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LE CHEF FALLS IN LOV4 WITH THE HALF-BREI-ÀD

MAIDM.

sun was hanging low in the clear blue over the
prairie, as two riders hurried their ponÎes along a

blind trail toward a distant range of purple hills that
lay like sleepy watchers along the banks of the Red
River.

The beasts must have ridden fâr, for their flanks were
white with foam, and their riders were splashed with froth
and mud.

"The day is nearly clone, mon ami," said one,
stretching out his arrn and measuring the hei,,crht of the
sun from. the horizon, " How red it is; and mark thèse

blood-stains upon its face f It gives warrn»ng to the
tyrants who oppress thèse fair plains ; bufthey * cannot

read the signs."
There was not a motion anywhere in all the'heavens,

and the only so'und that broke the stillness was the duR
trample of the poniee hoofs the eod. On either»0 ýPo11

sidà w&çs-the wide level prame, covered with thick, tall
grusI.".,th-rough whieh blazed the crimson aild'

gramet blooms, of vetch and wild peaffl. The tiger lily,
too, rSe here and th-ere like a sturdy queen of beauty


