
ERISTOPHER DAWSON,' age1
fifteen, millionaire owner ofiMWhite Bar 011 Fields, looked
across at bis sleeping tutor and

muttered "sluggardl!" Hoa
s&id it with ail the pont up venomi of
three days of utter contempt, foir w'ile

*the train had rattled and jolted its way
wetward through the finest seenery of the
world, while Christopher haci gazed oen-.
tranced through the Nvido at woiîderf ut

*lakes, dotted with cotîcs aiy isans
at pife capped ridges and( forests eternal,
while lho had feit ini bis soul thrill after
thyil at tho thoughit tliat this was the land
in which hoe had so long diet-thle.lind
of Redskin, trapper and ber-his tutor
had slept!

Christopher Dawson was sick of tutors,
sick of tho miserable, cooped up life hoe
had spont sinco the doath of hi's parents,
ick beyond words of New York rity

and over thing civilized. For two years
now bis ?fe had consisted of staid motor
rides behind, a iverio(l chauffeur, of
solomn ineals with biis solemn tutor served
"just so," of coîîventional strolis through
the park, and of swotting-ehiefly of
swotting! Each exarn. lie passed meant
an incroaso of salary for bis tutor and
Obristophor Dawson, the son of a free
frontietsman, had at first rehdllod, thon
it siowly broko bis sp irit; now, acecrding
to a Now York specialist, biis hoaltlî as

* breaking, too.

brightened. A gigantie resolution had
suddenly corne to him. Freedom and
happînless were his for the takmng. By
gad, lie would tako thern!

It was rnany hours later, just as dawn
W.18 breaking, indeed, that the trans-
continental carne to a stop aftor a series
of short, savag erks. Christopher Daw-'
son slippod frornl bs hunk. He was f uily
dressod and woaring bis hoavy overcoat.
Doep snores came frorn behind bis tutor's
curtain, and Christopher lightly slipped a
note through a nick abovo the curtain
rod. On that note wvas written: "If
you over wake up you'I find I've dono a
bunk, but just takoe my tip and do a bunk
yoursel or Unclo Sam wifl give you
sock for letting m eoscape. I'm teaving
you M50 in rny grip to buy sorno nuts.

'rn off for a real holiday. So long, Old
Cock!"

Christopher thon glided silently down
the Pullnman into the sweet morming air
and slip)led int.o the desertod refroshment
roorn. A minute later the train'elanged
out of the station, and Christophor was
alone-a-.nd. free!

Thrusting his hands into bis pockets
and whistling jauntily Christopher strolled
out of the now deserted station into the
straggling main street of the tiny forest
settiement, and almost the first porson he
collided with was an Indian-a real forest

Canadian troops outside a large hoche concrete dugout.

A weok ago Christophier's guardian,î
grim old uncle, had sent for him. "VeIl
My boy, the specialists say you wantî
change of air," announeced the une1i
grirnly. "Wliere woîild you like to go?'

Christoplber's he:îrt. gave one grea1
loap, ''To Algonquin 1'' lie answere(
readily. "I'd like to go and live for si:
nonths with. one of tlie gaine ivarder,
awvav lack in the lnisli."

But his unele's stern look instant1,
swept awa.v bis lioîws. "Ttsh!" hissed ti
uncle. ,,rh.t's out of the question
Xou niust continue vour studies. 1 hav,
l)artly arranged foîr' von to go to Bant
with v'our tutor and continue youir studie
there for a tiime. '[lie mounitain air ii
do vou goo(l, an-'

Butt at this junetiire Christophor hai
tnmned very whte, mid.was hnurried awa:
between a porter amIi liveried footnai
to speu(I two days in 1)0(.

And now tlîey were on f lîir way ac1'os
tlhe continent to Banff, Christopher an,
Ilis tutor, but the sigit of the wildernos
with bore a groîîp> of wigwanis flaslîing l»
theoe a real voyager, wearinig the bead&
îiocrâsns of- flie mil, 111(lcre.-ted
stronger longing ini Clristoplier's sou
than ever before. H1e tliought of hi
piarents, %vould the-, have wished hîiin t
live a captive life hike tlîis? Not mnuelt
Had not bis rnother often tol<l him tha
happiness and frecdorn were the on],
things worth living for? H-e cenrsed hb
huge fortune which prevented im froi
rinnning wild like otiier boys, anI siiddenl
lie was possesso<l of an overvllollit
desire to kick bis tutor. Then bhis eyc

a Indiaii wearing a doerskin shirt, bliie
1, leggings mnade of stroud, and a pair of

a moccasins ornamientod with stained por-
le cupine quilis. He was aware of a hittle

0Pthrill of pleasuro,for the Indian's face was
t kind though perhaps a shado sheepishi,
d( and alinost before hoe kncw it the boy
ix wvas spcaking to tlhe stranger.
s "MVbat's youir jarne?" ivas bis flrst

enquiry.
[y "Wabaw:ihn,'' siniled the red man,
ie showing bis iîiagnifioent white. teeth.
n. "Wlia4t's youirs?"
e "Chrîstopher. Say, can y u tke me
ff ont into the bulsh?,

s MWaba regardcd Ibiin gravely. "How far
il to?''

Christopher thouglbt. '1hat question
A lia(I neyer oreurred to him. "O-Hud-

v son's Bay," lie anisered airily. "It don't
m inucli inatter. I've plenty of money.

Sec licre!" Anîd Christopher drew a buge
s wil of ten (dollar bills from bhis pocket,
d sorted out a handful and thrust thom
s, into the hands of the much bewildored
y, MWaba. "Bîi -v:îhl the gear necessary," hoe
A stato(l, "buit lbfs get out of sight-quick.
a Ive run awav fromn my tutor, and if I'm
il \seOInl bore tiievil sitre haul rne hack.
is 'Whioh av?

o The liniani uîrely unders tood that
j?'1 tivless thev got a move on the deal was
it off, in which rase hie would lose what bore
[y every promise of' being a highly romnuner-
is ative job, and being. like aIl Indians,

n plenty keen on moneY, lho led the way
IV over a arbage heap into the bush edge.

gA iiiitfl or two later both ho and
eS iristopIier vwere squatted over a scentod
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