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hatband, and two magnificent bracelets of ivory

elks' teeth. His braided hair, his young, clean,

thin, darl. face, his fearless riding, began to be
known far and wide. The men of the Hudson's
Bay Company trusted him. The North-West
Mounted Police loved him. The white traders

admired him. But, most of all, he stood fast in

the affection of his own Indian people. They
never forgot the fact that, had he wished, he could
have stayed with the white people altogether, that

he was equal to them in English education, but he
did not choose to do so—he was one of their own
for all time.

But one dreadful night Corporal Manan of the
North-West Mounted Police rode into barracks at

Regina with a serious, worried face. He reported
immediately to his captain. "A bad business,

captain," he said, coming to attention, "a very bad
business, sir. I have reports from old 'Scotty'

Mclntyre's ranch up north that young Wolf-Willow,
that we all know so well, has been caught rustling

cattle—cut out two calves, sir, and—well, he's

stolen them, sir, and old Scotty is after him with
a shot-gun."

"Too bad, too bad!" said the captain, with
genuine concern. " YoungWolf-Willow gone wrong!
I can hardly believe it. How old is he. Corporal?"

"About sixteen or seventeen, I should say, sir."

"Too bad!" again said the captain. "Well
educated; fine boy, too. What good has it done
him? It seems these Indians will cut up. Educa-
tion seems to only make them worse. Corporal.
He'll feel arrest less from you than most of us.
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