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   Adrenaline flows differently in bear attacks. People do almost superhuman things to survive. But equally amazing are the heroics of those around the victims. It is as if evolution has provided us with . . .


  COURAGE BY CONTAGION


  Do bear attacks touch people in the far-back recesses of their psyches? Reach latent ancestral memories of cave days when humans were potential prey?


  Indeed, there are those who say that their nightmares involved bears before they ever saw one—either alive or on film. Among youngsters exposed to long hours of television from early on, such uninfluenced dreams become difficult to verify. But an older man recalls a recurring childhood dream in Technicolor: him in slow motion, being chased by a bear up a spiraling mountain road—long before he had seen either bear or mountain.


  “Whatever it is,” says Dr. William Wennen, the Fairbanks trauma/plastic surgeon who reconstructs a majority of Alaska’s bear attack victims, “I can tell you that something very different happens when there’s a bear attack. We might have a bus wreck with twenty people injured and needing blood. We put out the call and always get enough blood.


  “But let just one person be attacked by a bear, and people flood the waiting room. My wife, Emily, works in the blood bank at the hospital, so we’re very aware of this. In one case, the call went out via radio in late afternoon. Within an hour there were nearly fifty more volunteers than we needed. They didn’t worry about dinner. Children were along because parents hadn’t taken time to find a sitter. And they stayed until we could positively assure them that the victim was stabilized and their blood wouldn’t be required.”


  The tremendous courage of victims is another phenomenon. “People injured in auto wrecks tend to crawl off and wait for help,” says Dr. Wennen. “But adrenalin flows differently in bear attacks. People do almost superhuman things to survive.”


  Ralph Borders (see “The Grizzly Jinx”) had both arms chewed, two-thirds of his upper lip missing to his nose, both legs bitten, and claw damage to his body. Yet he pulled his hat down to hold together the torn flesh on his head, and walked five miles back to spike camp where, luckily, the packer was still around and could horseback him two more miles to the cabins of other sheep hunters.


  “In bear attacks, the human survival instinct is extraordinary,” says the doctor who sees the terrible punishment they live through.


  Jim Mariotte (See “Ceaseless Terror”) was attacked and mauled by a grizzly while caping out a moose head. When playing dead didn’t work, he slammed his skinning knife into the attacker’s neck. The surprised bear backed off only to charge again, cut his tongue trying to bite at the knife, and once more got the knife sunk into the same place. By the third charge, Marriotte was on his feet, despite chewed buttocks and damag s. This time, the bear left with the knife still sticking in his neck.


  In another display of raw courage, Donald Coverston fought back with the only weapon he had—a hand ax. According to newspaper accounts, he slammed the charging grizzly between the eyes, and then lost the ax. The bear attacked two more times until Coverston finally played dead. For him, this tactic worked.


  “Patricia Whiting-O’Keefe,” said Dr. Wennen, “suffered the worst attack and displayed the greatest courage of any of the victims I’ve reconstructed. One eye was out on her cheek. Facial bones were smashed. Her nose was gone. Half of her scalp was missing. She had lost well over half of her blood. Massive swipes had ripped her legs and buttocks. And the bear had broken through the skull, actually exposing a part of her brain. She had survived all this for twenty-four hours before she got here. Yet this small woman was not only coherent, she was poised and very much a lady—a very remarkable lady.”


  Patricia, a Ph.D. in computer science, her husband Quinn O’Keefe, M.D., and his high school friend Chad Hansen, a professor of Chinese philosophy, had been flown to the north slope of the Brooks Range for two weeks of backpacking, camping, and wildlife photography. They had camped at the Lake Peters Research Station until Dr. Fisher and his wife flew in to do some research for the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service. Rather than camp on someone’s doorstep, they moved their campsite to the junction of lakes Schrader and Peters. Finally, they decided on a three-day excursion to the Hulahula River, which flows from the Brooks Range into the Beaufort Sea.


  Backpacking across the rolling tundra proved arduous. Progress was slow. Muck-bottomed tundra bowls pockmarked the landscape. Mud sucked back at boots with every step that couldn’t be made on somewhat higher tussocks. Finally, at nightfall, the three reached Katak Lake, which drains into the Hulahula, and set up camp.


  Next morning they headed cross country with day packs, now about twenty miles from the research station. At one point, Quinn and Chad stopped to photograph Arctic ground squirrels. Pat continued on about a hundred yards over a rise and out of sight. Suddenly, a noise. She turned to see a grizzly sow with three cubs in full charge at fifteen yards.


  With amazing clarity, Pat remembers all that happened in the next few seconds. Bears can charge at thirty-five miles an hour. If this grizzly were only going thirty, it covered those fifteen yards in one second. But the mind of a threatened human is even faster. Whiting-O’Keefe says her thoughts in that one second were: “It’s a female thinking she has to protect her cubs. Humans can’t outrun bears. Running invites chase. Sometimes bears bluff with fake charges. She’s too close to expect that. When grizzlies perceive they’ve eliminated the threat, they often halt the attack and leave.”


  Incredibly, she even had time to notice the beauty of the animal. Its hair was thick and shimmering, appearing auburn at first, but then multicolored, dark brown with reddish tips, as it neared. Her cubs were miniatures of her, except their eyes were wide with wonder. Hers reflected only single-purpose determination.


  With one woof, the bear signaled her cubs to run on, and in a rare move for an attacking grizzly, she stopped, stood up, and bent down to attack. Pat tried to cover her head with her arms. “I saw her eyes focused on me and her mouth agape as her jaws closed over my head and face,” she said. “I pushed up at her. I heard bone crunch. I perceived my flesh being torn away, but I didn’t actually feel it at the time.”


  She collapsed to the ground, arms over her head, in a calculated attempt to appear dead. She tried not to breathe. As bears do, the sow swiped the sensitive genital area to test for signs of life. With incredible control, Pat took the slashes across the buttocks and legs without moving. After an eternity packed into a few minutes, she moved slightly to test the situation. The bear was gone.


  “Few bear attack victims are as cool and controlled as Pat,” Dr. Wennen said, “but equally amazing are the heroics and seemingly superhuman efforts of those around the victims. It’s as if evolution has provided us with courage by contagion.”


  Hearing Pat scream, Quinn and Chad ran over the rise towards her, only to be confronted and chased back by another sow with two cubs. Agonizingly, they hid until she left, certain that Pat would die unless they got to her in one piece.


  Quinn assessed her condition and stayed to care for her as best he could with what he had. Chad ran back to camp, traded boots for tennis shoes, raced across the tundra that had been so difficult to walk, and by some miracle of spirit covered those twenty miles back to Lake Peters Research Station in five hours.


  Despite the fog rolling in and the possibility that he couldn’t land again if it thickened, Dr. Fisher took off in his plane. The men agreed that Chad should stay below. The rescue helicopter might need him to locate the O’Keefes. Fisher spiraled up to the necessary altitude and radioed Deadhorse.


  Pilot Matt Kato received the message. He knew that Walt Audi had circled the area in a Cessna 185 and reported fog extending into the Brooks Range, which would cover the O’Keefes’ location. Nevertheless, Kato and ARCO’s Dr. William Worrell concluded that they had to try.


  Kato assumed a heading for Schrader Lake using the Dead-horse VOR reception. From there, navigation through the fog was by dead reckoning—using time, distance, and heading to get them to Katak Lake. Flying at about a hundred feet, they were lucky enough to find the campsite in the fog. But where were the O’Keefes? To avoid wasting precious time and fuel, Kato flew to the research station to pick up Chad. Starting again at the campsite, Chad pointed the way.


  By then it was 10:00 or 11:00 P.M. In the low light of a setting sun, they could barely make their way through the fog. Suddenly, they spotted an orange glow off to the right. Quinn had heard the helicopter and, making best use of what he had at hand, signaled by setting fire to a wad of toilet paper in his hat.


  With the fuel gauge at “bingo” (just enough for the return trip) Pat was evacuated. Quinn and Chad returned to the research station, this time taking eight hours instead of five. Walt Audi buzzed the station in his wheeled-plane to alert the men to his partner, Gil Zimansky, who was landing with a floatplane. “Hurry,” Zimansky said. “Get in before the hole closes in the fog.”


  It closed. But Zimansky said, “Don’t worry. I know where the mountain is. I’ll bank to the left before I hit it.” And so he did.


  “No pilot in his right mind would fly in that kind of soup,” said Dr. Wennen. “This is truly courage by contagion. When it’s a bear attack, people bend every rule in the book.”


  And so it also was with the helicopter pilot who evacuated Ralph Borders. With needle on empty, he flew through a snow squall because there weren’t enough fumes left to lift over or fly around it. And Leroy Sewell somehow ran four and a half miles through snow as deep as his knees to summon the helicopter by radio-telephone.


  According to Dr. Wennen, only one hunter in the last twenty years, despite being armed, panicked and left his partner with the bear.


  Quite the opposite, two embarrassed sheep hunters (who shall remain nameless) foolishly decided to sleep on a well-used bear trail in sleeping bags in order to be on-site for the next morning’s hunt. One awoke to being mauled by a grizzly. He tried to roll away and, by luck, tumbled down the steep slope, rifle still inside his bag. The bear turned to attack his buddy. The hunter downslope struggled free of the bag, but then could not get a clear shot without the risk of hitting his partner. In desperation, he began yelling to draw the bear’s attention to himself. His courage worked. He shot the bear as it charged downhill.


  “When I moved to Alaska in 1975,” said Dr. Wennen, “I wanted to teach my son, Eric, then eight, to hunt. But hunting the Alaskan wilderness is vastly different from what I had been taught. One stupid little mistake puts you right on the ragged edge of survival. I didn’t want to do something stupid. So I took a University of Alaska course given by a guide, Joe Want. He taught us to err on the side of caution. Operating room experience taught me the terrible reality of what can happen. I began to build in redundancy—caution upon caution—not to worry hunting into becoming a horrible experience, but to maintain preparedness so it doesn’t become a horrible experience.”


  Over the years, Bill Wennen has evolved a sort of “Stupid Is” list, starting with the standard, “Stupid is not wearing your seat-belt.” His list continues:


  Stupid is not learning bear behavior.


  Stupid is not carrying a lightweight assembly of first-aid materials to treat most eventualities.


  Stupid is hunting in bear country with calibers that are too small. (Dr. Wennen now hunts with a .460 Weatherby, which has accounted for twelve moose and a walrus—back when they were legal—all one-shot kills. Many hunters carry a .357 Magnum or .44 Magnum as backup sidearms. Either has considerably less muzzle energy than the little .30/30. Wennen, on Joe Want’s advice, carries the largest caliber handgun he can shoot without becoming afraid of it—a .475 Linebaugh.


  Stupid is hunting solo. (Joe said buddy-hunt, and stay together. Decide each day who will take the first shot. In case of attack, or when hunting grizzlies, both hunters keep shooting until no possibility exists that the bear will get up looking for who hurt it.)


  Stupid is the advice that unarmed hikers should wear little tinkle bells on their backpacks. (Patricia O’Keefe wore these “bear bells.” Rattling rocks in cans may be more effective in warning bears to slip away before a confrontation. The supervisor of a salmon tagging program found police whistles useless, so then went to small gas-powered boat horns. No more bears were seen until some crews stopped tooting. They promptly ran into stream-side bears again.)


  Stupid is camping unarmed—especially in nothing more than sleeping bags in parks where hunting prohibitions have caused bears to lose their fear of humans. (Park areas demanding this—and desk-bound supervisors forcing surveyors to work unarmed in grizzly territory—is attempted homicide in Dr. Wennen’s book.)


  Stupid is hiking unarmed, either solo or in pairs. (There are no known grizzly attacks on groups of three or more, provided all members stayed together.)


  Interestingly, the courageous spirit that Dr. Wennen sees does not end with the attack. Rarely has a mauling stopped anyone from hunting again at the first opportunity. And rarely has a hunter wanted revenge. Almost invariably, they say it wasn’t the bear’s fault. They were hunting in the bear’s territory, and it only did what nature programmed bears to do. In fact, vicious as the attacks have seemed, when compared to what grizzlies regularly do to natural prey and to each other (knock heads off thick-necked animals with single swipes of the paws or inflict lethal damage to the powerful structures of their own kind), human mauling seems strangely inhibited.


  Must-Know Bear Behavior


  Nobody wants to either provoke an attack or kill bears unnecessarily. To avoid either, be aware that most maulings occur when humans unwittingly get too close to a bear guarding its kill or to a sow protecting her cubs. These situations are difficult to predict, and produce a greater number of attacks and fewer false charges than do chance encounters. Surprise encounters might be defused by not making eye contact (considered a challenge), by not running (which invites chase), and, if you’re armed, by firing into the ground to halt a charge. Be cautious about yelling at bears. If it doesn’t intimidate them into retreating, yelling will likely provoke an attack.


  When a bear attacks in earnest, it goes for the head—unless the person is running. In that case, it grabs the buttocks and shakes its victim like dogs shake rabbits—which is severely damaging to connective tissue. In case after case, the bear has then backed off to wait, watch, and again resume attack to the body and sometimes head, especially when it sees slight movement. Most bears will wait and watch once more, then swipe their claws across the genital area to test for signs of life. Most grizzlies leave the victim when they’re convinced that they’ve eliminated the threat.


  This attack behavior justifies the often heard advice to “play dead.” It is the unarmed person’s only defense. Unfortunately, although rarely, the attack can be lethal before it ends. Even rarer is the grizzly that considers humans as food. But it did happen to Jay B. L. Reeves in 1974, Alan Precup in 1976, John Tesinsky in 1986, and Harley Sievenpiper in 1988. A properly armed marksman is not likely to risk the possible results of playing dead.


  After an Attack


  “When bears bite, it’s not like you bite off a piece of cookie,” says Dr. Bill Wennen. “They shake, twist, rip, and pull. Tremendous damage is done deeply in the tissues. But the puncture wounds are bad enough. And the average person wants to wash them out, pull them together, and bind or tape them shut. Don’t! Bears’ teeth and claws are full of exotic bacteria. Clean the wounds, and keep them clean until help arrives. But you’ll never get them clean enough to close. Let that be for the surgeon, or you’ll cause serious infection.”


  Don’t load up victims with heavy food. Bacon and eggs will sit in the stomach for days until blood pressure, circulation, and other vital body functions are back to normal. Regurgitating worries anesthesiologists. You may allow victims to suck on hard candy or Lifesavers, but make sure they don’t fall asleep and choke. Give no food at all if they’ll reach the hospital within six hours. Purified or boiled water is okay, but warm it to help avoid hypothermia. No alcohol. No milk because of the fat. No aspirin—it promotes bleeding. Tylenol is okay for pain. No iodine in the wounds. Ordinary soap is okay. Clorox is too harsh. Hydrogen peroxide is somewhat harsh and should not be used in deep wounds when expectations for early rescue are high. When a doctor sees gas in the wound, he immediately thinks of gas gangrene, a surgical emergency sometimes necessitating amputation.


  Keep the victim covered and warm. No tourniquets. A wounded limb can be raised to minimize bleeding without closing the punctures and tears. But raise the feet only if necessary. And don’t raise a wounded head to slow bleeding. Sooner or later the victim will pass out from shock.


  Stay with the victim and provide calm, cheerful moral support.


  


  Wilderness Survival Kit


 
    Bandannas bought or made in fluorescent orange are high on Dr. Wennen’s list. They can be used for rescue signals, slings, ties for stick splints, and binding to hold a loose scalp. They can be tied at the corners to carry things. They can be used for warmth, or to slow bleeding.


  Sanitary water is essential. The danger of Giardia, animal-borne parasitic intestinal protozoa, is everywhere. Giardia causes intense stomach pain, and causes food to pass through the body in minutes. Many purification tablets don’t touch it. Water can be boiled. Dr. Wennen also carries a Katadyn filter to camp. “If the water is muddy, if you scoop up a bucket of water, let the silt settle before filtering to avoid clogging the device,” he advises.


  Dr. Wennen carries one Ace bandage, a fairly broad-spectrum antibiotic, salt, Bacitracin ointment, Tylenol, and soap. He advises against requesting from doctors, or using, the stronger narcotic-type painkillers. They have serious side effects, including impaired judgment, depressed respiration, and lawsuits against well-meaning helpers when something goes wrong.


  “Keep in mind that everything weighs something,” Dr. Wennen concludes. “Keep it simple to be able to carry the essentials.”

 


 





  CEASELESS TERROR


  Jim Mariotte tried to play it by the book. Don’t move. Act dead. But the grizzly ignored the rules, attacked again, and hooked a canine tooth over his kneecap and into the joint. Playing possum wasn’t Jim’s style, anyhow. He angrily jerked upward, cursing loudly and stabbing his three-and-three-quarter-inch skinning knife repeatedly into the neck of the bear that was almost in his face.


  Jim Mariotte, forty-one, sat straddling the nose of a moose, facing its antlers and concentrating on freeing the hide from the skull. It was nearly dusk. Light snow was falling on the Alaskan tundra, and all was silent until he heard a slight rustle behind him. He shot a glance over his shoulder. A bush four feet to his rear was shaking, snow falling from its limbs.


  “Birds must have flown from it,” Jim thought as he turned back to his work. His friend, Charles Schreck, who was in his mid-sixties, had shot the moose, and they both had begun cutting and bagging the meat. The air, however, had become cold. Lucille, Charlie’s wife, was shivering, so Jim loaded each of their backpacks with thirty pounds of meat and suggested they take the packs and the guns back to camp. He promised to fill his own backpack and be right behind them. But after the Schrecks left, he remembered that Charlie had decided to have the head mounted. Freeing the hide from the brow and between the antlers of a frozen head is difficult, so Jim decided to tackle that chore before packing more meat. Again, the bush rustled behind him. Jim looked, saw nothing, and once more concluded that it must be camp-robber birds searching for tidbits of meat.


  He had just resumed skinning when his senses told him something was very wrong. He again glanced around. “Can’t be birds,” he thought. “There isn’t a bird anywhere!” And no birds in the wild usually means a threatening presence.


  Jim stood up and turned to see not the bush he expected, but a bear emerging on all fours, now just three feet away. The bear, surprised to see a man rise six feet seven inches out of what it regarded as free lunch, wheeled and ran.


  Jim’s sigh of relief had not yet escaped his lips when the bear—a grizzly from its coat and hump—wheeled around so fast that there was no time for him to react.


  The charging bear hit Jim like a pickup truck, grabbing him by the right thigh and carrying him ten feet, shaking his whole 225 pounds, and bouncing his head on the ground the entire distance before throwing him into a tundra bowl. Jim landed sprawled on his back in this depression in the earth with arms outstretched and legs over the rim. The grizzly backed off ten feet and stopped next to the moose.


  Thoughts raced through Jim’s mind—even the thought that seeing your life flash before you at the moment of impending death is not a device of fiction. His wife, Judy, was at home in New York State. Would he ever see her again? What if he hadn’t been raised in Colorado gold country? Would he have gotten interested in gold mining north of Fairbanks? Would he be in Alaska right now? What about Lee Peet, bush pilot and ex-partner in the mine until they sold out in 1986? Cold air was spitting the snow now. A storm was imminent. When would Lee be able to fly in? If Jim survived the bear, would Lee be in time to save him? How badly had the bear mangled his leg?


  Jim didn’t examine the leg. Books say don’t move. Play dead when attacked by a bear. Maybe the bear will go about its business if it perceives no further threat.


  What if he hadn’t gotten interested in bow hunting? The Schrecks had the only guns, and they were on their way back to camp.


  Charlie’s moose had been down since 8:00 A.M. If only they hadn’t decided to eat pancakes after field dressing the animal and returning to camp for meat sacks and backpacks. While the coffee perked, Jim had walked out to his tree stand in a spruce where he glassed for moose. And there had been one moose—one bull as big as he had ever seen.


  Jim had told Charlie and Lucille about the animal, grabbed his Oneida Eagle bow, and rushed out to get closer. A mile from camp, he stalked within fifty yards of the bull. Too far—he would never risk a shot that might only wound an animal. The bull then vanished and Jim closed the distance. He could sense the animal was nearby, but he couldn’t see a thing. He peered over a bush and, whoops, the bull was staring back from only fifteen yards away. But again, it slipped off into the scenery.


  Twice more Jim managed to stalk within thirty yards of the elusive bull. But never could he get a good, clear, close shot. Sensibly, he decided to back off, let the bull relax, and make another try the next morning. By then, however, five hours had passed. Charlie’s moose still needed to be skinned and quartered. And by the time they got some of the meat boned out, it was 6:00 P.M. Now he was sprawled in a tundra bowl with a multitude of thoughts flashing past in the brief seconds the bear stood indecisively looking back and forth from the moose to him.


  Almost with disbelief, Jim noticed that he still had the skinning knife. It was Lucille’s, a Smith & Wesson drop point with a three-and-three-quarter-inch fixed blade, honed to a shaving edge. Oddly, it was in his left hand, the blade pointing down from his grip. Perhaps he had been pulling the hide with his right hand and slashing along the skull with his left.


  Jim didn’t dare move, yet he knew he couldn’t lie there very long. He was wet from being thrashed in the tundra. All he had on were jeans and a long-john top. His camouflage hunting jacket was lying on the ground out of reach. He hadn’t needed its warmth while he worked on the moose. Now darkness was closing in fast, and he was becoming very cold. But he resolved to remain motionless as long as he could. If the bear looked away, he planned to roll into a fetal position, as the books also advise, to protect his belly. Mostly, he hoped the bear would begin eating moose meat and forget about him.


  The grizzly once more looked longingly at the moose before turning back to Jim. This time he intuitively recognized that the bear’s indecision was over. But there was no time to roll into a ball. In one bound, the grizzly landed on Jim’s legs, instantly closing its jaws on his right knee.


  Although severe, Jim’s thigh wounds, due to shock, were not yet terribly painful. Nor were the new bites to the knee. And then one canine tooth hooked over his kneecap and entered the joint—probably hitting a nerve. Jim jerked upward in pure reaction, cursing loudly, and repeatedly stabbing the knife into the neck of the bear that was almost in his face.


  The surprised grizzly jumped off and ran twenty yards. Jim made up his mind. He was finished with following advice. Playing dead had not worked. He was now operating on instinct, and every fiber was urging him to get the hell out of there. He struggled to his feet, but the bear was already charging back at him. Jaws open, all four of its canines drove into his left thigh before the momentum threw him back into the same tundra bowl. His legs flipped up as he fell, and the bear bit all the way through the back side of his left thigh.


  Again, Jim lunged out with the knife, striking the same place on the right side of the neck because again the bear was in the same head-on position. The thrusts were hurting. The bear snapped at the fist that held the knife, bit through one finger, and left a row of tooth marks across the back of Jim’s hand. But the bear bit the knife in the bargain. And the blade was pointing down into its tongue and lower jaw.


  The Schrecks were two hundred yards down the trail toward camp when Charlie stopped abruptly. “Did you hear that?”


  Lucille hadn’t.


  “I think a bear has Jim. He’s cussing and calling for help!”


  Charlie forgot the bellyband on his backpack and shrugged off the shoulder harness with such force that the weight of the meat threw him on his back like an upturned turtle. Lucille quickly helped free him, and Charlie took off in the dim light with his rifle—battling straight through the willows and low-growing whitethorn toward the sounds of Jim and the bear. He could not be sure that Jim would be on or even near the trail.


  Jim kept yelling for Charlie and swearing at the bear. The grizzly growled, and several times Charlie heard another strange sound—a sort of erk. Was it the sound of teeth against bone? Or what Charlie couldn’t know—the bear’s responses to being stabbed? Perhaps even the bear gagging on the blood rushing from its tongue?


  And then all noises of battle ceased. Charlie’s fears escalated. Was Jim dead? With no sounds to guide him, he quickly cut across to the trail.


  The battle had not stopped with the cessation of noise, however. The bear had simply run a second time from the sting of the knife. Jim had scrambled to his feet just in time to see the bear charging again on all fours from fifteen yards away. But this charge had lost ferocity. The grizzly was weakening either in strength or resolve. It simply ran up and clamped its teeth onto Jim’s lower left leg, punching one tooth hole in his ten-inch leather boots and four in the flesh above.


  Jim was now towering over the bear. He felt an exhilarating sensation of dominance. He pressed his advantage. He thrust the knife with all of his might, much improved by his upright position, once more into the right side of the grizzly’s neck. Then he drew back his arm to stab again, but the knife was gone!


  Had it stuck in bone? It had a checkered rubber handle that was no doubt partially responsible for staying in his grip throughout the thrashing he endured, but perhaps by now it had become slick with blood. Jim was desperate, even angry. He fully intended to kill that bear on the spot, and truly believed he could. He reached down and groped for the knife he felt was sticking in the bear. He grabbed a handhold of hair on the grizzly’s hump so he could stabilize himself and reach lower.


  Threats and punishment all come to a predator cub from above, and the memory stays with the adult. The bear let go of Jim’s leg, jerked free of this threatening grip, and ran away the usual fifteen or twenty yards. This time, however, when the bear stopped, it stood facing away. Jim perceived this as the right moment to violate book advice once more. He ran, an act that usually invites chase. Despite his wounds, he ran to open tundra, and then walked twenty yards across the wet, grassy indentations to the trail the Schrecks had taken earlier. There he glanced back at the grizzly. It was standing on its hind legs watching.


  Gut feeling told him that the bear had had quite enough of Jim Mariotte. And no intuition was necessary to know that Jim Mariotte had sure as hell had enough
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