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Clïnent'looked up with such a Iook of astonishment
in his face as I never saw befo. Thon ho spoke calimly
and deliberately:: "If you hadl never fired, that leoparli
would have lain where ho now lies."

It was too bad to be thus. contradicted awhen I was
convinced of the truth of what I had statted. At first 1
grcw irritated-then angry; but wh ile my words waxed
warm, Clement reLained complete command over his
temper, and his replies were calm and decided.

It was, perhaps, this very excrcise of control over his
temper that so exasperated me, and made me lose mine;
complctely forgetting myself, and giving ventto my
ungovornable ragu, I ealled Clemonta liar, accusing him

t the slue time of striving to take away the honour
which was justly my due.

When I hnd said that word, I bitterly repen.ted it.
Saclh a change as came over Clenint I never saw before,
and hope nevei to sec again. A. rush of blood sutYused
his face, and bis whole frame literally shook with er-
vous agitation, while his fingers graspcd convulsively.
the stock of his rifle.

With an almost superhuiani effort, which was painful
tome to sec, he regained bis self-possession ; and tholigh
his face was ashy pale, and his cyos fixed antilglissy, bis
tones yhen he spoklo werc calm and deliberate.

"You have called me a liar," he said. Il You shall first
provo your words, and thon you shall account to nie obr
thcm," and ho beckonid me to follow him. 1 oboyed
mechanically. Arrived at the dead body of lie leopard,
C'lient addressedi me.

"Wher did you say your ballot entered ?" he asked.
"Near the shoulder," I answored.
"Then perhaps yon. can find it yourself," lie said,

bitterly.
I tooped down and caref'ully examined the body of

the leopard. There was no wound tô show thata ballet


