parts of
Like nearly every mammalian
of the continent,
a marsapial ; but, with the solitary ex-
of the so-called Tasmanian wolf,
is the only surviving marsupial
mal that is carnivorous, and may be re-
as a beast of prey.
very scarce, and will soon be ex-
the early convict days of
island—when
Van Dieman’'s land, was the penal settle-
ment for the worst class of British con-

stories were afloat of their at-
escaped convicts who had
is believed that
was bestowed on the
animal by the convicts, who had learned
to look upon them with almost supersti-
in consequence of their
appearance, but still more owing to their
following up an
last with what looked like
No specimen has ever
on the continent of Australia.
—Owen Huall, in Lippincott’s.

taken to’' the bush.

tious fear, partly
perseverance

undying hatred.

man what he knows, but
fellow may know
everything that’s happened since the Lord
and not be
able to do anything to help keep if from
But when g man can do any-
bound to know something
Books are all
dead men's brains are no good unless you
mix a live one's with them.—Old Gorgon
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