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hare’s exact vision saw whence it came.
For the weasel, unlike all the other folk
of the wood, was moving. He was keep-
ing pace with the man, at a distance of
some ten feet from the trail. So fitted,
however, was his colouring to his sur-
rounding, so shadow-like in its soundless
grace was his motion, that the man never
discerned him. The weasel’s eyes were
fixed upon the intruder with a malignancy

of hate that might well have seared through

his unconsciousness. Fortunately for the
big lumberman, the weasel’s strength, stu-
pendous for its size, was in no way com-
mensurate with its malice; or the journey
would have come to an end just there, and
the gaudy bundle would have rested on
- the trail to be a long wonder to the mice.

The weasel presently crossed the yet
warm scent of a mink, whereupon he threw
up his vain tracking of the woodman and

turned off in disgust. He did not like

the mink, and wondered what that fish-
cater could be wanting so far back from
the water. He was not afraid exactly,—

few animals know fear so little as the
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