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purloining while the cook was out getting water. 
Her thin, red tongue licked her lips at that mem­
ory, and, without hesitation, she turned up the side 
trail whence came the luring scent. The cub had 
to stir his little legs to keep pace with her, but he 
felt that something interesting was in the wind, 
and did his best.

A turn around a thick clump of juniper, and there 
was the source of the savour. It looked pleasantly 
familiar to the old bear, that lump of fat bacon. 
It was stuck on the end of a pointed stick, just under 
a sort of slanting roof of logs, which, in a way, 
reminded her of the lumbermen’s cabin. The cabin 
had done her no harm, and she inferred that the 
structure before her was equally harmless. Never­
theless, the man smell, not quite overpowered by 
the fragrance of the bacon, lurked about it; and 
all the works of man she viewed with suspicion. 
She snatched hastily at the prize, turning to jump 
away even as she did so.

But the bacon seemed to be fastened to the stick. 
She gave it an impatient pull, — and it yielded 
suddenly. At that same instant, while her eyes 
twinkled with elation, that roof of massive logs 
came crashing down.

It fell across her back. Weighted as it was with


