THEN Porson An the mil-
| lionaire, decided to hunt that
fall in the Hooded
Mountain locality, he ob-
==l tained the very best guide the
; could provide in the personality of
5 em;?od Hilderwood was a
ntaineer of uncommon gifts,
' 3 veritable sixth sense for oeating
but millionaires were his pet
n. “What I have invented and
have organized is the crux of their
ation,” he would assert. “And
oy Tan i who could
et it this opinion, previously, b
Nat held opinion previously, he
ertainly had some grounds

Andrews , “‘you Rocky Moun-
“fain guides don’t know what hunting is.
- You want to go to

. killed my. white rhino,
_glephants-in a week.”
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_So' the rope was secured, and with i
pick and rifiles the two men oarefulllO;

Crow progressed, Nat of course, leading th

m, his keen eyes alert for any sign o?
e.
Suddenly the guide sto; : ched
aneit};h motioned to'ﬁs oompgglggn.ml‘ile
neither seen nor heard tae betraying sign,-
b}l&rjsnostrﬂshaddetectedasug::w
[ 2 :
oo“Now thisl"' thought _I;T‘ﬂ;, s aixf tuhlP;
mmonly em situation. i
fool at = oth.ertend of the rope splt::s
gnl , there ain’t any telling just what
’d do, As like as not he'd forget the
rom:neoverinto.’
y had these thoughts flashed
thro hlsmm&lwheqawliilkdyeﬂso\mc:;d
: and, turning like a flash, the
mghtthat_met-ﬁhm for an instant

the Zambesi where I |8

uizht you were used to the tropies,”
explains why |

drawled the guide. ‘““That
ol can’t 1ay a camp fire for nuts.”
~ " “But 1 can shoot!”
defensively. - ‘“My record bag was twenty-

Porson |

four bull elephants in a week. hgysy!hem ;

was to walk righ

tin, i
‘and drop the two best
ofshots.”” .~ 1
Nat gave a low whistle. .

" man waslying. ‘There
limit in the
he observed with clearly

Obviously th
ain’t no
assumed &
Tt says so in the guide
they’re wrong. An , if you want big
game, sir, you have it. There are
grigsly on this range, and I can take you
right to them if you hke?” ;

“Grizsly—just my mark!” exclaimed
Andrews. “I’m tired of deer and caribou,
8o get a move on.”

at got a move on. He gave Andrews

a climb the city man was not to forget.
Straight up_ the almost perpendicular

ve of danger,
bulls with a couple.

African game reserves, then!’ |
de books, but, expect

mountain side, packing a huge load, he .
led the way, setignﬁ:paoew‘ﬁghthe‘)est =

of Indians would
‘hold. When dusk fell they were high
above the timber belt, and Nat was a
good mile ahead. By the time the
millionaire, panting and fuming, gained
him, camp was made, and & pre-

“Now sir, to-morrow you shall see
DLy “Cues Posreon, the m.&m“‘ iy
probably. earson, the p i
was :;xw kml)clixee(ll p::ilt by onl(:h:f s em a
month ago. carry o
awful mess! He’s still in hospital.”

It was very wind-swept, silent, and
desolate up there on the heights. Here
and there lay the eternal glaciers, radiant
and ghostly between the blackness, seem-
ing to radiate a pale phosphorescence
in the starlight. To one unaccustom
to it the silence was awful, and the mil-
lionaire piled more brush on the fire. The
guide smiled comprehendingly.

“] suppose grizsly are not dangerous
unless you molest them?” en i
Andrews casually.

Nat proceeded to lay it on
brush. “In my opinion, grizzly is dan-
gerous whenever he is hungry,” he stated.
“One of them charged straight through
the survey party’s camp up here, laming a
hali-breed and a dagoe, and stampeding
the ponies. You want to make sure of
your first shot, and aim at paralizing his
spine—then he can’t charge.
course you're used to dangerous game.”

They turned in after their pipes, and an
hour later thé guide was am to see his
companion get up and pile armfuls of
scrub on the fire—more particularly so

with a tar

because, in spite of the altitude, the night

was mild.

At dawn, having cached their gear, they
were under way, progressing slowly an
cautiously along the head of a mighty
glacier which terminated a hundred yards
below in a sheer drop of almost two miles
sheer into the valley. Here the mil-
lionaire insisted on being roped to the
guide, though Nat protested that he
failed to see the object of company when
falling giddily through space.

“Tce climging ain’t my department,”
argied Andrews. “If I'm tied up to you,
I tnow you won’t play any pranks.”

But of P°

d had come,

ve been hard put to

.This is a striking and recent photxﬁga
been chosen Generalissimo of the Allie
of the British Forces on the Western front.
vitally important part in the stopping of the
great ability as a tactician and a leader

might be

There was Porson Andrews, stark
terror staring from his eyes, clearly on the
int of blind panic, while crouch flac

his head, snarling into
his very face, was

the largest grizzly Nat
had ever seen.

For Nat to have fired would have been
folly, for the strike of a grizzly is quick as
the strike of a rattlesnake. drews,
however, was taking no chances. With
that one yell he turned back the way thz

his rifle ricochetting downwar

on & shelf above

into space.

Nat braced himself for the jerk he
could not circumvent. The millionaire
leapt, the rope ‘l)ul]ing him up midway in
the leap. Directly between them crouched

the grizzly, ot

t happened next was horrifying.
The millionaire fell backwards, and
to shoot headlong down, down, while Nat,
having no time ‘to recover his foothold,
was totally unprepared for the second jerk

h of General Ferdinand Foch, on the le
Armies, and General
The division under Fi
Germans at the Battle of the M
of men, and it has been hinted
appointed to his present great commaad.

as the rope tightened again. Next instant
both of them were sli with increasing
smd down the waterwashed face of the
glacier. :

It was a horrible moment. In another
few seconds they would shoot giddily over
the edge, to fall into the far-off valley
below: -

But' the guide was pi 5 i
anda.gainheetmckwithhlipick,m
1 it held. Slowly but surely, amidst
a cloud of ice parti leaving a jagged
furrow behind them, thei A
arrested. 5

Nat peered down, to Be met by
pression of unspeakable horror
companion’s face. Then he glan
to see how far they had fallen, and was
iust in time to observe a very
ooking old grissly get up and amble over

brow. ;
* “Now ;
mess,” cried

u got us into an
yo > duids .

grip with your hunting kni

who has
Haig, Commander
’s command pla a

arne. He
some time that he

Sir D

for

The millionaire obeyed, and in his terror
tried to drag himself up to Nat, hauling
remorselessly on the rope.

“Look out, my son,” said the calm
voice of the guide. “Just you lie still a
moment or so and recover your landmarks,
while I talk to you. You've been telling
me about the lions and rhinos you’ve shot,

et soon as you catch sight of a bit of a
you go clean bughouse. Queer,
ain’'t it?”’

“For goodness sake; talking
get me up again,” Andrews fairly
screamed. “If your pick doesn’t hold
we're dead men, sure as daylight.” He
glanced round into the giddy space di-
rectly below and groaned aloud.

“You got to listen just while I talk,”
replied Nat, realizing that their oniy
chné;(;ew lay in just taking a breather.
An s must have time to recover from

he himself must weigh up the

his panic,
% All

exact pros and cons of the situation.
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such company as you.

tell you this—" his

became well controlled,

voice

“1 ain't




