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AAd a tio the enjoym.nt.of

Nome CookIng by uslng the

COIRN SYRUP
Ti.Puest and 'Most Dellolous Table Syrup Obtinable

Crown Brand-celear as strained honey-gives a delightful

flavor to dumplingB, puddings, pastry, etc., and is especially

'desirable, for serving with Buchwheat and Griddle Cakes,

COookies -and.- Biseuts.

It la a moet nourishing f ood-splendid for children, because it

àa go eaaly digested.-

Next Time Try GROWN BRAND
VOUR GROCER HAS IT

The Caniada Starch Co. Ltde.
Manufàcturers of EDWARDSBURG Brands

* BRANTFOD--VANCOLJVIER

CLARK'S PORK & BEANS

ingredients, in a
appliances.

Trhe value of BEANS as a strength
producing food needs no demonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is,
however, a matter entailing considerable
labour in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK' S PORK & BEANS save you
the time and the trouble. Trhey are pre-
pared only f rom the finest beans combined
with delicate sauces, made from the purest
factory equipped with the most modern

THIEY ARE COOKED READY-SIMPLY WARM

UP THE CAN BEFORE OPENING

W.Clarik Montreai

FREE-ýSend For This
Large Illustrated Catalogue of HOME-STUDY Books

On lctricity, IngiflOrtfg, Carpentry, Building, Painti g, Business
Check the subiectyOU are intercsted ini and mail i t with your nainîe and addrese.

w .111 send you full particulars by rcturn mail.

we knew for certain'that the forest fires
were well on the meve. C

"lIt will just about hit Pibalci Gulc"
we told each other, and most of the set-
tiement stampe .ed to the telegraph office
'while the price of the stuiff t the stores
prýmptly went up 25 per-. cent.'

That afterneen the telegraph operator
-was busy, and every fresh message that
came tbxough from Pibald Gulch was
chalked up on the board. So far as 1
can remember tbey ran as follows, and At
was in the same oraer that we flashed
them on to the full.blooded world four
hundred miles.southt

"'2.30 p.m. Prospector reports great
horseshoe of fire approaching settie-
ment. Blo'wlng haif a hurricane.

255. Pire approaching rapidly. Can
hear it running up trees, though it
must be twelve miles away. Already
dark as nlght. Ail camps dumping
outfit in lake. Expect 'we shaîl f ollow
soon."

The next message came about twenty
minute4luter, and if you have ever lung
to yeur fellow-creatures for months on
end only 1?y the siender nerve of the tele-
graph wire, you will know that it is afi
capable of cadence as the 'human voice.
In this last cail f rom Pibald Gulch I
could denote the tones of a frenzied hor-
ror. It ran: "M.Q.-M.Q. Fire upon
us. Dark everywhere, and we can't find
lake.. About thirty of us up here.- God
bielp US."

"IGod help themi" repeated someone be-
hind me. "If they're up at the telegraph

Winnipeg, May, 1913.

Weil we knew the nature of the

calamity that had befalen Pibald Gulh.
The tiny settiement stovd.b the lake,
with the forests overshadowmng it, and
often we hsd. said that the »lace would
prove tse1f a death-trap in càse of fire.
Nowtiie dreaded- lire had corne, and for
three hours we had been picturing the
doored city--picturing its inhabitants as
they rushed peli-meli for the lake with
the Rlames at their heels, picturing them
when they reached it-men, women and
children, horses and cattle herded in the
icy water while the fire raged around
them, with a roar that would drown the
roar of artillery. Now the :Ère would
have passed, for the wind' had dropped,
but how many had survived those three
hours in the lake with the fire scorch-
ing their faces, the amoke stifling their
lungs, and the cold paralysing tbeir
lower inembers? EIew many had sur-
vived, and what would be their story?
This was what we were waiting to hear
as we stood together in the tiny shanty,
staring .with fixed intentness at. the in-
strument.

.Again the soft tick-this time stronger
and more distinct. "Tbey're trying to
tap the wvire," wvhispered Argos Joe-
whispered, mind you, lest he should dis.
turb the poor wretches at the other end,
thirty miles away. "«Hold on, boys, and
you'll do it."

"Tick-Tick-Tick-Buzz-z. Settie.
ment. burut out. Not a corner post Te-
mains standing. Everyone been in lake
since last message. Nô clothes or ahel-
ter. Impossible to take èensus. Much

Lunch Time in G.T.P. Camp, Pyramid Lake.

station,, and the fire's already on them,
ne one else can."

The operator, however, was equal to
the occasion, and, in strikiuîg contrast to
thte message 'we had just iteard, bis reply
rang out '?I'umn to the righit, keep going,
and you'll fait i-."

"That ouglit to bit 'em," said tlue
man behind me. "Thte main avenue fer-
iinafes at the lake. I once fell in my-
self."

For a few minutes the orerator was
busy on flhe down line, and the next
notice to appear was one to the effecf
that thiere would be no train tiîroughi
that nighf. Tien, for tlîree terrible
lIours no news came to break the mono-
tony.

."Tlie wirc's dlowni,' said the oterafor
af liîugtli, iiglîting à cigar. "AVe -han't
lucar atui' more for a div or two. Only
hiope fbiey arer't ciean -%iped eut."

The very next instant lie sat up at the
instriiiit as tiiough avoice luad. haiied
liini fronut tue grave Tiiere -was a soff
t ick at the ky followed by a vibra fing
buzz. "It's trying fo speak," saidi le
mian ieiinieut. -Sounds as tluough
someonie's ini trouble."

T shian'f forget thte mintes thiat fol-
loîvud. as sv tood together utnt lue tiii v
office, waîtg tufoit bheumessage to cone

t luough Theu w five or us-tbe
operator. ri e, a iant qwcule. a

ra~ ~ ~ ~jis indprset rjî froni flie butsh,
ind lit' vsel f. \V .el iii a silent group.

sta rinid attiue iut-f iii euit, and you could
liave bceard a pi fui.

sufferin g among women and children.
For Heaven's pity send relief."

The operator sat back in* his chair and
laughed. It was not a xirthful laugh,
but the sort of laugh a man gives when
lie bas sùffercd long strain, and feels
tîtat strain to be suddenly relaxed.
"Tbey're clean burnt out," lie said. "But
listeti to it. For Hcave 9s pity send re-
lief. How, in the na e of thunder
can we whcn haîf the cèuatry between
us and them .is on fire, and thte bridges
down ?"

"How, indeed ?" I'repcatedl the ques-
tion involuntarily, and at the saume mo-
nment found nîyseli looking into the clear
grey eyes of Argos Joe, who was evident-
ly asking 1dm cen the same question.

Tbirty miles away lay Pi'.ald Gulcli,
where scores of -%vomen and ch.1dren were
slïivering ini saturated lothing-mafly
of them, no doubt, suffering f romt hurm
tlîey bad sustained by the fire. They
lîad n fond, n sbelter-nothing but the
Nvretelied. rags in wvhich thi y\ re stood,
and soon-very soon-night would be
tiponti lem -%wth its chilling xists and

ic ranglits fron the mountains.

çverl ca id, the silence, the starliglit-the
IIIndleii chilis that penetrate evry fibre
of MWt's inyalter the scorching heat
44 thle (LIavtine ? Tf vou do yoit will
gtw.-. wbnat it wnîl uean to -lie and11
-hiver iit wet elnotling wiile the weary

1110 b leftil -ong of flhe grousebirI-ý
startud Nwith tîte firsýt glinmer of muorfl-
ing. 

c

f, ý.

E lectric Light and Power Supt. Auooble eper iia
Eectrical WiriazPume

Telephone Expert Plo ljberi'kae
ArchitcctMuonuu rclar
Building Contracter Carpenter
Architectural Draftaman Painter, Sign and Card Writing
Concreto Engineer L'etter Wriii g

Mcclanial DaftmanRailroading
Steam EngineerMormn
Stationary Engineer

FREDERICK J. DRAKE &-COe.
1Dept. 28, lâL5 Michigan Ave.

chicago, Ill., U-SJL


