
18 SPIMNING-WUEEL STORIES.

"Stnining my eyes, I could see three black spoti on
the snow, and hear three howls as the woItob came
galloping after us. I was a have girl, but I 'd never
tried this kind of thing before, and in a minute all the
wolf stories I 'd ever heard came flying through my
mind. I wcu mortally afeard, but I would n't show
it, and turned to Joe, trying to laugh as I said :

* Only
three as yet Tell me just what to do, and I '11 do it'

"
' Brave htss ! I must see to Buck or he 'U be down,

for he 's badly scared. You wait till the rascals are
pretty close, then heave over one of these confounded
hams to amuse 'em, while we make the most of their

halt They smell this meat, and that 's what they are
after,' said Joe, driving his at, for the poor old horse
began to pant, and limp on his stiff legs.

"
' Lucky for us we 've got 'em,' says I, bound to be

cool and gay ; 'if we had n't, they 'd get fresh meat
instead of smoked.'

"Joe laughed, but a long howl close by made me
dive for a ham ; for in the darkness of the woods the

beasts had got closer, and now all I could see were
several balls of fire not many yards away. Out went
the ham, and a snarling sound showed that the wolves

were busy eating it.

"All right!' said Joe. «Eest a bit, and have
another ready. They'll soon finish that and want
more. "We must go easy, for Buck is nearly blown.'

" I prepared my ammunition, and, in what seemed
five minutes, I heard the patter of feet behind us, and
the fiery eyes were close by. Over went the second

moothfbl, and then the third, and the fourth; but


