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“tho stock of his rifle.
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Clement Tooked up with such a look of automshmont’ B

in his face as I never saw before.  Then he spoke calmly

and deliberately: “If you had never fired, that leopnrJ
would have lain where he now lies.”

Tt was too bad to be thus contradiéted .svhen I was -
convinced of the truth of what L had stated. At first T
grow irritated—then angry; but while my words waxed -
warm, Clement retained complete command over his
temper, and his replies were calm and decided.

It was, perhaps, this very exercise of control over Ins ,

temper that so exasperated me, and made me lose. mine;--, =

completely forgetting myself, and giving vent to my .
unfrovernable age, I called Clemont a liar, aceusing him
b the same time of striving to take away the honom'_
which was justly my due.

When T had said that word, I bitterly repented it.
Such a‘change as came over Clement I never saw before,
and hope never to see again, A rush of blood suffused
his face, and hiswhole frame literally shook with ner-
vous agitation, while his fingers gr'aspbd conVulsivelyl

“With an almost superhuman cffort, which was p.unf il
to'me to see, he regained his self-possession; and though ..~
hijs face was ashy pale, and his cyes fixed and wl.\ssy hig"
tones when he spoke were calm and deliberate. '

“Youhave called mo a liar,” he sajd. “ You shall first
prove your words, and then you shall decount to me for
them,” and he beekoncd me to follow him. I obeycd ’
mcch'mu,‘l.ll y. . Arrived at the duu\ body of the 1eon.u-d
Clement addressed me. o

“Where did you say your bullés cntcred ” ho asked. ‘

“Near the shoulder,” I answered. :

“Then perhaps you can find it yoursclf " o s'ud
blttelly '

I stooped doswn and c.u-(,fully c\'umncd Lhe body of
the leopzud There was no wound {6 show thata bulleb




