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hunting trip, when he had slipped, fallen, and hung in

deadly peril over a terrible chasm, George Harrington had
risked his own life to save that of his companion by descend-
ing and grasping his wrists just as his strength was faihng

and he was about to drop. But there was wealth in the

way—a chance of gaining possession of position in another
land, and at that time the sphere of the scoundrel's actions

was growing limited, for in several districts a vigilance

committee had hunted him with dire intentions connected
with a lariat and the nearest tree.

And now his opportunity had come, and he seized it

with the coolness of the hardened villain, free from all

remorse.
" Dead or not quite dead, he can't feel," he muttered, as

the point of his knife pierced George Harrington's scalp,

and then the poor fellow's head dropped with a heavy
thud upon the rocks, while, bending down, the ruffian

seemed as if turned to stone, and gazed before him at the

animal which had silently approached to within half-a-

dozen yards, and then uttered a low sound like a heavy
sigh.

They had seen sign of bear up above : here was the

bear himself—a huge brute of the variety known to hunters

as the cinnamon, at home here in his native wilds, glaring

red-eyed and savage at the intruder upon his domains, and
ready to make him pay dearly for his audacity.

Portway held his keen knife in his hand, but he could
not stir ; his rifle, ready charged, was almost within reach

of his hand, but he did not try to seize it, and for fully a
minute the huge beast and the hunter remained perfectly

motionless.

Then the paralysis of mind and muscle passed away, and
Portway stretched out his hand slowly towards where he
had placed his rifle but without moving his eyes from the

bear. On his right was the steep rocky wall that he had
descended, on his left the terribij precipice, behind him a
narrow shelf, and, in front the bear, with George Har-
rington between.

" If I can get the rifle
!

" thought Portway ; and his hand
searched for it, but in his heart he felt that it would be
better to try and retreat slowly, while the bear would stop

and wreak his anger upon the fallen man.
' Dan Portway knew better as regards the nature of the


