| Fell for a Leopard

by TED SHATTO
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the two doctors had argued over who
had inflicted which of the many wounds
that had Milled the poor Lesst, Singh
turned to
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gun,” I growled. “The left bar-
rel won't fire.”

He looked at my fowling piece, its left
hammer still back in ock. “You
must have pulled the right “trigger
again. It's easy to do when you're ex-
cited. Remember, you're not used to a
double gun.
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“Why don't you point your gun in the
air and pull the left trigger now?”
Singh asked.

“Nothing will happen,” T said with
some heat. “It will misfire—just as it
did when the leopard was under my
tree.” I raised the gun and pulled the
left trigger. BOOM! Will I never learn
to keep my big mouth shut? THE END



