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pace. Indeed, he went so fast that Hector,

who had fully expected to see the great

creature drop instantly, began to fear

lest he might not be mortally wounded
after all, and they should lose him in the

woods. Wikonaie's countenance showed

no such anxiety. True the moose had

disappeared with the dogs at his heels,

but he left on the spotless snow the sure

sign of a stricken animal—great splashes of

red, which told that he could not go

very far.

* We follow heem now, eh ? * cried

Wikonaie, rapidly reloading his gun, the

others doing the same. Off they set along

the blood-marked trail, and, about the

end of a mile, Wikonaie gave a shout of

joy, for there, just ahead of him, fallen

at the foot of an unusually large tree,

was their quarry, to all appearances dead.

Now, for the first time, Wikonaie showed

a rashness which he had not before ; for

dropping his gun, and drawing his hunting-

knife, he went triumphantly up to the

fallen monarch, and waved the keen steel
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