THE COLONIST

wo turned the matter off by declaring that we
wero unablo to make a choice among so mauy
lTovely creatures and proceeded to distribute
presents liborally. To moat of the girls we
gave gay-colored handkerchiefs with a brass
button in each. To Lucena we offered a look-
ing glags, and the young woman danced forour
amusement, while we ate our dinner, and sang
a song, which they composed asthey went
along, describing the whole scens und compli-
menting us upon our generosivy. Towards
evening they bade us goid-bys aud started for
their homes.” .

Caught in a Bear Trap,

It was after dinnor, \Ve were cracking nuts
and eating sweets, and, while go doing, one and
another oftheguests entertained the friendswith
anecdotes and incideats—chicfly reminiscent,
and all with the merit of truth for tho basis.

Bear huntiog became the theme, and many
narratives of adventure were given by membera
of the party. When a pauso that threatened
to be tedious marked the close of the last
history, our host remarked that ho had a bear
story to tell, and, if his fricnds would excuse
him while he went to get arelic connected with
the talo, he would add his quota to the storics
of the others. We expected him to bring back
a bear’s foot, scalp or bear-skia cap; instead,
he returned with no more promising an object
than a worn and aged note book. Reseating
himself, he said :

“Doubtless you recall that along in the
filcies I trappad in the service of the Hudson's
Bay Compiny. Well, one spring—I thiok it
was the spriog of '52—I weas up on the head-

waters of the Malheur River, in southern’

Idaho, near the peais called the Threo Tetons.
QOoe moraing in carly April, I went off—alone,
as usual—meavniag to go farther jnto the moun-
tains than 1 had ever doze previously. I was
equipped for a ride of fiva or six days, or oven
more. Away up in the very shadow of tho
Threeo Tectons I began to havo lots of luck in
gotting pelts of mountain lion, bear and a few
smaller animals.

““To the south I saw, from a high point, a
deep and very loog canon, and its appearance
decided me to get into it by the vearest route
possible. In a little whilo after entering it,
1 struck tho trail of abont as large a bear as 1
had cver followed. The soow was just deep
cnough to make good, essy trailing—say an
inch—and as it bad fallen that morning, I
hoped to sight my gamo cvery minute. My
pony was well trained and gave me all my time
tofollow tho tracks. The atillnces was pro.
found, only tho rustling of the piaes in tho
light breeze and the footfalls of my horso pre-
venting the sileace from being absolute, Ahcad
of me I heard o twig snap, as if trod in two by
somo animal, My horse also scemed nervously
alert. 1 quickly raised my eyes, but saw no
living thing. Qan each sido were the rocky
walls of the canon, tho tops of the ridges far
above sharply defined against the clear blas
sky, or fringed with giaot pines, sosmallin
sceming, 5o hogo in fact.  Nearer, tho steep
declivities wero dotted with the samo stately
trees, miogled with lesser conifers aud
<xogenons growths of great varicty, but not

relioviog the chill, wintry aspect of thingze.
Far up the gap of the vast gorge atood out iu
bold relief the pure white pasksof tho Totos,
the loftieat and largest being directly ia tlie con-
tral background. But nearer thau these lofty
summits was somothing which interest2d me far
more. 1t was an evilenco of the previous pre-
seace of a white man in a solitude whero man
seldom trod—not often disturbad by the
aborigine, who leaves no trace of his presence
like that I thon saw before me. What
was it? Do | disappoint you whea I eay it
was a bear trap? Not a hundred feet ahead it
stood, the pine logs of which it was built
seeming to havo been cut some time, to judge
from their cracked and weather-Yeaten ends.
Irode up and looked at the heavy hewn.tim-
ber door, which was tightly shut, The beam
which had once suspended it was sprung
straight and pointed to the sky at an angle of
forty-five degrees. 'Dismouanting, I pesred iato
the great cage through ono of the chioks be-
tween the logs.”

At this point the narrator paused, and then,
in a far-away tone, resumed :

¢ ghall never forget the sight that
met my gaze. Seated against the back of the
trap was a man, or what had been a man once !
His knees were drawn up, and around them
were clasped hands on which the flesh was all
shriveled. His face was almost wholly exposed
to my view, sud on it was the same frozea,
shriveled flssh. The eyes were goue. and the
hollow sockets scemed to me to be fixed on my
faco in a sort of awlul despair. Iu the clasp of
the poor hands, as they rested oo his knees, I
saw a book.”

Here the speaker picked up the note book I
have previously spoken of, and which had been
laid on the table besida him.

“This book, gentlemen, is the samo on®
that those dead fiogers held. After counsider-
ing o little, I got a lever and pried open the
door—a door that would have resisted the ef-
forts at cscape of all the grirzlies that could
have crowded iato the trap. The first thiog I
did was to take the book out of his clasp and
see what he might have leit as a message to his
finders, It iaself.explanatory, so I will read it
—a message from the dead.

¢ ¢ To those who find me: My npame is
George Groon, native of Illinois, and to-day
—November 3, 1542—1 am tweosty-nine years
old. \What a natal day! My profession has
been that of hunting and trapping. 1 say has
been, for I am convinced I «will never leave this
placc aliva. No one in tho world will miss me,
for I have no paronts—no rclatives that have
over been truly such to me, and she is dead.
The name of her whoss death drove me, & cal.
lege man and minister of tho Gospel, to these
Westera wilds. no ons nced know, savoe that
she was my wife. In lifo wo wero togethor; in
death wo shall not be divided. Had she lived,
God kaows I had never been here. Bat all is
woll, siaco it will rounito us in tha prescaco of
our Saviour. I have beea here fourdays. My
axe is outside; my sheath kaife, which might
havoe served in cffecting my escape, has by mis.
chance slipped oat of my haud, zod it, too, is
outside, beyond my reach. It has boen snow-
ing hard for threo hoars or more. How cams
Ishutin? 1 hzd jast finished this trap for

grizzly, and, in arranging the bait, I slipped
and fell on tho triggor. That tolls the tale. I
am huagry, I guess—or was, ere I got so cold.
The numbaess with which the freezing blast fills
me tells mo I shall not starve. Lo freczs i3 not
vory hard ; to starve is—but God is good! My
bend is too vumb to——' "

Our friead held up the book to shosw that the
message had boea interruptod by the ico king,
and that thy seal of dzath hal beeu set upon
the poor victim of the trap. Ho laid dowa the
measage, sipp:d his wiae, and then broke the
silonco with ths remark—

“Ss1 fouod him. Fricals, that was my
sister’'s son! ‘No relatives.' Oa, my poor
lad, you hid from them, from mo, and I could
not find you. Caught in that ccuel cago, you
frozs to death, and under the vast white maatle
of winter you stayed as you died—stayed till I
found you, lad !”

Mr. Pray seemed to spoak ouly to his own
consciousness, aad as ho spoke there wore tears
in the white-haired old mau's kindly eyes.
Presently he shook off the sad mien, and con-
tinued :—

¢+ 1 was very careful not to knock that door
dowa, you may readily believe! Oatside in
the snowy ground I chopped a grave with my
nephaw's axe, the oaly tool I had. Ia the hol.
low, uader the guard of the Three Totons, in
that dack 2ud sileat gorge. baside tho stream
runping with perpetual music, I laid all that
was mo- <l of the poor victim of a cruel fate.
Over his cesting-place the geeat pives sing a
solemn «qaiem as tho winds swoep through
them. *—'Vill Harrold in The Qreat Dtvide.!

Didn't Wait Long Enough.
From the New York Sun,

We wero sitting on the veranda of a hotel at
Niagara Falls when I noticed the man on my
right looking sharply at the man oo my left,
and presently he got up in an excited way and
walked about. After a bit he balted before the
other man and asked :

“Isn’t your name Graham?”

*Yessir,” was the prompt reply.

¢ Dida’t you uscd to teach school in El.
mira?"

“Yes, sir,”

“In 1§63?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you remember a boy named God-
kin?”

“Very distinctly, sir.”

“Do you remember that he put a pack-
ago of fire crackers under his desk aod touched
them off?”

*Asif it happeoed only yesterday.”

“Aznd you basted him for it?”

“I did. I licked him for it outil ho
could hardly staud, and I have always been
glad of it.”

“You have, oh?” said the other, breathing
fast aud hard.  “‘Do you koow that that boy
sworca terrible oath?”

=] presame he did, ashe was a thorough
young villain.”

“He swore an ocath that he wonld grow up
and hunt for you, and pound you within an
inch of your life.”

12t I haveo't heard from him yot.”

“You hearfromhim now! He stands before
you! I am that boy!”



