
Little Wolf-WiUotv

path. Night came, with countless stars and ajoyous crescent of Northern Lights hanging low inthe sky, and the intense, still cold that haunts thepra.ne country He grudged the hours of rest he
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both boy and beast began to weaken. The irre-
sistible sleepiness that forebodes freezing becan
to overcome Little Wolf-Willow. Utter exhaustionwas sapping the strength of the cayuse. But theyb undered on, mile after mile, both with the pluck
of the prairies in their red blood; colder, slower
wearier they became. Little Wolf-Willow's headwas jyhirhng, his brain thickening, his fingers
clutching aimlessly. The bridle reins ^lipped from
his hands Hunger, thirst, cold, exhaustion, over-
powered both horse and rider. The animal stum-
bled once, twice, then fell like a dead weight

At daybreak. Corporal Manan, hot on the pur-
suit of the supposed young cattle thief, rode up the
freezing trail, headed for the north-east. A mileahead of him he saw what he thought was a dead
steer which the coyotes had probably killed and
were eating. As he galloped nearer he saw it was a
horse. An exclamation escaped his lips. Then
slipping from his own mount, stiff and half frozen
himself, he bent pityingly above the dead animal
that lay with the slender body of an Indian hugging
up to It for warmth. ^^ ^

" Poor little chap! ' c'oked the Corporal. " Poor
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