
hoikIh iiikI till' (li'iisc, tiin^U'il l>ritkr<« of tlic jungle, itiul takr li-il i)f tlx'

Itloixl (if till' nil«|.

In lii<< curly ynulli, ii> oiu' of a family of si\ lirowii and lilack

iiiottlrd t-oii;rai- kittens, lit' liad playi'il and frolicked in 'I'chnanii'M gli>n.

'ran<;'!il liy a ^lintMl and kindly niotlicr, lie had li arncd llu- lessons of

coufjar life, liad learned wliorc prey resorted, had Icariiiil where danger

lurked. He had learned to stalk the spotted deer, to frighten the nil)

hit into hetrayinj^ his presence, to catch the fjossipinjr nuirnint a-, hi

chirped from his hnrrow's month.

His one f^reat eiii'Miy was man, and he knew of iik ii nid their «;iys.

He knew how to jflide from the xision of man or tl i- semt of honiid. or

when that was impossilile, to "free/e" into motionless mvisiliilily amidst

rocks, loj^s, stumps or mounds of dull hrown earth.

Bu^ all the creatures of the wildwood have the''- lilind side, and

the anf^el of the wild thiiif^s is a one-eyed goddess.' This was well

known to Cougar Finn of the vale of Tchnami. ('ougar I'inn was so

called for his skill in the destruction of the feline denizens of the wild.

A frovernment hounty made it worth whiit. to specialize on gathering

in the skulls of the cougar trihe. Thus, one by one, the fftniily of

Tchnumi's glen swelled the hunter's coffer, decorated eluhroom walls,

and hecame the theme of huntsman's fiction.

His cougar sire had passed from cougar land. His brethren had

biought bounty to linn. 'I'lie mother that had nurtured and tauglit

him posed in beautiful inanimate grandeur in the Provincial Museum,

("roui'h alone remained.

Time passed. He foiuid a mate among his kindred of the wild.

The rock-bossed glen of 'I'clmami was once more the scene of cougar

merriment. Black and brown mottled kittens once more frisked, fro-

licked and gamboled in the rough ribbid ravine, ("nmch, the mighty

one. was the patri.nrch of the cougar tribe ami lord of the wildirness

vale.

But one after otie, the members of this fierce and happy family fell

before the deadly rifle of Cougar Finn, until, once more, old Crouch
sat solitary in his rocky retreat and entertained a nameless feeling

akin to resentment toward the cause of his manifold bereavt'inent.

He did not think or plan as we do. A restless, undefinable feeling

filled his coug.'ir soul and urged him on to action. His bereavement

was to him a sort of imiistlnct sorrow, which he had associated with

the sight and sound and smell of men and dogs and gunpowder.

He left the glen of 'l^-hiiami. Ho wnndi'red from the home of his

youth, from the scene of his triumphs aiul troubles. On the skirts of

the settlements he prowled, watching with inward resentment all that

was of the domain of man.

Children played by the doorways, flocks fed in the pastures, vo

hides rolled on the highways, dogs barked in the backyards, men


