
half a mile away, into a gorse patch,
where he lay down and devoured his
cockerel. Afterward he went to
sleep, with one ear drooping and the
other alert for possible enemies.

The sun had been up some time
when Red Fox lazily stretched his
limbs and prepared to stir. But as
he did so he scented a peculiar and
hated odor, so like his own that he
showed his teeth in fury. It was not
that of a rival fox, however, but of
the sniffing hounds that surrounded
fixe gorse. covert.

They had scented him and were on
his trail. Behind them rode the mas-
ter and whipper-i- n, and grouped in
the distance was the crowd that had
gathered for the hunting.

Suddenly, with a bay, the oldest
hound dashed forward toward the
spot where Red Fox lay. And in-

stantly Red Fox had leaped from the
covert and was racing along the
ditth.

The huntsman blew a blast upon
his horn. The hounds bayed, the
hunters hurried up at the gallop. In
an instant the whole field was on the
track of the hounds and they were
pursuing the lean, lithe shadow that
raced over the fields.

The huntsmen strung out in a long
line. The hounds dashed forward at
full speed. They saw Red Fox no
longer, but his scent was plainly dis-
cernible, and though his first burst of
speed was greater than theirs it could
not last Red Fox, looking back, saw
the hounds two fields away and the
horses leaping the hedges.

Red Fox had been hunted many
times and had always gone free. But
now he began to be vaguely dis-

tressed. His meal had been a hearty
'one and he knew that his earth was
stopped. He came upon a brook and
'trotted down it to throw off the scent,
emerging on the same side, half dou-
bling upon his tracks. He halted in a
patch of furze to get his wind.

He showed his teeth again, but this
time in a laugh as he saw the hounds
yainly casting, up and down stream 1

for the scent He trotted quietly
along the bank. He was rejoicing in
the success of his maneuver when
with a loud bay the oldest hound once
more topk up the scent and the whole
pack was after him.

Now the chase was on in earnest
Red Fox put forth all his speed, since
cunning was no longer serviceable.
He could still gain on the hounds, an
except a few of the older ones, hard-
ened by years of the chase. Hounds
and horses were strung out over the
fields behind him, but the old hound
still led the remnants of the pack, un- -.

tiring and dogged. y

Glancing back over his shoulder,
Red Fox saw that of all the horses,
only two were near him. One car-

ried a man in a red hunting coat,
the other a woman. They were gal-
loping side by side. It seemed to Red
Fox that there was a certain hostility
between them. Red Fox could scent
friendship and enmity in human
beings, as well as animals that was
of the essence of life and he no-
ticed how, In spite of their nearness
o each other, the woman kept her

horse's head turned from the man's
horse. Red Fox imagined, also, that
there was a sort of rivalry hetween
them for his capture.

He was frightened for almost the
first time in his life. He began to
dodge and double. Suddenly he re-
membered that the little stream
which he had passed earlier that
morning wound its course not half a
mile distant, in some dense fir
patches. If he could make that he
might throw the hounds off the
scent

They were not -- fifty paces away
when he dashed into the firs. Before
him rolled the brook, wider here, and
afforded him the supreme oppor-
tunity that he required. He sprang
into the water and swam hard up
stream, only his whiskered face ap-
pearing above the surface.

As he swam between the overhang-
ing branches of the leafy hazel


