
THE WESTERN HOME MONTI-LY

ai-c'Mng *Olt
By 01sf Baker

T WA nthe days whethe greatItrain of omigrant waçons went west.
Over theo le w prairies, day after

vthe w as joltod and rinnblod, irader
=unn sn. Somotimes a cool breoze

4-jquldblow from the Swet Pine Hilis, and
à million acres of prairie grams would go
bmowng 1k. the sea. But for the most
nmrt it w84 a dry, -windless heat, which
jude the JourlOy diffcult for mnar and

0nthe day on which the great thing
ha toe littie Nod Turner the prairie

~iswas billowing. Ho bad fit the heat
muchbo ore, and had beon glad

epough te lie under the cover of bis father's
vwgn, while th jot of the great wheels
kept bis body on the buinp. But to-day
liefelt very strong bepause of the breoze
knd he bfflowpig of thegrass, and he rode

Uttle Indian pony liko a man, sitting
VMr straight in the saddle, and feeling
verysplendid mndoed. And out west, as
I asheovould see, the prairies stretched
orlnundreds of miles; and it was afine
iu to e b on horseback and to feel as if
thy ll belongod ho you, that you might

~op ovor thçm for ovor aant the sweet
rush of the wmnd!

4s 1 Indians, Ned did not often fear
them. If there wero any about-sand
though the country seemedas empty a8the
holiow of your hand, you nover1 could bo
sure-ho did pot tbmnk they would dare
attack such a long train of wagons, con-
sldering that the white people were armed
witb piany guns.

At noon tbe wagons balted for the mid-
day meal.

Ail ai onoe Ned's father discovered that
thQ boy was missing. Ho looked about
aniously. Thon, f ar off across the prairie,
hie saw a littie figure riding.

A great fear rose suddonly in bis throat.
Suppose a roving band of Indiana, hiddon
by somoe sweil of thoeprairie, should swoop
down on the lad ýand cry -hlm off under
his vory eyes?.

The boy wasriding quickly, as iflho had
pomething particular to do. His father
put bis banda to bis mouth and let out a
long, ringing cry. Whetbr the boy heard
il or flot, hoe gave no sigri. Heo ootinuod
to ride. Thon a riso of ground bld hÙm
from sight.

.Leaprng on bis pony, bis fathor started.
ipursaut. The Indian pony was off like

the wind. In a fow moments ho had
reaohed the riso. Horo, not more than
fifty yards away, ho saw Ned on bis knoos
besido somo o joct in the grass. Sud-
donly the boy rose to bis fot, saw bis
fathor, and callod.

Whon the man reached the spot, ho saw
to bis astonishment that the objoct ini the
grass was an Indian. It was plain to see
that lho bad been badly wounded and was
woak from loas of blood. He made no
sound, but in bis eyes, as ho gzedup hlp
lessly at the big whie man, wns the duxnb
cry of the dog that asks for morcy.

The mari turnod angrily upon bhis son.
"What do you mean b y ridmng off like

this? I told you, you were nover to leave
the wagons." Horaised bis hand to strike
tho boy.

Ned cowered. Ho was vory fond of bis
father, but when ho mado him angry
through disobedience ho know that a
thrashing was not to Le escaped.

But bforo the man's hand could des-
cend, a thirig happened. Through tho
Iong grass about bis legs sometbing slid

aTtuhd bis ankie. Ho sprang back
with an exclamation, yet il was only the
Indian who had put out bis arm.

The white mari looked down quickly.
Ovor the dusky face of the Indian a shadow
seomed to flit. That was ail. An oye
less sharp than Turner's might have
flot 'ced nothin. But Turner had more
knowledge of rndians than otppe
Hle knew once that sbadow iayý,tneyrer
light]y, upon an Indian's face, that tho1ý
woul d be rniscbief. It might hardly be
thei' before it was gone; it might ho as
fainit as the shadow of a blade of grass.
Tiiere w %ould be mischief, unless you took
Wirnîng ini time.

Turner cast a quick glanco round the
horizon. It might be that the wounded

11cimwas morely left there as a decoy.
T!, " re,,t of the tri be might only be a short
distance away, and might sweep down at
aîi1v Moment. Yet tbough ho darted a
pierc'ing glance in ovey direction, nothing
broke the long levels of the prairie, billow -
il under the breeze.

'<Come back," ho said gruffly te Ned.
Ho romounted bis pony as ho spoke, and

waited for Ned to do the same. But the
boy stood like a stono, without moving an
inch.

"D'you bear?" Turner said ini a low
voice. "Get on your pony at once."

"Woe an't leave hlm like this," the boy
said, pointing ho the wounded m'as. "Hel
die if be isn't attended to.3'

"Wlwhat if ho does? Wo can't go
rudringzing ini ail the sick Indiana wo

find. I know Indians. It would only
mean trouble in the end."

But the boy stuck to bis point.
"We can't lave hlm," ho ropeated.
The words were.vory simnple, yet somo-

thing in the ver y simplicity of them made
Turner uncomfortable. They made it
seem a cowardly, even an impossible, thing
to lt tho Indian lie out there to de. Ani
ail about hlmn lay the vast prairies, lonely
and lonely to the edges of the world!

The big hite mani looked down at the
huddledform in the grass. Once agamnhe
swept the horizon with his eyes. Then,
tenderly,hle lifted the woundéi man in hie
arma and laid hlm gently along the pony's
back.

The long su nmer passed with a burning
heat.. It

Octobor came. The nights were bein-
ningr to be cold, and the prainietoyolow
under the breath of the chili night breeze.
Runping Wolf, the wodnded Indian, had
long ago recovered, and had returned to
bis people in the north. Ned's father and
the other settiers had built thoir cabins,
ready against the winter storms. Now
that thelojourneying acroas the prairres
was overrfot were glad te sttie down i
the now Limes, prepared for whatevor the
winter migit brmng.

One morin Ned discovored to bis dis-
appon ment tat bis pony hâd broken itshobbeand nno *ffthebnight. Bythe

tra inthelograss t ws lain tome.
wiol way it hcjgone. Witout saying

auyhîgto )tiofather1 bitbtigf
him=f find it. R fi P" tl
f or a lonç distance un th& ç . Te..he

pony frepi thp hught. À dt

south, hé uaw 2a 4 hidow that a~d
to move. A mail herd of bufh*b oca 94
lope, ho IhoCgt. My-how, Il w*" ot Ji
ponyaridthtwuswh yn mao..
But what was that, abo ut hae-watween him anid 1h.moyings hq4ow, lêI
to the left? It loQked-41-k, muolà
but ho could not ho'Oré.-7»-vg"

By this time boh eflIle @pet*em. a
0 8 belndI P"neq

fat era èOu t
bY himaef. n kwhi bUeh i

bk. Hia latber we!4d 19
'f ho knew. B4t'ý
make an effort to not'ho t
loee him altogetle. ~r
bluff and autm~.. eoai n hu inr 1
direction irvikb ojbheha
the 4ani .
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