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ANY blood-cur-
dling tales have
the

M been told of
34 fc—

sanguinar
ity of "Old Eph-
raim,” and the large majority of the read-
% b hate ot o #egacd any
chance meeting between his grizzled
a_human being as the sig-
nal for a ducl to the death, provided
said biped had no other means of loco-
motion than_those afforded by nature.
NG doubi this 16 the tale dusing certa
seasons of the year, as in the fall, when
amorous Eph is on the rampage, or
later in the season, when a sudden
storm has snowed up his usual supply
of food. Then, like a hungry man,
Ephraim is an ugly customer o cross.
On the other hand, when a plentiful
crop of berries is ripe, the grizzly huu-
riates and becomes almost docile wirl
burteit i fitnsas, Tiwice, oo such o~
casions 1 have, while on foot, come fairly
face to face with a bear, On the first
occasion, 1 don’t know which one of
us was the more frightened, but I do
know that e both ran—in sty o
ocite dircctions. On the second, while
Turricdly took to_the nearest trec,
Ephraim made no offer to follow, but
squatted upon his haunches, actually
laughing—at any rate, he grinned and
showed his berry-stainéd tongue—at my
needless alarm. It is only fair to state
that on both oxcaions 1 e aumed with
a shot-gun, loaded for  birds.
Even during the season whicl
crally considered the most unhc«Fh»"
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fime to hunt bears, there are instances
known when ¢ ng of American

Tas shown the white feather
idedly. One of these forms
the marerials of this paper. If not so
breathlessly thrilling as some, it will
serve as a contrast and foil fo_the class

of bear-yarns that so often find their
way into print.
was once o a party of

spending several months in hunting big
gome in Montana, our principal range
cing in and around the' Crazy Mount-

ains.
We were all what mi,

experienced hunters, well

equipped, having along a packer who

also officiated as cook. We cach had

shot-gun and rifle, revolver, knife and

hatchet. Lark Taylor had his three

bounds slong, Pavence, ‘Mingo and Blacke

ht be called
armed and

T
inaly sct for our return o the haunts
zation, id being
Shomsd up in e meatiis and yer
had none' of us seen, much less shot at,
a grizzly bear. But then, one day, just
as five of us were sitting down to
dinner, Tom Deakin came running
in, panting and_almost breathless. He
coull scaredy tell his story, which was,
briefly, as follows:

He had been hunting and was on his
way back to camp, when he suddenly
came face to face with a grizely bear,

ig as the side of a barn!” Though
his double-barrel was loaded only with
oarse shot, Tom gave Qi Bphsaim the
contents, then “lit out” for camp.
swore that the bear pursued him—s
Wl in chase—and ‘hat naught had
saved him but the rapid manner in

is feet had passed and repassed
one_another.

f course, there was a_hasty jumping
for sifles on'our pary and looking sbout
for convenient trees fo climb in case of
emergency. We all grad\ull) cooled
down as half an_hour crept by without
the cxpecred visitor putting in an ap-
pearance, and began a search.

We finally struck the bear's trail, but
not a little to Tom's confusion, as it was
the very spot where he had met the
animal. The ground here was soft
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enough to read the sign clearly. We
found the wads from Deakin’s gun, and
saw where he had started on his head-
long, breakneck race for camp. Bur,
alas! for the close chase, we fikewise
saw where Ephraim had turned tail
and made a rapid retreat in the oppo-
site_direction.

Despite this display of cowardice,
there could be no doubt as to the beast's
being a grizzly, and a huge one at that.

he enormous footprints, with claw-
marks fully five inches in front of the
sole on each fore-paw, plainly proved
this,

two miles and over, the trail led
through the wild, rocky region, then en-
tered a deep, narrow gorge, which had
at some distant day been the bed of a
raging torrent. Half 2 mile farther we
came to the endd. Here was a perpen-
dicular rock, some twenty yards high,
over which the waters must have
plunged. At the base of this rock was
@ huge mass of tangled logs, limbs and
stones, covered over and interlaced with
vines both living and dead.

As there no practicable outlet
save by the way we entered, we knew
that Ephraim must be concealed some-
where in that pile of drift.

o game was holed, but how could
could we get at it2 That was the all-
important question just now. There
was one plan, suggested by the mass of
sun-dried timber, but who was to “bel
the cat’? Just then, 1 believe each
one of us fhought of those huge claw-
marks. T know 7 did, and did not fecl
urgently called upon to volunteer.

T rmoon was wearing away, and
fearful lest nightfall should come and
x0b us of our coveted prize—for, cager
as we were to bag a grizzly, no man in
his sober senses would remain in that
narrow gulch on a moonless night with
such an ugly neighbor—it was decided
that the log pile should be set afire, in
order to awake or roast Ephraim out of
his_den.

That all might have an cqual chance
to win the coveted (?) post of honor, lots
were Prepared, but before they could
be drawn, Tom Deakin, who had been
chafing over his recent scare, volun-
teered. We made some slight remon-
strance, but did not weep when Tom
doggedly persisted in his derermination.

Collecting a few scattered fagots of
dry wood a fire was kindled; and when
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the sticks

were fairly ablaze, Tom
grasped a handful, and slipping along
Bhe base of the side: wal, whils wo stood

with cocked and leveled rifles to salute
Ephraim in case he s

rush, he set the dry mass afirc in three
separate places, and beat a hasty re-
E

reat.
During all this, though growling frec-
Iy, the grizzly did not show so much as
the tip of his nose. In fine, he acted so
much' like a cowardly brute instead of
he ferocious, bloodthirsty creature we
had been led to expect, that we began
to fear we must have made some mis-
take in following the trail, and hole
some other animal instead.
owever, the question would be soon
settled now. The flames were spreading
rapidly, and unless it chose to be roast-
in its den, the occupant of that
drift must make its appearance before
on,

pecting this at any moment now,
we spread out, forming a line across the
narrow gulch, rifles in readiness for the
fray. But minute after minute passed,
and still Ephraim did not emerge. He
growled angrily enough, but, though the
smoke must have been ferrible and the
heat extreme, he still held out—or in.

At length the entire mass was ablaze,
and we were beginning to utter strong
exclamations of disgust, when Bruin
made his appearance so suddenly that
we were taken quite by surprise.

It was even larger than we expected,
and had ifs courage been in proportion
to its size, some of our number would
almost assuredly have had cause to rue
that “smoking-out.

We opened fire, too hurriedly for cer-
tain aim, and though struck by nearly
every bullet, the bear was not seriously
hurt. It squalled loudly, and turne
back, almost rushing into_the blazing
mass in its blind terror. Recoiling, it
strove o scale the nearly perpendicular
wall. It never once made an offer fo as-
sail us, and while striving to drag itself
up the rock, fell stone-dead at our sec-
ond volley, not having shown as much
courage as an old ram would have
shown under similar circumstances.

unanimously voted the hunt a
failure. True, we had killed a huge
rizzly bear, but there had been no
fight, its hide was ruined—the whole
affair 2 consummate fraud and imposi-
tion.




