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seunded from dowu the creek-a yap-
pnahd n rllngand yelping, followed

bthe niefmany animais crashing
thiogh ii.buah.

VTa theti ogRupertilt" muttered
En. Yougetbak partuer, and look

out-for yorief. Pv. let you in for this,
«ad I'mto don. up for you ever to get
me out."

Rupoet reallzed the. magnitude of the
misortune 'whleh hd befallen them. If
thOY, loet their dog team there wae no
possible hope for eltiier of them in the
middst of :tht. interminable wilderness.

"FUI not leavlng you here, Éen," he
answereê, %'r the. wolves will be back at
you: iz thme minutes. Cleneli your teeth,

Rupert thanked hies 'stars that lie was
a pôwerful man. He heaved hie partner
S o h is shoulder, and shuffled back to-
vards their' camp. As they neared it
the hubbub subsided, and they saw four
Sr Sv, grey giioste gldýe ,away into the.

PFpm the signe i the snow, it was
char that the wolves had'ruehed their
camp and scattered the terrifled doge.
One only of them remained by the fire-
the. wlse old leader, who Wae huddled so
near the. flames that hie coat was singe-
lng. Tii. ul.d-was overturned, and its
preelous contente littered ail over th&P
snov, a large proportion of thèir stores
b.ing apoilt.

]Rupe rsrt thouglits were for hie

partner ., He pulled ont their sleeping
bgadhelpeci Ben into 5t, saying that

If the, froet got into hie wounde it
wouild be a serlous matter.

<'t'a a serlous matter anyway," Ben
r.plied. "Three hundred miles from
anyhLere, one dog, precious littie grub,
ànd me. disablecL"1

"We'l pull through nomehow," replied
Rupert, thougli ail thinge coneidered,
there wae no particular reason why lie
should thlnk so; then lie set to work to
build a huge lire in a creecent ail round
them, and as the flame burnt up he was
etartled euddenly by a wet muzzle being
tbrust into hie face. It was Beesy, who
eomnehow had escaped the wolvee, and
Ilve minutes later Sarah, a second dog
came back, limplng and exhausted.

'iThat's three doge, anyway," observed
Rupert. "We'll get you out yet,
partner."

Rupert experienced a busy night of it,
attending hie partner'e wounds, and
getting tlieir gear into order. The
muscles of Ben's riglit leg were bad!y
Iacerated, and it would be soine time ere

sh.could walk, even if lie escaped blood-
polsonlng and ail went weIl.

At leait half of their supply of storesmabeen destroyed by the wolves, and
having set thinge in order Rupert went
back te tthe dead caribou, fought two
*olves for the possession~ of it, and eut
away as mucli of the. meat as he could

The, return jeurney te the shanty was
a memorable anc. Rupert and hie tliree
doge could manage only te drag the eled
for a few yards without resting and
trampling down a fresli pathway
through tue snow. Rupert was begin-
'aing te feel the pangs of hunger, for lie
hadp ut himsecf on short rations,,and
wonld toudli none of the caribou meat.
That was for hie invalid partner, and
there was littie enough of it. 'il have
ta, feed you up on the fat of the land,"
lie explained ironically, when Ber> urged
him te take hie share.

It took thom four days to regain the
sbanty, and thon came the terrible busi-
ness of ctting awvay Ben's clothing.
Ben 's temperature was up, and hie arme
and legs wore hideously gashed and cnt.
He muet have been suffering agonies,
but ail lie rernarked was: "I aia't oaly
let myseif in, but I've lot you in too.
That'. wliat troubles me most."

For, a time Ber> was too ilI ta notice
that hie partner .w-as chauging daily. Ben
-%vas a sick man, and plenty of food wvas
neeessary for Min or le ould have
sunk rap)idIy. Fael day Rupert traniped
miles in search of game-tramnped oit an
empty etomadli, till iekness foreed hini
tô retnrn. Ho sione reaiized titat tley
w~ere Up against it-three hundred miles
from anywliere, three weeks' grub, onlv
three do gs, and hie partner sick and dij-
abled . No wonder hoe begrudged himsecf
every mouthful lie took from their pre-
mious store.

Rupert's hunting excursions were
fruitiess. He spoke of woives in pienty,

A n Appreciation
TU. Ooeaon of 77w. Western Home Monthly enterang as new homebouhusheoUwn

#encroua apprcuat ion fro a lady wo has read ite magazine r grfihteyar
taito iisonteot. boit kon Western Cantidian writers. It i3 almost too mtgch to
= hital aur readers will join in iter anthem of praise. but me take the liberty ofpb t.,hngaiasan idal. if not et auained. uwel worth ospiring to.-Ed.

"Like moat ter Western institutions Thte Western Home Monthlly stands,
and has alwaqys stood, for real, 'live', up-to-t he-minute progressiveness..
In indiviual lufe one must move forward or backward, for le remain
sltonary meansstagnation. Titis is no whiit less Irue olthte business
lufe. Therefore a change is but a phase of growth, and a move forward
and upward becornes a landnuark along the pat of true success. Al
wlio have known and loved this splendid magazine, whicli, from ils
incept ion, upwards of fifleen years ago, lias grown to be one of te
leading Canadian periodicals, and lias been tlie montitly ch cer-bringer
ta many a lone prairie hom est ead as weil as ta titousands cf homes of te
weil-to-do, wili note witli lie keen est interest ils entrance upon a new
and hliterto undreamed-of Prosperity. Upon thte ove cf aractier year
every wel-wisher cf thte magazine wiil say 'Godspeed'.

"Among tite many Western Canadian publications, Thte Western Home
Monîtily is easily tite best suiled Io tite interesîs cf tite Western home.
It is a friend wliose acquaintance, once made, ne one would willingly
relînquisit. Ils healtity tone and distiicîly Western 'atrnospltere' as
well as its sirong moral uplift, carry instant appeal. Being lte
pioneer magazine cf lte West il lias seen and recorded hisîory--our
own. history--and if for no ailier reason il stands unique as a Canadian
institution.

"Thte disasirous fire which wiped out the old home of Tite Western Home
MonihLy last spring would seem te be but a stimulaî ing and regeneral-
ing process in te evolut ion of te life cflte periodical, for, like lte
phoenix of aId, il lias risen frcm uis embers ta a fuller oand yet more
splendid existence.

"They who contrai the destiniles of Tite Western Home Monthlly have
endeavoured aiwaysto place lte public welfare aitead cf mere comn-
mercial success and te happy resuit is seen in te constantly increas-
ing subscription lists and in the nurnerous letters cf appreciat ion
witicli corne inta lte office eacit day from readers witose common cry is:
'Wesirnply couldn't do wthout i&'.à

"It is a sobering tou glt to reflect ltat ones influence may reacitfromlte
iteart cf a busy metropolis like Winnipeg cultle lite very rernotest
corners cf our greal land. Tite bst is none toc goad ta cfer lte readers
of Thte Western Home Monitly. Se, now, upon tit lreshold cf anewv
year il is good te know titat we are ta receive 'tel'est' eacit mentit al
Iliroug thlie year, as in lte pasi-tte l'est in itory, science, fiction,
and in ail cf lte various déparîments whicit go ta make up an ail-
round farniiy makaz ine. One of lte fines£ features cf thte Monîhly is
lte page captioned 'Thte Philosopher.' Condensed news from alover
te globe is given us under te ieading 'Whaî lite Worîd is Saying.'

Thete win deparîments-Tle Young Man and Ris Problem' and
'Thte Young Woman and Rer Preblern' are abiy handled l'y leading
writers-Rev. Dr. J. L. Cordon and Mrs. P. R. Ham ilion. Miss E.
Cora Hind, a itigitiy successful journal isi and bus inèss wornan, wrîîtes
each montit for women readers in 'Tite Woman's Quiet Hour.' There
is ne phtase cf Western life wiîh witicit Miss Hind is noîfamiliar, and
lier artidles are eagerly read l'y ihousands cf brairie wives and melters.

-Mr. Bonnycastle DaIe*s intere.4ing and often hurnorous accounts of life
aleng Pacific Coast waters a,?i"egi4r items of lte Monîhly's bill q/
f are, and Dr. Leonard K. HirscltberÉg&s-medîJcaJ taiks have been a
ver itable boon ta, studenîs cf itygiene and toaail who have aI iteart lte
pliysidal welfare of cur rising general ion. Mr. Max McD, Tait, in itis
gripping tales of early days in lte Alberta foothilîs, carnies us back
10 lite era of lte buffale and te redskin, and gives us many sideligitîs
upon te Iawless ie cf lte 'sevenlies and 'eighîies when confi icîs
beîween lte Royal Northt-West Mounted Plice and whiskey smugglers
were maters cf everyday occurrence.

"This i.' the day of the short &tory. As naver before, there is a crying
demand for this type officton-the crisply wriîîen, graphic, thoroughly
'live' tale with a plot and a 'punch'. The Western Home Monthly
lias among4ts regular story contributors such writers as: H. Mort imer
Baîten, Francis Diokie, W. R. Gilbert, E. L. Chicanot, Aubrey
Fullerton, M. L. Hayward, Hugh S. Eayrs. Margaret Bemister,
Miriam Elston and Charles Dorian. The Monîhly owns to a pre-
ference for stories which reflect Western life in ils truest aspect, and
of these it can promise a juIl complement for the coming year.

"Last, but l'y no means least, is the Editorial page. Behind ail this
excellence is the man who has made il poîsibe-the Editor. To him,
therefore, as a splendidly able general, one who brings to, the conductof his affairs the larger vis ion and the broad and optimistic outlook,
together u'ith the keen palrioticfervor of the true Westerner, we render
respectful homage and look Io him for further inspiring leadership.

"'May The Western Home Mont hiy, as it enters mbint s commodious newhome on Bannai yne Avenue, and ope'ns another chapter of its life,
continue to be the ivelcome guest in the thousands of homes of its old
establishedfriends, as well as open ing up new channfls of friendship
all over ibis broad land of ours. May il, like the New Year:

'Ring out false Pr ide in place and biood,
The civic slander and the spite;,
Ring ini the love of truîh and ri ght,
Ring in the common love of good.'
'Ring out oid s/tapes o/foui disease;
Ring out the narrowing lusi of gold;
Ring eut flhc thousand wars of old,
Ring in lite lhou.sand years oflpeace.8
'Ring in the val tant iann and free,
The larger heart, thte kindlier hand;
Ring out the darkness o f thte land,
Ring in the Christ that is 10 be!-

-E. G. B.

but no game other than that whlch the
wolves were to bie heard pursuing. "If
the wolves can find gaine it must be
somewhere," he told himself. "'In My
opinion we're somewhere just on the
edge of a great game belt, and wvhen
Ben can be lef tin going te make a
long trip away te the west."

A week later the two men shook
biande grimly. It was neck or nothing.
Ben had declared himself able to attend
bis own requirements, so Rupert was
going out-out on the grcatest hunting
trip of hie life, for upon its success
rested the lives of both of them. Hie
snowshoes were on hie feet, his rifle over
hie shouider, and the leading malamute
at his lieds. On hie back lie carried a
liglit stampede pack containihg a little
grnb, which lie had sworn not to tondh
until compelled. And se the two shook
hands, knowing that they miglit neyer
meet again, and with a cheery "Ise long,"
Rupert closed the door of the shanty.

A week dragged by. For Ben it was
a week of silçnce and pain. Neyer liad
a year seemed so long, and as the dark
gloomy days dragged by, Ben began to
think things over. It was hie fool.
hardiness which had let them in for
this, and if they both perished mniserabl
in- the-bush, lie was to blame. Rupert s
life would be on hie hands. 1He lfimped
across te their stores in the corner, and
laid cverything ont on the floor of the
but. There was not very mucli mors
titan would make a good squaLre meal for
onc hearty man.

That niglit, as hie lay awake, Ben
pondered the position from another
standpoint. Before hie mental vision
rose a picture of hie partner tottering
back to the shanty lire-six daye from
now. "Ben," lie would mutter between
white lips, "there ain't no game in this
eternal wilderness. I've faiied. For
heaven's pity give me somns grub."

Then lie pictured himsecf iimping over
to the rice bag and sliaking out a few
grains, turning up the sugar tin for a
mere spoonful of sugar, and rummaging
in the bag for the last of the oniens.
And Rupert wouId look at him and say:
"le that ail, Bon ?" And hie would be
compelled to answer in the affirmiative,
compelled to ewn that hie himself liad
consumed the rest, hie whe was solely
responsible for their terrible plight.

"No! No!" cried Ben aloud, sitting up
in the darkness. "WVhen my partnor
cornes back lie'll find a meal awaiting
hum, even if it's a month to*morrow."j

It was, indeed, almost a month lator
'wlen Ben>, white faced and tottening,
scoopcd the last of the flour inte the
palme of hie hande, added the remains
of the sugar and some baking powder,
tlirew in a dozen currants, and proceeded
to bake a cake. It was a fair sized cake,
and it smelt glorions. He laid the pro-
cious thing with tender 'bande in the
baking tin, covered it over with a clath,

SMALL DOCTOR'S BILLS

Sciontiflo Feeding the Way te Reduce
Them

A little science in the selection of food
ieads to good health and emaller doctor's
bis. 111 health flot only cuts down the
earninge but increases theý cost of living,
too. As many ailments corne fromn im-
proper feeding it stands to reason yau
wvoî't need the doctor so often if yoii
feýd yourself and family right.

Thie Principal of a sehiool writes as foi-
lows: "Wben 1 began the use of Grape-
Nuts my wife and I were at a resort for
our hiealth in South Texas, and our lives
wvere ifl(eed miserable as a resuit of
continuai bad health, and heavy doctor's
bills.

-"A merdhant advised me to try Grape-
Nuts as a diet. Doubting that it wonid
benefit me anjy, T took home a package,
and before 1 iiad lis'ed tlais box I had
beguai to sece the goo(l eflect it had on
ni' (igestion, 801sone>ititued its use. I
dicouît iîîued me(lieiie altogyether as

ha p-Nus Wa (liitg more for nie thati
ail tlie itelîcitîe I Iad taken.

'W lien 1 ret tiritel ]oiote my friends
andaîigbo,. Iarlkew nie, I had

improvc(-d so in lhealthi, appearance and
energv.

"I recomimend Grape-Nuts for a plain'
simp)le diet full of nourishiment, just the
thing for that worn and tired ont feel-

iî~"Naine furnislied by Canadian
l) '.tum Co., Windsor, Ont.
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