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which they dimly began to comprehend. Then all 
three darted away up lie hillside, and came out 
upon a well-known bushy ledge from which they 
could look back upon their home.

They had been watching but a minute or two 
when they saw the foolish fugitive run panting up 
the bank and dive into the burrow. At his very 
heels were the baying and barking dogs, who now 
set up a very different sort of chorus, a clamour of 
mingled impatience and delight at having run their 
quarry at last to earth. The black and white mon
grel at once began digging furiously at the entrance, 
hoping to force his way in and end the whole mat
ter without delay. But the half-breed hound pre
ferred to wait for the men who would, he knew, 
soon follow and smoke the prisoner out. He con
tented himself with sitting back on his haunches 
before the door, watching his comrade’s futile 
toil, and every now and then lifting lus voice to 
signal the hunters to the spot. Meanwhile, the wise 
old mother fox on the ledge above knew as well 
as he what would presently happen. Having no 
mind to vait for the inevitable conclusion of the 
tragedy, she slunk away dejectedly and led the two 
surviving members of her litter over the ridge,


