
MAULED
BY K. E. CLTHELL.

most of us associate the
Pi:iiHAP3 i. b'ar with the grizzly of

the Rockies, or the fierce denizen of
I'oiar regions. All t.ie same, the Indian
specimen, as the following will show, is
by no means to be despised.

He Is of two kinds one the red-brow- n

bear of Cashmere, .a native of the Him-
alayas, living chiefly about the snow-lin- e,

which In that range lies at an altitude of
15.000 feet. The other is the black bear,
found on lower slopes, where he hunts
walnut and apricot trees, and is partial
to honey. He Is found also in the table-
land of Southern India In the jungles.
Both kinds sometimes measure as much
as six feet from the tip of the nose to
the end of the stump of the short tall.
The black bear Is adorned with a queer.
horseshoe-shape- d white mark on the

. chest, a good, place at which to aim at' him.
The strength of bears Is enormous.

One constantly comes across natives who
S have been brushed out of the way by a
rude push with the paw of a bear, with
the result of losing a limb, or a part of
their Jaw. One of the great dangers
of the sport of bear shooting is that of
getting below the animal, who may then
charge down upon his antagonist. But,
owing to their bad sight they have
queer small eyes, deep sunk in their
heads and their greediness, which ab-
sorbs them in their feeding, a bear is by
no means difficult to stalk, and a far

f easier prey than an ibex, or deer, or
tiger.

My largest bag was once four bears
in one day. It was in Cashmere. We had
marched 10 days across the hills to a
valley high up in the mountains, where
we had pitched out tent. I

I was alone, accompanied only by two shl- -
karla, or native hunters, as guides, a

I cook and five cooiies or porters to carry
I the tent, my bedding, ammunition and

supplies for the whole party, for we were
beyond the reach of obtaining anything
but milk and occasional poultry. It was

i the month of April, the best season for
J bear shooting; for bruin, thin, hungry
I and full-furre- d, has only Just emerged
from his Winter hibernation.

Rising about 3 A. M.. and leaving the
smoldering campf ire. v we climb, under a
bright moon, a steep pull up a neighbor-
ing peak. It Is essential to reach our
point of vantage before the sun is up,
as. after sunrise, the wind blows down
the mountain, and would be between us
and our quarry.

With field glasses to our eyes, we scan
the panorama, bounded to the north by
the sharp-c- ut peaks of snow standing out
clearly in the growing twilight. The
bears are now returning from their
night's prowl, and on a lucky day I have
fen aa many as 17 within a radius of
four or five miles. While a likely beast
Is spotted hard at work unearthing some
root or Investigating a bees' nest, the
stalk follows. It may be over difficult
ground, and means steady hard work. At
last we reach to within a hundred yards
of where the bear was last seen, and,
with a doubled-u- p figure and catllko
steps, peer over the point of a rock, with
cartridge put in and rifle pointed.

It Is all right. Within 30 yards is
Brother B'ar. unsoonsclously feeding.
But ah! he suspects something, for he
rises on his hind legs, grunts and sniffs
the air. Now was the time. I fired, aim-
ing at his chest. Bruin tumbled over
and roiled down the hill dead.

So much for number one.
leaving the second shikari to take the

skin, we made for a point above us to
look out for more sport. On turning a
comer, however, we say, a little above
us a bear coming toward us. To retirehastily out pf sight and to struggle up

, the hill, so as to get on better terms with
the animal, 'was the first thought. Then,
with rifle fullcock, I peeped cautiously

I over the edge of a rock, to get a view of
my friend, when is it poslble! I find

i myself almost face to face with bruin.
Our heads nearly touch!

But he was the more surprised of the
two, for he had no notion I was any-- .'
where about, and he swung slowly round
only to receive his death wound, and to
topple down the bill. )

Then followed breakfast, and the hot
hours of the day, spent lying on one's
back in. the shade, sleeping, or enjoying

t dreamily the wonderful panorama of fold
i after fold of mountain and valley spread
., out before one. It was about 4 o'clock,
when the sun had begun to go down, that

I I accounted for bears numbers three and
' four.

About a mile off we saw a bear cross
a patch of snow. After a careful stalk

:Tr come close upon him. But he is
not alone; he is feeding in company
with another on a little plateau be-
tween two hills. I get a shot at him
and he makes off, excitedly, hanging
one forearm, I after him with my sec-
ond" rifle, as fast as I can go, when a
whisper from my shikari makes me
turn my head.

"For the love of Allah, sahib, not
that way. There, up that tree!"

I take his advice, and from the tree
can see over the precipice as to
whither my wounded friend lias gone.
J,o, and behold! There he is. resting
on the very path 1 was taking, and on
the lookout for me. too! A steady shotfrom my rifle and down he goes intosome birch bushes below him.

Reloading quickly. I look out .for himto break covert. But in the meantime
his companion has taken the same path,
and aa he. turns and looks inquiringly at
me. I get a shot at him, and he also
makes off into the covert.

I reload and await the result. Nothing
emerges from the path of jungle. So
after a while we cautiously approach the
spot, and the second shikari, seeing some-
thing lying, throws a stone, and thenpronounces it dead. And, indeed, upon
closer inspection we find the two bears
lying dead side by side.

So It was not for nothing that we had
killed a snake as we set out from camp
that morning. Truly the native might
well account it a good omen.

So much for bear shooting in the Hima-layas. It was among the preat . black
bears of the semi-tropic- al juneles of
Southern India that the following muchmore serious adventure befell me, nearlyputting an end to me altogether, andleaving a gusli two inches deep down my
thigh for life.

We were a party. of two or three, shoot-ing in a vast jungle on the banks of ariver, and found plenty of samburleopards and a few bears. We beat thejungle by means of a small army ofcoolies, the sportsmen stationing them-selves at likely spots for the game tobreak covert. A very large black bearlumbered past within shot of nie. Imissed him. and he disappeared backaealn into the jungle.
Before I had time to pursue him how-ever, the bear, headed back by the beat-ers, came down the patli straight towardme, and in a terrible rage, stalking alongon his hind, legs as he approached, meI fired, and hit him, but on he came, andIn another moment, towering above mehe had closed with me and knocked medown like a ninepln. drawing his hugeclaws across me from my shoulder tomy thigh. But for my wearing a thickwoolen . cumberbund, or belt, wrappedmany times around my middle, he must

all but inevitably have injured me fa-tally.
The bear stood over me growling, like

a cat playina with a mouse. But I did
not lose my presence of mind, and man-
aged to get out my hunting knife, which,
with all strength of despair, I buried up
to Its hilt In the animal's chest.

He staggered a little and the blood
poured, but he seised me the next minute
with his jaws round my thlgliand shook
me. The thick goatskin legglns I wore

with me
stuffed up his mouth somewhat, and
probably saved my leg, but the gash
is there to this day.

I managed to get my knife into him
again, though, at this juncture, and he
dropped me, only to seize me again, this
time on the shin, which he tore from
knee to ankle. But he was losing blood
fast, and dropped me a second time.
Then he pulled himself together, as it
were, and had another go at me. This
time ha seised me by the ankle, and bit
one of the tendons nearly through. A

CHAPTER VI.
CLARK felt queer when he
the old miser admit that he

of a visitor that was
expected. This was the first time he
had ever heard such an admission. He
thought over the matter for a moment
and then answered:

"But if you are afraid of him, Mr.
Jackson, why let him into the house
when he comes back? . We can go to
bed now and blow out the light, or I
can go to the door and tell him that
you are not feeling well and don't
want to see him tonight?"

"But that wouldn't work," said the
old man. "He'd- - come In if he had to
break the door in. He wants money
and will have it."

"But you haven't got any."
"No, of course I haven't. That is,

I've only got a few dollars to buy our
food with. You must tell him so, as I
have. You must help me to make him
believe it. He's a bad man. Tommy
a bad man. I never expected to see
him again. I I thought he was In
prison for life."

"Then you used to know htm, did
you?"

"Who said I used to know him? I
said he looked to me like a bad man.
Can't I say that without knowing; who
he is?"

"But you thought he was in prison?"
"Boy, what are you saying!" shouted

the old man. as he rattled his cane on
the floor and seemed to get very indig-
nant. "I never thought he was In pri
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16th of an inch more,, and I should have
been lame for life.

But the bear wu done for. Faint from
loss of blood, he had to drop me again.'
and staggered, rolling over. He picked
himself up, though, only to fatl again,
and roll away some yards from where I
lay, and to fall dead.
i He measured six feet from nose to tall.
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So when on his hind legs he could not
have stood much, less than nine feet
high.

As for me, wounded as I was. I had to
be carried some 40 miles, across two
rivers. In a litter, before I could receive
medical attention, and narrowly escaped
bleeding to death. As it was, I lay two
months on my back, and it was a ques-
tion as to whether they would not have
to amputate the leg' that had been so se-
verely mauled by a bear
(Copyright. lt)0, by the Associated Literary

Pres. )

son. I said that he ought to be there.
You mustn't twist my words around
as you do. You know I'm an old man.
and old men are absent-minde- d and
don't always say what they mean."

"If you are afraid of him, I can go
and have Constable Stevens come,"
said Tommy.

"No, that Touldn't do. The man
would get mad and shout out some-
thing, and Stevena would tell.it allover town. Maybe it will come out allright as it is, only you needn't go Into
the other room. And you listen to allthat's said, and if the man threatensme, let him Bee that you are not a bitafraid of him. You are here to pro-
tect me. you know. You are not afraidof anybody, are you?"

"N-o-o- ." replied Tommy, though hewas afraid at that very moment. Theold man was talking so queerly that Itwas plain enough from his words thathe apprehended danger, but he sudden-ly ceased to talk, and was nodding withsleep in his chair when there came thecrunch of footsteps In the snow, andan Imperious knocking at the door.
"Oood Lord, it's him!" gasped themiser, as he sat up.
"And shall I let him in?" whispered

Tommy".
"You'll have to. I wish I had let yougo for the Constable. It hain't rightfor Henry to come here and threatenmy life unless I give him money."
The boy walked over and opened thedoor, and in walked a tall, powerfulman with a swagger. He appeared tobe about 45 years old. and he had long,

red whiskers down on his breast. Ha

had on a heavy overcoat, and this heproceeded to remove before a word hadbeen said. In taking off his coat the
whiskers became entangled in it andwere partially pulled off. Tommy atonce saw that the man was in dis-
guise, and a great fear came over him.
There was a good fire In the stove
and the stranger was bending over It
to warm his bands when Mr. Jackson,
who sat huddled up In his chair like
one that feared for his life, railed out:

"It. isn't right, Henry', it Isn't right.
You shouldn't have come back again.
I told you I had no money. Look
around you and .see how poverty poor
I am. Can you expect to get money
here?"

"Is this the boy you spoke of today?"
asked the man, as- he gave Tommy a
keen look.

"Yes. that's the boy. and he can tell
you that I have no money. Speak right
up and tell him. Tommy."

"I don't want any talk from the boy.
He can get out while we have a little
talk."

"But I want him to stay right here.
Tommy, don't you move a. foot."

"Oh, then, you want him to hear an
about our family matter and tell them
to the world, do you!" sneered thestranger.

"I don't believe you are my brotherHenry. I didn't believe so today. You
don't look nor talk like him. We wouldn't
be here threatening me. The last I beard
of htm he was In prison. I don't say
whether he was guilty or innocent, but
there he was and is."

The man walked to the door and swan
It wide open and then turned to Tommy
and said:

"Boy, I left my horse tied te a tree atthe foot of the hill. You go down there
and see to him, and don't come back till
I whistle for you."

"Don't go Tommy!" shouted the oldman.
"If he doesn't I'll wring his neck!"

growled the stranger. "I tell you, John,
I'm Henry, escaped from prison a weekago. and we've got to have a talk to-
gether. Out of this, you cub, and see
to my horse. If I catch you listening at
the door, look out for yourself!"

You may at first sight think It was
cowardly on Tommy's part to go, hutput yourself In his place. He was only
a stripling, and tho man could have
tossed him out with one hand. It was
plain fhat the old mlsr was afraid of
the man who claimed to be his brother,
but It might not end in anything more
than threats. Tommy honestly believed
the statements that there was no money
In the bouse, or only a small sum, and
lie felt that when the stranger was con-
vinced of this he would take his depart-
ure. The boy, therefore, walked out ofthe house, and the door was shut against
blm, but instead of going out to the high-
way to see about the horse, he ran with
all his might to rout out Constable Stev-
ens. (To Be Continued.)

The Wall of 11 in rod.
Trouble's brewing down In Hades by

the waters of the Styx:
Cerberua is barking madly; poor oldPluto's in a fix;
All because a new arrival, lackingcourtesy and tact.
Has Informed the shade of Nimrod ofa most alarming fact.
Nimrod knows that bo's a dead one

when he hears the story told
Of the African excursion plannedTeddy, stanch and bold;
But the barb which wounds the sorest

and the gall within the wine
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1 "feke a utaJKr

wttri c too t

ovely d.y
rea."f even
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Is the fact that wily Teddy sport withprofit doth combine.
And the shade of mighty N'fmrod wax- -

eth sore with righteous rage
That he should have lived and bunted

In an uncommercial age;
And he grinds his teeth with anger,groans as though in deadly pain.
At the thought that all his labors.from that viewpoint were In vain.Now Ills fellow-shade- s are wearied by

the wall.
Which he utters without ceasing sincehe's heard the Roosevelt tale:"Often have I slain and hunted raresttypes of beast and bird.But I never sold the story for one dol-

lar cash per word."
N. Y. Times.
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A SALUTE
WAS going home for the holiday and

I . was right glad to get away. It was
a bitterly cold season, every pond

and pool was froxen hard, and all the
week the enow had been falling steadily.
As the train rushed along between what
looked like high banks of snow on

Ttt RBBBlfta DtOAN riOWUKS W CRIED

either side, the fast-fallin- g flakes at
times almost darkened the windows, and
the few passengers who did get out at
the station where we stopped for refresh-
ment, became a few moments like mov-
ing snow-me- n.

As we approached my station I was
the only passenger left on the train. Sud-
denly we ran on with a jerk, then stop-
ped end a scream and redoubled hUsliig
from the engine made my lieart jump.
Had the boiler burst i

A lantern gleamed close past the win-
dow, I heard voices the conductor and
brakeman holding counsel. Then the
former came and opened the door.

"Just as I feared," he said. "She's
tuck fast and we can get no farthertonight."
"What will you do?' I asked.
"As to what we shall do, that's soon

settled." the conductor answered. "It's
what you will do that In bothering me.
If is only tramping along a mile or so
by the f)elds and we can reach the sta-
tion. The agent will give you a shake-
down."

"But." I interrupted, "they are to send
the carriage over from Newton for me."

"Bless you!" said the conductor, "no
carriage'll be able to drive over In the
face of this blinding snow. The only
question is, can you do it?"

"Walk a mile!" I exclaimed indig-
nantly.

"Not a doubt of it!" said the cenductor.
But he grinned as he stepped down out
of Oie cout h and called to the brakeman.
"The young man will walk."

In a few minutes all was ready. Theengine fire had been lowered end thehissing, panting creature lay, as it were,
worn out and beaten. The snow began
to settle on it now. Soon it would all
be a huge heap of white.

"It's all on our way." said the conduc-tor, "only we've a mile furtner to go.
Now. are you ready?"

I started forward, but was unable tokeep my feet in the deep snow. Then,
suddenly, and much against my will, Iwas hoisted on to the hack of the co-
nducts. A fine, broad-shoulder- fellow
he was, and away we trudged, the brake-ma- n

going on in front, carrying a lantern.For some time we journed on In si-
lence, the men crunching through thesnow ami keeping toy the side of the rail-
road, with occasional deviations on ac-
count of the drifts. Presently I said:"I forgot my hand baggage."

"I've got that here," replied tlie brake-ma- n.

"I brought away these two smallbags, as there may be things you'd
want for the night."

"I have only one small bag," I said.ana tne large trunk'

FOR THE
"That must come on by and by;" re-

turned the brakeman. "Here we are."
I dropped from the shoulders of the

conductor, and by the light of the lan-te- n

found we were in front of the small
house inhabited by the station agent at
ldgv.e. Not a light to be seen, not a

FOR tttRCy.AS TKY RUSHED OVtRTBUMU.

sound to be heard; the threshold two feet
deep In snow.

1 tie oin rciiow s gone to bed. I ex
pect." said the conductor.

"He's niore'n likely having his supper
at t lie back of the house," replied the
brakeman. "I'll gu around and rouse
him up.

'Counting out Jii money, maybe," said
the conductor. When we were left to
gether be went on: "He'e a regular old
miser. He had some property left him
a while since, and they eay he keeps it
in tne House.

A light was now seen under the cracks
of the tloor, and when it was opened, the
brekeman appeared in company with the
station agent, who did not look at ail
like a miser, r.or so very old.

"Well, you ere welcome. I'm sure." said
Mr. Slienton to me. as he led the way
Into a is house. "I knew the train wouldnever make this last Journey utth the
wind the ay it Is."

Shortly thereafter tho trainmen bade
us goodnight and pursued their way
honkard, promising to come over in
the morning to see What could be done
In the way of getting me a conveyance
to Newton.

"Now." said tiie station agent wlienwe were left alone, "I don't doubt you
will be glad to get to Iwd. and you will
sleep sound after your cold Journey. Thisway. if you please."

I 'ollowed Mr. Slientnn up to a smallcupboard of a room with slanting roof."it's ery qull." he said. Iulln."there's nothing to disturb you. 1 steep
in the front. In ease of any message oranything from headquarters coming in
the aisht. reb, she sleeps In the room
alongioe iiere, but she is as deaf as a
p-s- i and nothing would wiko her. short
of an explosion. I believe. Here's your
baggage, too, such of It as Bates hasbrought up. I hope you'll sleep well.
Oo'Kliiight.'.'

He went, an.l I wa alone in the queer
little room. I went to look out at the
window. The snow had ceased falling,
but it all looked mi dreary. 1 could not
help contrasting the plcturo with the
scene which was awaiting me at home.

I made up my mind to keep awake as
long as 1 could, and that to do so it
would not be a bad plan to pee what my
small bsg contained. It had been packed
with sundry articles to refresh me on my
Journey; but I had felt no curiosity on
the subject till now. I turned to It and
there, to my amazement, 1 saw two
bags!

Then I remembered that the brakeman
had spoken f two bags.

I stooped to look at the strange bag.
1 were
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ROBBERS
t first to distinguish them apart. Then

I lifted up the bag for a Rood look. Ye;
there they were, pquihs and crackers.
Catherine wheels,. Ron. an ccndles. rock- -
el, a regular store.

How could they have eonie here anionsmy baggage? It was like a ilreatn.
After trying In vain to ynlvn toe prob

lem I turned in and sxn ft-- ll asleep, hut
I must have begun to dream. I thouchi
1 heard s confused sort tf whimpering.
and tn due time woke up. The Ilnme of
the lamp was low.

I was wide awake now. but the whis
pering cont-.nue- not. however. in the
hag. as It had In my dream, but outside
the window.

I listened and heard distinctly a whis
tle.

Then I etole to the window and gently
opened it.

I heard a man's voioe ssy, softly.
"Here I am "

Another In a husky v.l!ier said, "All
right."

1 peeepd out cautiously. Below, their
dark figures thrown up distinctly by the
while snow. w re two men.

They were stooping over the window
of the kitchen. One held a dark lan
tern, the other wa applying some In
strument to the fastening of the case-
ment.

In a moment it (lashed upon my mind
these were robbers. . bent upon obtaining
possession of the si at ion muster's fund
of money.

I flew to the box of nremnrk. T seized
a couple of in bp. and lighting them at
the almost eviinguii-li.-- d lamp. I hurled
them through tlie window right upon tha
beads of tlie villains below.

Bang!- - Bang! Kin! A howl of dis-
may.

Out went a handful of crackers, then
a big Roman candle.

In less than a minute the of
that Winter night was changed into such
a hurly-burl- y a no mortal had ever
heard liefore.

Bang! fizz! crack! pop! yell:! whizz!
boom! whirr! bang! howl!

The robbers liegan with howling, and
then cried for mercy, as they rushed over
the snow, stumbling at every Ftep, whilo
some freh outbreak of Haim'S, sparks
and fiery missiles was hurled after them.

As one grand rocket wen llaring up
to the clouds, as :t seemed. I beheld one
ruffian disappear precipitately over the
cls;e of the railway embankment. Tlie
sliriiks of the other were continuous.

A handful of red lire I burned on the
window sill showed me the coast vaf
clear, and at that moment came a thun-
dering at my door.

It was Mr. Shenton. "Wh.it on earth
Is the matter?" he ried. ns he rushed
Into the room the smell of powder al-
most choking him.

I lohl him. Down we went to view
the scene of the robber' attempt.

"Sure enough, they nearly did it, too!"
said Mr. Shenton, and then he laughed,
which 1 thought was a queer, way of
taking things. "The foola!" he said, and
shrugged his plioulders.

Poor old Iieb's voice was heard, quiver-
ing with fright.

"Come you down and make u some
coffee." called Ik r mater. " told you
it would take an explosion wake her."
said he, "and sure it vtu an 'X plosion.
But you have done a good night's work,
that la certain. You gave those villains
a salute they did not expect. It's a rity.
though, you've wasted your fireworks."

They were not mine at all." I said
"and what is more, 1 don't know whoso
they were."

"Well, well." said Mr. Shenton, "th:s
beats anything I eer beard. But they
were certainly put to 1etter service than
ever fireworks were before. Now w
will have oine breakfast."

The rockets and red lire had aroused
the village, and. daybreak, the
station agent's house was the cenc of
an eager crowd, still coming and talk-
ing, wondering and LOmnienting on thenight's vent.

They stared at me as though' I had '

played somu heroic part, and I lee. in to
feel quile ashamed of o much fuss ina i.
about letting off a few firecrackers from
a garret window.

However, attention was drawn eff from
me hen. later on. one of the Jobbers
was found In a fearful condition on Ihw
railway. He had pit. lied over the em-
bankment and fallen cm some sharp
pieces of broken rail, which had Ix-e-

left by the side of the rnailbed ef.fr re-
pairs. He confessed that till V liad Iwen
templed to break into the station agent's
bouse by tlie report that he h. pt there a
quantity of money and valuable, prop-
erty lately bequeathed to him.

Mr. Shenton lunched dryly and his blue
exea twinkled when he heard of thiconfession.

"Shall 1 you." lie said, "thocostly valuables which are to risk mv
life?"

He opened an old rhest that stood ona table near him and look out a baby s
battered. niuc-h-use- i silver coral, a lap-dog- 's

collar of red leather with two smaHbells, a pair of steel-frame- d s

and a very thin s.lver salt spoon.
"There," h.. id. "that is-- the sumtotal of my legacy. Hardly worth risk-ing a life for. eh? Not so costly. Ifancy, as tho fireworks you so kindly

expended in preserving them. young
man."

The other robler was found In a ditch,
half buried In now and firmly possessed
with the conviction that he was shot inthe shoulder. Probably one of the rocketcases hit him sharply. Anway. lie hadsustained no injury sufficient lo excusehis attendance at the next term of court(Copyright. l:jp. by the Associated Lit

i ney so much alike it was difficult erary Press.)

w S s e It's true tKat the Xenurus refrains from laughter too, f fs X

, l5SLAi ry But that because he is so shy and shrinks from public view. y ""

1 1 ri tffifffi Syv. Q 'jw n SS yOU address to him the oftest, gentlest sound T yfi$iy S He promptly begs to be excused and burrows in the ground.


