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And they leave no bitterness on

- %] am sure of Wiadsor Salt quality.
“‘Ma’am—it’s the only salt we recommend for table use

and for cooking’’.

o

“Look at the salt itself —see how clear

and transparent and perfect the crystals

. are—sparkling like little diamonds..
“Now taste them—notice that they dissolve instantly.
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OW do I know that
Windsor Table
Saltis pure? Ill

show you.

tte tongue,

Matchless
Liquid

Gloss

finished surfaces.

the original lustre.

Use it in dusting. It

everywhere. Get

THE IMPERIAL

The best polish made

for furniture and other
| Re-
stores and preserves

Hardware, furniture and department stores

LIMITED

Winnipeg, Toronto, Montreal, St. John, Halifax

cleans and disinfects
as well as polishes.

a trial can today

OIL COMPANY

} ——

i

THE TRINIDAD-

proofing.

acid-proof, and alkali-proof.
expense-proof.

on the roll.
leak Kleet is a patent fastener and

Write us for Good Roof Guide Book and

New York  San Francisco

Winnipeg, Man.

Genasc

‘ The .proof of roofing. is in its water-
Genasco Roofing is made of
Nature's everlasting waterproofer—Trinidad Lake asphalt.
1tis rain-proof, sun-proof, wind-proof, heat-proof, cold-proof,
Aund that means also that it is

Ask your dealer for Genasco. Look for the hemisphere trademark
Mineral or smooth surface—several weights.
aterproofer for roofing seams.

The Barber Asphalt Paving Company

Largest producers c{ asphalt, and largest
manufacturers of ready roofing in the world.

D.H.Howden & Co., I.td., 200 York St., London, Ont.
The Canadian Asphalt Company, Ltd.

The Kant-

samples, free.

Philadelphia

Chicago

| man was hoisted into one of the trucks,

Home Monthly‘

Everywhere ~was mnow hurry and
laughter, and it was not uniil Joe put
his head out of the cab. window that
we recalled the real state of. affairs.
“We're about ready at this end,” he
stated, “if you're ready at {ours!”
“We have everything—grub,. blankets,
tents, bandages—except the doctor,” 1
answered. “Guess there isn’t one nearer
than Little Seal Lake.”
A voice in the crowd attracted our
attention. “Here he is,” said the voice,
“here’s your doctor.” and a nervous little
red-haired man in ragged Kkharkis was
pushed to the fore, where he stood blink-
ing and grinning. )
“He ain’t a doctor,” shouted: someone
in the crowd. “He’s a prospector.”
“I'm a doctor,” snapped the little man,
grinning and looking serious at the
same time. “I was, anyway, before I
came into this all-fired country!”
“Well,” said I, “are you game to make
this all-fired trip?”
“Yep!” said the doctor, and the little

where he took his seat, grinn ag, on top
of the pile of freight. ’

I climbed into the cab bzside Joe and
as [ looked through the open doors into
the roaring furnace, I realized all at
once what we were up against. 1
realized that it was a hunared to one
chance against our getting through; that,
in fact, we were going out to meet al-
most certain disaster, During the rush
and excitement of the last hour or so I
had not realized this, and it was only

wonld suddenly flash crimson. Save for
these siniter crimson flickers, we might
have been approaching a land of night—
or a thunderstorm, worse than any
thunderstorm you have ever seen or
dreamt of.” . ‘ ‘

As'T leant out of the cab window, and
listened to the roar of the wheels ringing
over the silent vulley, to return, echo-
ing and re-echoing, verberating and re-
verberating through the silence of the
forest, 1 realized that there was some-
thing sinister in the very stillness of
the place. It was like the silence that
precedes a great storm, save that it was
silence more impressive, for it was the
silence that succeeds a great forest fire.

We were rattling along at breakneck
speed, and once, when I almost fell from
the cab, 1 asked Joe if we weren’t going
rather too fast.

“We must make good time mow,” he
answered irritably. “Once in the fire
belt and we sh =~ have to crawl.” Then
after a moment, he added: “We’re all
right, boy. It’s surprising how an engine
will hold on to the mctals when she’s
put to it.”

Next moment we turned a corner in
a manner that set the wheels screaming,
and which made my hair stand on end,
but Joe only grinned.

We could scarcely see the metals a
hundred yards ahead, so dark had it
become, while the smoke was almost
stifling. Joe took the bandonna from
his neck and secured it over his mouth,

.

now, when Joe and I came to shake!

and 1 followed his example.

hands with our best chums as they
climbed up on to the tender, that t
realized it. Some of our chums must
have realized it too, for they gripped our
Lands lingeringly.

send a message through when we get
there.” Then he opened the throttle, and
the old engine clanked and rattled her
way out of the siding and away on the
main line, which stretched like a narrow

that lay to our south.
* * * * *

As the old engine gathered speed. and
her two noisy trucks jolted and rattled
behind her over the uneven metals, some-
thing of the wild, devil-may-care nature
of our mission began to appeal to mey
and T struck up a rollicking hunting
song of the old days, while Joe joined in
with gusto. Alead of us lay the single
span of metals gleaming in the after-
noon sunshine, now dipping down till
they bordered omne of those wonderful
lakes with their covntless islands and
exquisite coloring, now turning a hair-
pin bend and guiding us., with a roar,
between gigantic white ridges of rock,
which rose up so abruptly that it seemed
the very vibration, would set them
toppling upon us. But each moment it

| Was becoming darker; the sky overhead
was  becoming more overcast, and the
smell of smoke becoming stronger.  Tar

ahead we could sce what appeared to
be gigantic clouds overspreading the =Ky,

and now and then cne of these clouds

At length Joe shook himself free.
“Good-bye, lads!” he shouted. - “We'll

Fishing in Circle Lake, East of Winnipeg.

Next moment we plunged through a
scrap of bush which had been burnt
over, and was still smouldering fiercely.
“We’re on the edge of it,” shouted Joe,
and he closed the throttle a little. Then,
before T could realize what was happen-
ing, we had plunged into the fire belt!

avenue through the interminable forests

Words may be adequate for describing
the ordinary scenes of life, but how
can one describe a forest fire as we saw
it that evening? Overhead, iarkness—

impenetrable, awe-inspiring.  On every
side forests—forests which we had
previously known to be silent, and

beautiful with soft tints, but which were
now crimson and terrible—filled here
with the soft, creeping rush of flames
among the undergrowth; here with the
multitudinous crash  of mighty pine
trees falling to the ground or bursting
like the report of a cannon as the heat
turned the sap within them to steam.
Everywhere around and above us was
the creeping, the crashing, the roaring,
as though a mighty and invisible army
were foreing its way through the brush-
\\‘ml(l_

The fire had passed. and there was
now no wind, but by no means had the
country  burnt itself out. As though
possessed of new life. a little holocaust
would suddenly spring up, creating a
superheated reeze of i*s own and dash

on through the already smouldering
forest<. Tlence the far-off  whispering,

the hooming. the crashing, as though the
army  of invisible  giants  that  were
wiaoing var thronen the woods had not
quite appeased  their anger, and were




