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A fallen tree had covered the mouth of the hole, snow had
covered the branches, and these, thoroughly rotten, let the
trapper through
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bones had been broken. How far he was down
and how big the hole, he hadn’t the slightest
notion, for he was lying in inky darkness, but
small troubles were quickly forgotten when,
from somoewhere quite closo at hand he
heard a sound that left him in no doubt that
it was a bear’s lair he had tumbled into, and
the bear was ab home. He knew he was in
a tight place.

Worse was to come. A few seconds later,
as he stood listening and trying to peer through
the gloom, he heard a faint whine, and then
something cold and wet touched his hand and
something else scratched at a leg. A cub!
That meant it was a she-bear he was shut up
with; and when a she-bear has cubs with
her she is liable to be short-tempered.

The trapper
. wished  himself
outside. His rifle

had dropped from
his hand as he
tumbled in, and
his only other
weapon was @
hunting knife, a
poor weapon for
tackling an an-
noyed bear when
in a confined
space. Putting up
one hand, he felt
around the wall of
the hole, to dis-
cover no crack or
knob, nothing to
give him hand or
foothold.

( €5 )



He could not get out, and the cubs—there
were two—having found him, concluded he
might make a useful playmate. But their
notions of play were rough, and when their
claws seratched him, though anxious not to
attract the attention of the sleepy mother,
he was irritated into giving Baby Bruin a cufi.
The little bear squealed, and Mother, some-
where a few yards away, growled as though
asking what was the matter, but was too
lazy to get up to find out.

1t was sometime during the forenoon that
the trapper met with
his disagreeable acci-
dent, and the day
passed mighty slow-
ly, though the cubs
at intervals came to
him to resume their
game.

So the hours drag-
ged until night came,
as the man was able
to learn by the little
patch of obscured
light overhead slowly
disappearing. Mother
and cubs slept. But
do you think the
trapper slept? You're
right ; he didn’t. Fear
kept him awake.

But when morning
came again, and with
it the hope that his
partners, alarmed by

'his absence, might All the time his rescuers were

succeed in locating
him, he found it
impossible to remain in his cramped position.
Very carefully he crept here and there
and once he thought his last hour had
come. He stepped on a cubj the cub
squealed lustily, and its mother was pro-
voked into getting up and making more
serious investigation. He heard her move,
though unable to see her, and he made up his
mind for a fight. 1t couldn’t be put oft
longer. Suddenly she bumped into him, to
swing round quickly with an angry growl. And
at the same moment the trapper struck with

(

in the bear pit was dodging, and striking, and slashing
—and being struck. d

his long

knife, ripping a
her side.

lonz gash in

Then the fight was under weigh.

How long the awful battle lasted no one
can know—the trapper® himself said it
might be half an hour, though it seemed to
him like days. The clamour was deafening.
The cubs squealed, their mother growled
savagely, the man, hardly knowing what
he was doing, shouted as he slashed with
his gréat kuife. That he could not last
much longer he knew; he felt breath and

S strength failing
him.

Suddenly he heard
his name shouted,
and he knew what
had happened. His
three partners had
tracked him to the
hole; they could hear
the savage sounds
below; he could
just make out their
heads bending over
the e

C.

His hoarge cry soon
acquainted them with
the truth, and at once
they began slashing
away with their
axes to widen the
mouth of the hole.

Then two rifles
cracked, and imme-

diately after two

ening the hole, the man oo pllets  struck

the bear.  Then the
prisoner fainted.

One of his partners dropped into the hole

—a dozen fect deep it was—secured the cubs,

and roughly patched up his chum’s wounds.

Ropes were lowered, and he was hoisted out,

to be carried back to the camp without delay.

Here examination proved his injuries so serious

that their expedition ended at once. Packing

their belongings, and the wounded man on
their sledges, they made all haste back to the
nearest settlement, where a doctor was to be

found. A man’s life was worth more than a

winter's taking of fur pelts.
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