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The Western Home Monthly
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Price $7.00

The Vest Pocket

KODAK

is a. miniature in size—
actually small enough to go
into a vest or hip pocket—
but a thoroughly capable,
durable, practical and effi-

cient photographic outfit.

A Kodak on the farm, not only
means fun for the young folks, but
has an every-day, practical use-
fulness as well. Tells the story of
crops, new buildings under way—
stock and poultry for sale, ete.,
better than any description.

And the Vest Pocket answers
every outdoor need to perfection.

The size makes it as convenient
to carry as a pocket knife or
watch—the.fine quality of the men-
iscus achromatic lens gives you
pictures (size 1% x 2 inches)
of splendid definition and as full
of detail as the largest.

The Vest Pocket Kodak is made
simple and strong—nothing to get
out of order—is-always ready for
use, has a fixed focus—brilliant,
reversible finder—Auto-time Scale
loads and unloads in daylight with
Kodak film cartridge for eight ex-
posures—lustrous black metal fin-
ish Right as a watch in adjust-
ment and the refinement of every
detail.

Catalogue Free at your dealers or by mail

Canadian Kodak Co. Limited.

Toronto

Especially Good—
£ as a flavoring is
Mapleine

) A pure vegetable product
Bl that makes a perfect table
syrup by adding it to white
sugar syrup.

ok

/-

Al Vi

A

”“_Dlanm Also a dainty flavoring for
SR cakes, candies, desserts, ice

4 | creams and puddings.
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Crescent Mmuflchlﬁng Company, Seattle. Wash.
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“Why ?” he repeated.

S;fnd Fifty cents

receive by mail boys Russian
Blouse Suit, coat and trousers’
for age 1 to 6, of blue stripped
print. Add 10 cents for postage.

Standard Garment Co.,
LONDON, ONT.
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COUGHS

“Ain’t you going to eat?” asked Mac-
dollan,

Ginger Bill shook his head. “Ain’t
hungry,” he lied gallantly, but as Mac-
dollan closed his eyes a faint smile
curved his thin lips. “He’s a little ‘ero!”
:le mused complacently. “That’s what
e is.”

When night came on Ginger Bill was
aware that a fresh calamity had be-
fallen him. He had not noticed the
numbness creeping through his right
hand as the constant strain of the rope
deadened the circulation. Now he was
brought to the consciousness of the fact
th?.t his mind was hopelessly frozen.

‘Seems an unlucky year for me,” he
muttered, reluctantly confessing the
obvious; .then he ‘discarded his rifle and
cartridge belt, which could now be of
no further use to him. He piled up a
huge fire, sleeping with his feet close to
1t{, so that when it burnt low it wakened
him, and with the first pale streak of
dawn was astir. He fed his partner,
and ate a little pemmican himself with
wolfish hunger. Macdollan did not fail
to notice the trembling of his com-

panion’s hands, the black swollenness
about his lips, the starved and
cadaverous look which was quickly

warping his features. “A little ’ero!”
muttered the sick man, and a tear
trickled slowly down his cheek and froze
on his beard.”

“Ginger,” he added aloud, “why are
you doing all this for me? You don’t
know me, anyway; and you’re just
about all in.” )

Ginger Bill screwed up his face.
“Well because
you're just a woodsman, like myself,
and out in the forest here we have to

childish. He knew that the end of the
trail was very, very near, and he was
thinking of his partner’s wife and
kiddies waiting—waiting for one whom
they would see no more.

Later in the day, as he struggled in
the harness, he began t6 suffer from an
obsession. It was only the shape’ of -his
moccasins, constantly bobbing under his
nose, that troubled him. He tried not
to watch them, but had to. They held
his gaze with a strange fascination.

Then the burning thirst from which
he had suffered for days got worse and
worse. He ate snow by the handful till
it chilled his whole body, but it did not
assuage his thirst. His lips, black and
blistered, burnt like fire. His swollen

gums seemed to throb up to his.temples, ’

and  always—always the bobbing moe-
casing troubled him. -
All this he regarded as a natural part

of the proceedings -now that the end|
Once he al-|:

of the trail was so near.
most walked into a rift in the ice, and.
after that he forced himself to stare
‘ahead. Then he began to wonder what
day it was. This, in turn, became an
obsession. As a rule, names did not
trouble Ginger Bill, but he would have
given' much, “had he- possessed it, to
know the name of that particular day.

Darkness came, blotting the trouble-
some moccasing from his way. He did
not make camp—why should he? The
way was clear. He had only to keep

going till—he reached the end of the
trail. i
The moon came out, and bathed th
forest world in its soft splendor.  The
aurora hissed coldly and sullenly over
the treetops, as Ginger Bill's mind ran
wild in a chaos of thought.

He was:

A Line-up.,

T should do the
only an

stand by -one another.
same for you if you was
Indian.”

Macdollan groaned, and passed his
hand over his eyes. Only a woodsman
like Ginger Bill! No. no! He could
never be like Ginger Bill, in spite of his
thousands. Macdollan, the millionaire,
lying helpless in the heart of those
great silent forests, was well aware of
his own insignificance: He who, away
in New York City, held thousands in
his power, felt himself unworthy even
to shake the hand of this simple-souled,
red-haired little woodsman. He longed
to tell the truth, but he could not do
so. He, too, was thinking of a brightly-
lighted room, where a woman sat by
the fireside—waiting, waiting, and little

children looked up at her with sad and

wondering wistfulness,

“0, you little ’ero! You little ’ero!”
he muttered soulfully, but Ginger Bill
was already toiling and straining in the
harness.

That day Macdollan became delirious,
and proceeded to remain so. He had
suffered agonies since the race with
death began, but he had suffered in
silence, inspired by the pluck and
bravery of his companion. Now he cried
out in a frenzy of pain, and Ginger Bill
gathered that the sick man’s conversa-
tion concerned a wife and kiddies away
in sunny New York. The little man
dashed a tear from his cheek with the
back of his frozen hand, and toiled—on.

But things quickly passed from bad to
worse. ‘On the morning of the fifth day
Bill gave the last remaining fragment of
pemmican to his partner. Then he sat
down and wept, for he was a sick man.

&m5|a“d the weakness had made him

back at home, amidst faces familiar to
him—men and women who were holding
out helping hands which he could not
reach.
strolling through the woods with the
only human being towards whom he had
ever extended the love of brotherhood—
the dark-haired, bright-eyed boy.

The visions vanished. He was staring
ahead of him at a vague, strange light
that seemed to move and flicker among
the trees. It was a fire— a camp fire!
He fancied he could see the dark fig. es
of men moving about it. Then he
laughed aloud; for this was but one of
those distant fires which tired woods-
men see when they near the end of the
trail—fires which vanish as they draw
near,, then flame out again far ahead,
beckoning them on, on. :

Then Ginger Bill, the trapper, sank
to his knees.. " He was aware of a
ghostly shape approaching him across
the snow, then another and another. He
reached for his rifle.” It was gone. Then
he ‘smiled resignedly. =~ After all, this
wa§ but-the- natural course of events.
The old moose, driven from his place of
eminence in the herd, is speedily over-
powered and dragged down by wolves.
The old Indian, 1o longer able to travel
with his tribe, is left behind, and sooner
or later the wolves get him. And
Ginger Bill knew now that his turn had
come—it was but the law of the forest.

A cold muzzle was thrust into his
face; a warm tongue caressed his cheek.
Ginger Bill did not feel them. He lay
very still in the snow, his face down-
wards, and slept.

* * * * *

Thus the search party, who had set

He was back in his boyhood,-

out to look for Macdollan, t!Ie mii :n~

“chanical Cleanser.
contains no_Caustic or
Acid to get. near the
food.. It penetrates into
every corner and cuts -
every particle of grease
from the shelves and .
walls. Soap-cleaning
cannot do this satis- ;
factorily. b
Sprinkle some Cleameron {
a wet cloth or brush and "
go over every, part of the .
refrigerator carefully, after -
removing and cleaning'the -
shelves. Do this once a
week (the ice compart-
ment once in two weeks)
and it will always be
clean, sweet-smelling and ’
sanitary.

Many Other Uses and
Full Directions on

Large Sifter-Can, 10¢




