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THE STORY OF LOUIS RIEL.

while they remained wondering what it could bé, for the /-
thunder was ever becoming louder, and

‘‘ Nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ”

lo! out of the west came what seemed as a dim shadow
moving across the plain. With bated| breath they |,
watched the dark mass moving along like some destroying
tempest with ten thousand devils at its core. Chained to

- the ground with a terrible awe they stood fast for my

minutes till at last in the dim light, for the &

come upon the plains, they see eye-balls

fire, heads crested with unoonth horns and v i3

manee; and then snouts t down, flaring noltnll, and ,

mnng tails. :
y God, a buffalo herd, and we'll be trampled to

death.” almost shrieked one of the Earl’s followers.

“ Peace | keep cool | Up, up instantly into-these trees !”
and the word was obeyed‘as if each man was an instru-
ment of the leader’s” Beygnd, in the south-east,a °
full moon, luscious seeming as sorhe npened mellow fruit,
was rising, and the yellow light was over the ﬁhm. "
Then the tremendous mass, headed by maddened
with blazing eyes and foami nostrils, drove onmrd
toward the south, like an unchained hurricane. Some o!
the terrified beasts ran against the trees, crushing hor
and sknll, and fell prone upon the plain, to be tram: led
into jellv by the hundreds of thousands in the rear.
tree upon which the earl had taken refuge received mny
a shocﬁofrom a crazed bull; and it seemed to the
from the tree-branches as if all the face of the plains
was being hurled toward the south in a condition of the
wildest turmoil. Hell itself let loose could present no
such spectacle as this myriad mass of brute life sweeping
over the lonelyF in under the wan, elfin light of the new-
risen moon. Clouds of steam, wrea.t.hmg itself into spec-
tral shapes of sullen aspect, rose from the dusky, wri
mass, and the flaming of more than ten thousand eye




