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to interest the Squirrel and the
Grouse, he heard a stone rattle
down the western slope into the
woods, and, a little later, on the
wind was borne the dreaded taint.
He waded through the ice-cold
Piney,—oncehe would haveleaped
it,—andthechill watersentthrough
and up each dreat hairy limb keen
pains that seemed to reach his very
life. He was retreating again—
which way? There seemed but
one way now—toward the new
ranch-house.

But there were signs of stir
about it long before he was near
enough to be seen. His nose, his
trustiest friend, said, *Turn, turn

and seek the hills,” and turn he did

even at the risk of meeting there
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