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48 The Wlatchers of the Trails

heavy stones, it crushed the life out of her in a
second. There was a coughing gasp, cut off
abruptly; and the flattened form lay still, the wide-
open mouth and protruding tongue jammed down
among the mosses. At the crash the cub had
jumped back in terror. Then he sat up on his
haunches and looked on with anxious bewilderment.

When, early the following morning, the Indian
who had set the deadfall came, he found the cub
near perishing with cold and fear and hunger. He
knew that the little animal would be worth several
bearskins, so he warmed it, wrapped it in his jacket,
and took it home to his cabin. Fed and sheltered,
it turned to its captor as a rescuer, and acquired
a perilous faith in the friendliness of man. In fact,
it speedily learned to follow the Indian about the
cabin, and to fret for him in his absence.

That same autumn the Indian took the cub into
Edmundston and sold him for a price that well re-
paid his pains; and thence, within three or four
months, and by as many transfers, the little animal
found his way into the possession of a travelling
circus. Being good-natured and teachable, and in-
clined, through his first misunderstanding of the
situation which had robbed him of his mother, to




