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ïSe ene celd moonlight night we ail
started down the trail to a fine bogan
where the deer au' moose meat always
fed. You bet your lji e I toted erlong
the gun, though Shadroe scowled pretty
bad, an' 1 let on that what with bein'
se uaed te the weight 1 was apt te
travel iu circles if I left it behind. "Take
care tbere's no blood-lettin' then," sayb
lie, an' on we ploda.

We was the best part e' the night
squattin' behind the aidera, callin',)barken lu' an freezin', 'fore there coe
an answer from the othier aide the water
an' I uudged the old gent te watch out.

I up an' gruuted sweetly threugh the
hemn, an' at that the bull plunged inte
the began an' cerne at us with the lily--
pads an' rnud flyin' every wbich way at
ence. When it gained the top e' the
bank net three var<Is off if, Rtnnnl n'

pupjJi-i ire
standin', st
1, witheut a
g te his
Sshoulder a

ttch o' lipht

she eny goes "Pa-Pa-Pa-," an' keeps
it up as if ahe was an aiarm cleck at
four in the mornin'.

Naturally thinkin' the old bey had
fallen into the fire, I 'drepped the red
an' made a bas uine for the tents, the
gai close behind me. But everythin'
ý'peared suug an' quiet te me, an' the,
Professer was nowhere erbout.

"There he is-there-there 1" an' she'
laye ahoid e' my back hair an' yauks
-my head over se I get te leok up.

"By gesh, that's hlm sure euoughl" I
adroits. "Who put hlm there 1" Hie was
way eut on the end o' a branch near the
tep o' a birch tree, sittin' astride.

"Hie was drove there," she wails.
'ýSave him 'fore it's tee late."

"Why don't h. cerne dewu? 1 can't
save him up there," aays 1, wonderin'
more an' more.

New Miss Resey was a pretty husky
gal, an' al] at once 'fore 1 kmn se much
as argue withbe sheh gits behind me an'
runs me ever te the f oot e' the tre.

"Up yer go," says ahe, givin' me a
beest au' up I clemb. The first part
was plain ahinuin', but aI ter that it got
easy as walkin' up stairs, an' 'fore long
I reached the 11mb eld Shadre was
ridin'. I stuck my head tlhrough the
leaves an' there he were on the very
tip, wbich was bendin' like a fishin' rod,
an' rubbin' eut farther every second.

"Mind the greuud,» 1 warns, "lit's Jest
below yer," but hie didu't s0 much as
raise bis eyes, an' went on atarin' an'
starin' at the 11mb lu front e' his paws.

When I'd Lyot Drettv niffh an' was lest

'er believe ii, butit were
act that saved the Pro-
bie cerne like a monlcey,
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Chumming Up With Varmints
(Concluded from page 22.)


