
JO-THE
B' IG MAC found the boy wan-B dering about the lodges of a

deserted camp in the Cree
country. An epidemie of
diphtberia had broken out
among the Indians some
time before, and Big Mac
was returning to the fort
after two months of beroic
service. So he brougbt the
young Indian back with

bini, and they called bim "Jo." By the tume the
pneumonia struck Big Mac's namne off the roli-cali
that long, severe winter, Jo was the particular pride
of Division "E."

For in ail the Great Lone Land, even from the
Sweet Grass His to the far country of Sleeping
Waters; in the lodges of the plain-tribes and the
great hill-land towards the setting sun, were not
many scouts like Jo. The boy was born to it. The
wild blood of bis warlike ancestors ran in his veins,
and from the broad, free sweep of the prairies
voices talked, to him and silenced lis moccasins. And
to tbem he listened always as they croucbed in the
wild plain-grasses wbere the spirits of the cloud-
children raced in the yellow sunshine.

More than that, had bis mother not been the
pýroudest in ail the lodges of the Blackfeet because
of his skill with bow and arrow? Had not that skill
earned him a place among the braves in the big war-
party that had'gone away on the foray into, the
country of the hostile Crees? Only twelve sum-
mers he could tell when he bad fallen into the hands
of the victorious Crees, and he could sever the
prairie flowers from their stemis with unerring ac-
curacy; since then he had learned to use the white
mnan's gun with equal skill.

Tbey thouglit a lot of Jo at the fort. More than
once hiad the superintendent's report to the commis-
sioner made mention of the young Indian-tracker;
for on more than one occasion he had lent vaînable
service to the force, and such service counted for
much in those days, when, the- Royal North-West
Mounted Police were fewer in numbers, and the
mighty respect for the intrepidity of these men who
wore the Big White Woman's red coats was in the
making, and flot ail the Indian chiefs had signed the
Great Treaty.

And Jo? H1e had plenty of tobacco always and
hot brown tea-liquor to drink, and what these men
said they would do or would flot do, that tbey did or
did flot do-always was it so. Their medicine was
good medicine. They were flot like the other white
men who sold the fire-water; these white men helped
the red men If the red men obeyed the laws of the
Big White Mother. That was ail they asked. And
the Big White Mother's laws were good law--
always was it so.

Thus Jo smoked good tobacco and Jo drank good
tea and Jo's muscles played like wires beneatb 'the
dark of his skin as he grew. And if, as be grew,
strange new voices began to caîl to him faintly frotn
the broad, free sweep of the prairies, and if at times
the spirits of the dead, that ever whisper at nigbt-
tume beneath the quiet stars, began to speak vague
mysteries froni ont of the illimitable, it, too, was
only a part of his growing, though it was a part
which was hard to understand. H1e became. rest-
less; for as long as two moons there had been no-
thing to caîl bim away to the far trails.

Then one day a distant patrol sent word to the
fort that "Running Wolf," a notoriously bad Indian
even for a Blackfoot, had escaped froin the custody
of the Mounted Police at Nine-Mile-Lake, and had
shot tbree times at an officer, woninding him in the
anm. H1e had heen arrested in the first place for
horse-stealing, and was known to the police as one
of the worst characters with whom tbey had to deal.

"The ould divil !" growled Sergeant O'Leary,
famuliarly known as "Irish." "The oulâ divil !"
Sergeant O'Leary had pnrsuied and tracked bis mani
for nearly a week before he got hi thxe last tinte,
and had by no means forgotten the chase. "Th
otild divil! I 1e yanked at bis boots and went out
to saddle hîs horse.

Jo's wiry littie cayuse was already standing just
outside the barracks, patiently waiting where the
braided horse-hair halter-rein hning to the ground
in front of his nose. Jo hîmself was squatting not
far away, smoking stolidly and gazing off westward
where the long twilight was waning in the sky be-
hind the swell of the plain. If he was eager to be
off there was inothing to indicate it; he was neady
if he were wanted, that was ail.

"Arrah! Joey, darlint, but it's the foine Injun
ye bel" chnckled Sergeaut O'Leany as he swung by
on bis way to ýh stables, "'Xf tbey wu5 on'y ali l Q*C
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you, Joey, faith there'd be more o' bivin an' less o'
bell on the perairies, beloike. The ould divil !"

They rode away from the fort, a little later, into
the gathering dusk, with the chuk-will-widows caîl-
ing and a nighthawk crying overhead and the dark-
ness settling silently down on the reacbes of the
plain.

On the morning of tbe second day they stru ck the
trail of Running Wolf. It was at least forty-eight
hours old, and they rode bard for a day and a haîf
before the signs'began to freshen. It was evident
the fugitive had a companion, a young squaw be had
probabiy persuaded to elope witb bim, O'Leary con-
cluded. They pressed on without delay tili a few
bours before sunidown. The chase bad led tbemn into
a broken country and tbey were following cautiousýly
along a wooded' river-bottom wben a gun went off
unexpectedly flot a hundred yards away.

Putting spurs to bis horse, O'Leary dashed off in
the direction from wbicb the shot came with Jo close
ait bis heels. Up the bank on the right and swish
into tbe bushes, and tbey drew rein sharply ait the
edge of a littie glade. Running Wolf was standing
in tbe centre of it, rifle in one band, a newly-killed
prairie chicken in the otber. Bebind bim a few
paces a young squaw croucbed in fear.

For just an instant the four stood there eyeing
each other. Tbe fugitive's evil features were twist-
ed with anger and bate. H1e raised one hand threat-
enîngly and waved them away. O'Leary langhed.

"The ould divil !" be chuckled. "Faith, Joey, just
be after tellin' bum he moight as well be commn' along
without wan worrud, back to the Nine-Mile. "

The young scout bad scarcely got the words out
of bis moutb before the outlaw replied:

"Tell bim if be moves one step I wilI kili bum."
Instantly the younger Indian's gun was at bis

shoulder.
Sergeant O'Leary laughed. again, and motioned to

Jo to lower the weapon; tbey were there to arrest
their man, not to kilI bum. O'Leary was stili sitting
there janntily on bis horse at the edge of the
busbes; he bad not so much as undone the boîster
of bis revolver. It was tbe bold way of the Mount-
ed Police in tbe face of danger 'sncb as this; the
very rasbness of their daring in executing their duty
bad often been tbe means of bringing tbem out of
many a tigbt bole.

The sergeant's command followed sharp, with a
new note of sternness.

"Tell bim to lay down bis rifle," he said.
Even as he spoke, he rode deliberately forward

upon tbe aimed muzzle of the Blackfoot's weapon.
Foîr no Mounted Policeman had ever yet desisted
frorn tbe execution of bis duty at the bidding 'of an
armed Indian-or any other man, and O'Leary, the
tbree-barred chevron on bis sleeve, had no intention
of breakinig tbat splendid tradition of the force.

Really bad Indian as he was, Rnning Wolf besi-
tated for an instant to take the life of sncb a fearless
man. The officer was witbin three paces of bum be-
fore be mustered tbe courage to. fire.. But the aima
was deadly.

While the sergeant was yet rolling fnom his borse
the outlaw whirled like Iigbtning, throwing the lever
of bis repeater, the gun stili at bis shoulder. Then
be slowly lowered it.

"Gy-yah !" he grunted.
Most inexplicable was tbe tbing that had bappen-

ed. The young Indian, Jo, had vanisbed.

Tbe moon was late on the rise that nigbt. Tbe
wbîp-poor-will that bannted the edge of tbe water-
course had long been crying before thxe Iop-sided bit
of s 'ilver was bigb enongb to filter tbrongh the leaf-
age of the lonesome glade into broken patches of
wvhite light. They lay in moules along the sward,
and in the place of deepest sbadow a single ray
gleamed brigbtly against something in the grass.
N'ow and then the leaves stirred uneasily in tbe
vagrant airs that penet#ated there, and the ghostly
sbadows mnoved to and f ro along tbe grass. And
always f ar away sonxewhere, dlean tbougb faint, the
wbip-poor-will was calling-calling nxournfuiIly.

It was thns when the bushes parted cautiously an~d
wany eyes looked 'into the little giade. It was soie
tume before thxe dark sbadow behind tbem slunk into
the o>pen and tbe nwonligbt played upori tbe sinewy
iimbs 6f a young Indinn. His crouching body lent
its>elf to tbe movenients of an unspeakable fear, and
i'n bis eyes was th~e glitter of it. Tbis haunted,
sbrinking creature looked flot like be in~ wbose veins

ran tç wild blooci of warlilçç ancestors, aind whQ
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listened to the voices tbat croncbed in the w~
plain-grasses-tbe young scout tbat was called
Yet it was Jo.

Once in tbe open space, be lost no time in wl
be was about, but glided over to the place of deep
sbadow wbere the single ray -gleamed brigb
agalinst the objeet in the grass. Tbe Indian p=u
for one brief instant; the next be was moving swif
into the cover of tbe leaves, and bhind bim dragg
the long, dark tbing he sougbt. The moonligttf
iowed after, glinting on its spurs. Then they Wq
gone, and only the white patches mottled the lit
glade wbere the ghostly sbadows moved s0 re
lessly to and fro along the grass.

Jo's horse was down in tbe river-bottom.
lifted the body of Sergeant O'Leary ,across
pony's back and set ont swiftly into, the night.
night and a day, and yet another nigbt he traveli,
pusbing on without a hait tili tbe finst level rays
the second day's sun shone white on the buildings
tbe fort, cl'ustering in tbe distance. Thus they ca:
back.

Silently, swiftly, witbout explanation, he led '1
-horse..througb the gate, bitched bima outsideý t
bunk-bouse, and sought the superinitendent. Bebii
closed doors be told bim, and the superintendent
tened, bis weatber-browned face drawn, bis .jaw
tight. H1e was very close to bis men, this ofl<
with the indomitable chin and the steel in bis e:
and tbings like tbis always burt bum. It was I
bazard to which they were ail exposed; the men;
cepted it as sucb, and knew their duty witb<
reckoning costs. But it came bard to lose a iI
like Sergeant O'Leary by the hand of a renega
Redskin, and thene was siali satisfaction even
the knowiedge that the outlaw bad immediately pý
tbe forfeit of bis life for the crime-What!

"The beap big afraid, heem. jump into Jo's fee
explained the young Indian, simply. "Jo go get hed
now."

H1e tnrned and glided to the door.
"Eh? Wbat's that? The-the-"
":Jo go get heema now."
"Jo " thundened the supenintendent.
But the roomn was empty.
Outside, Jo made swift preparations for depý

ture. The news bad spread like wild-fire through t
font, and the men crowded together in ang
groups and swore deep and long. Hither and thitl
Jo moved quietly. H1e had no word to say.

"Hey, men !" called Corporal Haines, waving
hand bigh over bis head. "Wbat d'you thinkl 1bere,' let the beggan git dlean away! Damn your r
bide -"

"Shut np, Haines!t" gnowled the gruif voice of (~
Jerry Davis.

1eý had seen the quick flash that bad.leapt for
bnief instant into tbe Indian's eyes where he sto
by the cayuse. Davis bad been trapper and scc
for many yea'rs, andhe knew many tbings. H1e wE
over and spoketo Jo.

Not haîf an hour elapsed frnm tbe tume the Indi
had ridden into the fort nntil be was riding aw
from itý with face turned resolutely to tbe neyer-en
ing stretcb of plain. And even as the wiry lit'
pony was dipping, out of sigbt beyond the near<
swell, tbe bugler of E Division back at the font w
sounding "boots-and-saddles."

Three weeks went by-three weeks' in wli
O'Leary's comrades, disnýegar.ding sleepiess nigt
and inclement weatber, thorougbly patrolled t
country. But the nenegade, Rnnning Wolf, was s
at large. The affair bad happened at a very b
season, as the Indiarts on tbe reserves in the vicii
bad just scattered ont for tbeir antumn bunt over
large extent of broken country. Besides that, inal
ofthe Indians were 'more'or less nelated to tbe Ot
law, and their sympathies rendered anv informatil
tbey migbt give of a veny' doubtful cbaracter.

Two detachments, outfltted for several montf
were placed ont on eitber sie of the huntih
g«rounds, and tbnoughout the iength and breadth
the great North-West the 'red-coated comnrades
Sergeant O'Leary rode and dirove and watched il
tiningly. Officens, non-commissioned officers, ai
men alike were detenmined not to be balked in th
efforts; but the weeks began to lengthen in1
months and stili did the fugitive roam at liberty.

But thene was no talk of abandoning the hUI1
Not only had the law been flagrantly outraged,
thre prestige of the force was at stake; and 'thi
nei'ther Iijns nor half-breeds seemied 'to ,kii
anytbing of 1Rxmning Wolf on bis whereabonts, tý
men who sought him continned to seek birt, the
muscles tense beneath the tan of their cheeçs1 and~
lieh1t iii their eyes that boded ill.
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