The Return to the Trails

OWN from the rocky den under the bald

peak of Sugar Loaf, the old black bear

s led her cub. Turning her head every

moment to see that he was close at her heels, she

encouraged him with soft, half-whining, half-grunt-

ing sounds, that would have been ridiculous in so

huge a beast had they been addressed to anything

less obviously a baby than this small, velvet-dark,
wondering-e ved cub.

Very carefully the old bear chose her path, and
very slowly she moved. But for all her care, she
had to stop every minute or two, and sometimes
even turn back a few paces, for the cub was contin-
ually dropping behind. His big, inquiring ears
took in all the vague, small noises of the mountain-
side, puzzling over them. His sharp little nose
went poking in every direction, sniffing the strange
new smells, till he would get bewildered, and forget
which foot to put forward first. Then he would
sit back and whine for his mother.
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