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the air, snorting, and looking about. At 
length they pranced off slowly towards the 
river, and disappeared behind a green bank. 
Here, had the regulations of the chase been 
observed, they would have been quietly 
checked and turned by the advance of a 
hunter from among the trees; unluckily, 
however, we had a wild-fire jack-o’-lantern 
little Frenchman to deal with. Instead of 
keeping quietly up the right side of the 
valley to get above the horses, the moment 
he saw them move towards the river, he 
broke out of the covert of woods, and 
dashed furiously across the plain in pursuit, 
being mounted on one of the led horses 
belonging to the Count. This put an end 
to all system. The half-breeds and halfa- 
score of rangers joined in the chase, Away 
they all went over the green bank ; in a 
moment or two the wild horses reappeared, 
and came thundering down the valley, with 
Frenchman, half-breeds, and rangers gallop- 
ing like mad and yelling like devils, behind 
them. It was in vain that the drawn line 
across the valley attempted to check and 
turn back the fugitives. They were too 
hotly pressed by their pursuers, In their 
panic they dashed through the line and 
clattered down the plain. The whole troop 
joined in the headlong chase ; some of the 
rangers without hats or caps, their hair 
flying about their eyes, others with handker- 
chiefs tied round their heads. The buffaloes, 
that had been calmly ruminating among the 
herbage, heaved up their huge forms, gazed 
for a moment with astonishment at the 
tempest that came scouring down the mea- 
dow, then turned and took a heavy rolling 
flight. They were soon overtaken; the 
promiscuous throng were pressed together 
by the contracting sides of the valley, and 
away they went pell-mell, hurry-skurry, 
wild buffalo, wild horse, wild huntsman, 
with clang and clatter and whoop and 
halloo that made the forests ring. 

At length the buffaloes turned into a green 
brake on the river -bank ; while the horses   

dashed up a narrow defile of the hills with 
their pursuers close at their heels. Beattie 
passed several of these, having fixed his eye 
upon a fine Pawnee horse that had his ears 
split and saddle on his back. He pressed 
him gallantly, but lost him in the crowd. 
Among the wild horses was a fine black 
mare. In scrambling up the defile she 
tripped and fell. A young ranger sprang 
from his horse and seized her by the 
mane and muzzle. Another ranger dis- 
mounted and came to his assistance. The 
mare struggled fiercely, kicking, and biting, 
and striking with her forefeet; but a noose 
was slipped over her head, and her struggles 
were in vain. It was some time, however, 
before she gave over rearing and plunging 
and lashing out with her feet on every side. 
The two young rangers then led her along 
the valley by two lariats, which enabled 
them to keep at a sufficient distance on 
each side to be out of the reach of her 
hoofs ; and whenever she struck out in one 
direction, she was jerked to the other. In 
this way her spirit was gradually subdued. 
As to that little scaramouch Tonish, 
who had marred the whole scheme by his 
precipitancy, he had been more successful 
than he deserved, having managed to catch 
a beautiful cream-coloured colt, about seven 
months old, that had not strength to keep 
up with his companions. The mercurial 
little Frenchman was beside himself with 
exultation. It was amusing to see him 
with his prize. The colt would rear, and 
kick and struggle to get free, while Tonish 
would take him by the neck, wrestle with 
him, jump on his back, and cut as many 
antics as a monkey with a kitten. 

Nothing surprised me more, however, 
than to witness how soon these poor 
animals, thus taken from the unbounded 
freedom of the prairie, yielded to the do- 
minion of man. In the course of two or 
three days the mare and the two colts went 
with the led horses. and became quite 
docile.”


