14 KINGS IN EXILE

prize which the Park had long been coveting.
He took lordly possession, forthwith, of the
submissive little herd, and led them off at
once from the curious crowds about the gate
to explore the wild-looking thickets at the
back of the pasture. But no sooner had he
fairly entered these thickets than he found
his further progress barred by the steel-
meshed fence. This was a bitter disappoint-
ment, for he had expected to go striding
through miles of alder swamp and dark
spruce woods, fleeing the hated world of men
and bondage, before setting himself to get
acquainted with his new followers. His
high-strung temper was badly jarred. He
drew off, shaking his vast antlers, and went
shambling with spacious stride down along
the barrier towards the brook. The four
cows, in single file, hurried after him anxiously,
afraid he might be snatched away from
them.

Last Bull, standing solitary and morose on
a little knoll in his pasture, caught sight of
the strange, dark figure of the running moose.
A spark leapt into his heavy eyes. He
wheeled, pawed the sod, put his muzzle to
the ground, and bellowed a sonorous challenge.
The moose stopped short and stared about
him, the stiff hair lifting angrily along the
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