
14 MY VERY STRAYGE RESCUE.C:
lit edge of the forest, and 1 watched him proudly as, with

nose close to the snow and tail high in the air, he ran
hither and thither, the very picture of canine beauty and
intelligence.

Suddenly he stopped short, snuffect fiercely at a track
in the snow, and then, with sharp, eager barks that sounded
like a succession of pistôl-s'hots, and startled every ner'e
and fibre in my body into intense excitement, sprang o2er
the snow with mad haste, until he brought up at the foot
of a tree just opposite i on the other side of the glade.

For some moments I stood as if spell-bound. I felt that
nothing less than a bear-trail could havd put Tiger in such
a quiver. Perhaps he had struck the track of the bear,
about whose, immense size father and the boys had talked
so much.

I confess that' at the thought my kneeà trembled, my
tongue parched as ihough with hot. thirst, and I stood

there utterly irresolute, until all at once like a great wave,
my çourage came back to me, the hunter instinct rose
supreme over human weakneffl, and gra-sping- my gun

tightly, I hurried across to where the do wais still bark-
inom furiously.

A bare, blasted tree-trunk stood out gaunt and gray, in
marked contrast to the dark masses of the pi5ýe and hem-

lock around. It was lilainly the ruin of a magnificent
pine, which -once had towered high above its feRows, and
then paid the penalty of its pre-eminence by be*'g first

selected as a target for the lightning.
Only some twenty feet of its former grandeur remained,
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