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iet loneIly.A raovement, hehind himq
attractvehi attention, and looking round1
be aaw the head of an Indian Irotrudigj
over the bank above, then came antheri
head and another, ail staring at hiarm.
.cWhat, ho!" shouted Christopher. The

Indians made no answer, but one after
another they scattered down tho bank,
lodkifg at iÜm curiously. Chiristopher
feit tha t hii head was haif way on the

hr This witch band would surely
mudrhlm for shooting the burro, and

lie thought it weil to expLain matters as
best he could. He pointcd to the dead
burro away up the siope, then opening
bis grip he drew from it fifty dollars,
and handed the notes t te nearest brave.

The brave stepped back. "Katawawa,"
he said simply. Christopher handed the
mnoney to the next brave, but he also said
,"Katawawa,"y and steppcd back. Al
were pmeefully clad and their expressions
were by no means murderous.

At length one of the tribe stepped
forward. "«Where you go now?" he
enauired uietly.

'CBlowodif I know," said Christophor.
u<where's Wabawaba?"

"Ho no corne back," answered the
spokesman. "'Him bad Indian."

Christopher thougbt a moment. " Sýems
I'm on the rocks," ho said presently.
"Geuess I'd btter go back with you,
Op' C ief!"p

Hellinked bis arm with that of the
spokesman at which a roar of laugliter
w ent up, and the Indian proudly freed
hiniseif.

But an hour or so Iter Christophor

eyed, wild haired %vomnan entered the
firelight. She paused a moment to look
at Christopher, thon one of the braves
came forward, took hier hand disdain-
fully, and led bier to Christopher.
"Katawawawa," said. the brave, and
Christopher renenbcred that this was
the word they had uttered whon ho
offcred themn the money for the burro. -

"Oh!" said the boy, and froin bis grip
beside him lie drew the paper bond,
offering it wo the wihd haired woman.
She took it without a word, thrust it
impatiently into lier wallet, thon, with an
angry word to one of the children, seated
hierseif by the fire, holding heër face moodily
between lber bands.

Ani suddenly it occurred to Christophor
t.hat this woman, Katwa, as hoe chose to
cali lier, was despised by the rest of the
tribo, that she wore different elothing
and was treated differently. H1e began to
think now. Why sbould Katwa accopt
the money when the re.5t refused? Why
was she so0 wilil eyed and wild haired?
WVhat bad become of dear old Waba?
and what about the woman with the
burros?

Christopher diii not knnw. He only
knew that later on it was the woman
Katwa who took him to a teepee, who
made him comfortable on a bed of spruoe
branches, and who passod lber -delicate
finger over bis face ini a gentie caresa as lie
felU asleep.

VII
Christopher awoke with thoughta of

littie Maya-Maya foremoet in bis mmid.
Thon ho recalled the wild eyed woman

Canadians coming o ut of the line ater a raid in the direction of Avion, after being relleved.

was seated by the campfire of Waba's
tribe, the event of whlch he had dreamed.

VI
The boy was utterly mystified. Evi-

dently somne plot was developing, but he
could not make it out. Having brougbt
him to camp, the braves seemod to have
lost ail interest in hm. lie took bis place,
among the squaws and childrcn as tbough
ho was part of the furniture. The oldor
boys and girls bung round him with
interest and wonder,' but ono lit fle
croature, a prof ty, brown skiflfed, whiteo-
toothed, littie thing, wth immense
black eyos, looked at. bimý and laughed.
Chritpe laughed back. At that the
littieC=in squatted herseif at bis fot,'
toyed with bis moccasins and stared into
bis eyes. Thon one of tbe squaws stoopcd
forward and looked into the boy's face,
at the samc momon toucliing the small
cbild.

"Maya-Maya!" said tbc squaw, then
Christophor knew that the naine of tbé
smail cbild was Maya-Maya, the I)ri(I(
of the teepeos.

Pretty littie, brown lttle Mlaya-Maya!
Frors that moment onwvard Cliiistopher's
feeling of Ioneliness was dispersod. H1e
had made a friend, he wNas one of the camp!
Already ho had ceased to feel the chili
of tbe nigbts, already be had learnt to eat
and onjoy Indian food. Ldfe amnong the
Indians would be fine, ho thought; but
late that night, just as ho was on the
point of fallng asleep on his log by the
camp fire, thore was a sudden stir among
the Indians. "Katawa-w:L-ý," mutterod
un old squawv, and next mindft a wild

whomn he had last seen by the light oi'tbe
teepoe fire, and the whole mystery of the
thing floated back to him. Where was
Waba, why had ho told hlm to shoot the
burro, why bad ho disappeared? Who
was the woman Katwa, wvhy was sho
troated with contompt by her tribe,
why was she so kind to bîm? Ho got
up determined to solve the mystery, for
outside was noisc and bustlo and the sun
was sbining.

Christopher wvas given a tin mug like
the rcst, and like the rest ho had te help
hirnself te the cooked food. But there
was plenty of it, for tbe Idilans were now
idling at their summer camp, that is,
the braves wvrc idling, while the womon
made clothing, all sorts of leather goods,
-fish nets and harness.

Christopher looked round for Katwa,
but could sec notbing of her, se wben
littie Maya-Maya squatted herself at
his foot and smiled at hiun the boy asked
her. Looking about hlm at tbe squaws
he said,' "Katwa-Wawa?" at whicb the
small child pointod gravely in the direction
of the bills.

Christopher got up, and strolling to tbe
ridge ho saw a bord of burros ipi the
distance, while in tbe midst of themn was a
squatting figure wrapped in a blanket,
Katwa-Wawa! Thon he partly under-
stood. Katwa was the burro woman.
She took ne part in the camp life, biad ne
bushand, no chiîdren, ýbut instead she
spont ber life out on the bleak hilis
minding the bord, one of tbe tribe, yet one
apart from tbem. Had she done some
dreadfiil tbing that. she was treated thus?
Shc was still youîîg and goût! looking,
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is liked above ail other.--l
That its quality, lasting flavOur and its
sealed, package are the kindl most ap-
preciated.
And that its benefits ta teeth, breath,
appetite andgeation ' avbeen provefi.

voue

Clark's Pork and 'Beans
The value of BEANS as a fstrength

producing food-ieeds no demonstratiofl.
Their preparation in appetizmng form is,
however, a matter entailing considerble
labor ini the or"1iary kitchen. .,

OLUAWS PORE AND BEANS sve
you the time and the trouble. They are
prepared only f rom the finest beas oom-
bined with delicate sauces, madle ýrom
the purest ingredients, ini a factory çquip-

ped mith the moot modern appliances.

They are cooked ready-simply
warm ýup the can before opening
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To have gajned f iret pjac!ç as the largest
selling gum mi the worM\,means that


