LOST IN THE WILDS.

CHAPTER 1

IN ACLAND’S HUT.

HE October sun was setting over a wild, wide

waste of waving grass, growing dry and yellow

in the autumn winds. The scarlet hips gleamed

between the whitening blades wherever the pale pink
roses of summer had shed their fragrant leaves.

But now the brief Indian summer was drawing to

its close, and winter was coming down upon that vast

Canadian plain with rapid strides. The wailing cry
of the wild geese rang through the gathering stillness.

The driver of a rough Red River cart slapped the
boy by his side upon the shoulder, and bade him look
aloft at the swiftly-moving cloud of cha,ttermg beaks
and waving wings. -

For a mongent or two the thhght sky was darkened,
and the air was filled with the restless beat of count-
less pinions. ‘The flight of the wild geese to the
warmer south told the same story, of approaching



