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The greasers looked on and laughed. It would have been to

them a pleasant, termhiation to the " play " had Bruin clawed

the man. Neither hunter nor quarry saw the party clustered

the rising ground on which the track ran. Man
bear saw

together on
saw nothing

nothing

but the ground over which he flew

but the man before him. The doubling manoeuvre

was, however, the one thing needed to bring Grisly within

easy reach. Faster flew the man, but it was the last flight of

despair ; had the others been near enough they would have

seen the cold drops of agony standing on his forehead ; they

would have caught his panting breath ; they would have

heard his muttered prayer.
" Let him hav^ it

!

" growled Ladds.

It was time. Grisly, swinging along with leisurely step,

rolling his great head from side to side in time with the ca-

dence of his footfall—one roll to every half-dozen strides, like

a fat German over a trois-temps waltz—suddenly lifted his face

arid roared. Then the man shrieked ; then the bear stopped,

and raised himself for a moment, pawing in the air ; then he
dropped again, and rushed with quickened step upon his foe

;

then—but then—ping ! one shot, it has struck Grisly on the

shoulder ; he stops, with a roar.

" Good, young 'un !
" said Ladds, bringing piece to shoulder.

This time Grisly roars no more. He rolls over. He is shot to

the heart, and is dead.

The other participator in this chasse of two heard the crack

of t^e rifles. His senses were growing dazed with fear ; he did

not stop, he ran on still, but with trembling knees and out-

stretched hands ; and when he came to a heap of shingle and
sand—one of those left over from the old surface mines—he
fell headlong on the pile with a cry, and could not rise. The
two who shot the bear ran across the ground—he lay almost
at their feet—to secure their prey. After them, at a leisurely

pace strode John, the servant. The greasers stayed behind
and laughed.

''Grisly's dead," said Tommy, pulling out his km'fe.
" Steak ?

"

" No ; skin," cried the younger. " Let me take his skin.

Tommy, we will have the beast skinned. You can get some
steaks cut. Where is the manV
They found him lying on his face, unable to move,


