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E, 1920
 The Death Leap
Continued from Page 12
them off in pursuit of himself and so save
~ Thus the keeper was Asuddenly sur-

gsee a little red fox loping
prised Ho o en space just ahead of him

in full view of the dogs, but also that

@oldeye had never learnt the exact range
o f rearms!

The keeper c:hrriegcld a long
barrell en bore , char with
heavy ;“lll'ot,tand in angilllllsltant _little Gold-

e was aware of stinging pains all over
;{. body, as though a swarm of hornets
pad attacked him.. He yelped and
doubled his pace, not mortally wounded
though geverely injured, g and Igeh.md
him came those two iron limbed missiles

"of death, schooled in all-'the lore of

mountain foxes and nursing & bitter feud
inst their kind.

Fireflank, on the pinnacle above,
watched the opening of the chase—saw
the two hounds closing, closing, while
Goldeye, limping as he ran, and leaving

. Jittle spots of blood upon the whiteness

of the snow, headed for a sheep hole in
the wall and vanished.
" Did Fireflank understand? Did he
realize that his friend was gambling with
death on his behalf? Be that as it may
the sight of the chase excited him,
seemed to make him desperate, and he
forgot even his terror of the man.
‘Thus the keeper, looking up the face
of the cliff, saw what he thought was a
_gheet of brown paper caught by the wind
and beating against a sehelf, till he
realized that there was no wind. Then
he heard a yelp, and realized that what
he saw was a fox, leaping desperately to

.gain the goat track, leaping and falling

: The Hon., T. C. Norris, Prime Minister of Manit
the people for the re-election of his government, on the strength
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back again and again in mortal peril of
sliding to his doom. The range was too
great and the keeper stumbled towards
a nearer. point, but as he went he saw
the fox gain a hold with its forepaws on
the extreme edge of the shelf, and writh-
ing, struggling madly, haul up till its
hind paws gained a hold, and so on to
safety. In a moment it was gone—rac-
ing along the shelf and into the heather,
and the keeper swore softly.

Yet he khew he had seen & noble thing
—he had seen a fox risk everything to
save its mate, crag-bound on the shelf
above!

Goldeye,
by the dogs, was making desperate
efforts to regain Garolgome Wood, and
each time he headed in that direction one
of the dogs headed him off. His tongue
was lolling now, his steps lacked their
buoyancy, and every here and theére a

The last
com

When you end your corn with

in, the meantime, hard pressed Blue-jay,! it wﬂl b tlle last corn
you let grow.

You will know how to stop the
pain. And how to quickly and

crimson spot on the snow told the tragic completely end all corns.

story. The trees seemed to sway before
his eyes, a mistiness enveloped the trail
ahead, and—goodness, how weary he
was! His limbs aghed, his brain

There are millions who use oBaBiN

Blue-jay now, and they never let

throbbed, a burnifig thirst racked his 5 corn remain: . ¢, plaster or the liquid E

throat, yet just behind him were those
red-eyed snarling dpgs, ready to tear him
asunder. Once he fell; it was at the
crest of a deeply washed watercourse,
and one dog was upon him in a trice.
Down they went together, over the edge,
rolling and sliding down the almost per-
pendicular bank® of moving shale, to
land ‘with a thud and split asunder
among the rocks sixty feet below. The
fox fell lightly and was up in an instant,
but the fall shattered the breath out of
the dog and left him panting. Goldeye
headed tottering down the rocky bed of

Continued on Page 14

oba since 1915, who will shortly appeal to
of their record in office.

The new-day way Mark how the pain
- Blue-jay is the new-day way, :
the scientific method. '
It was perfected in a labora-
tory world-famed for its surgi-
cal dressings.
It is supplanting the many
treatments which are harsh and
inefficient. ,
It has made paring as ridic-
ulous as it is unsafe, for paring
doesn’t end corns.
Do this tonight:
Apply to a con a Blue-jay

2Blue-jay
| Plaster or Liquid =
The Scientific Corn Ender
BAUER & BLACK, Limited Chicago Toronto NewYork
© Makers of Sterile Surgical Dressings and Allied Products =

The airtight
package preserves
their oven fresh-
ness, crispness and

punty.
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