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T will do more than satisfy his craving
for ‘‘something sweet’'—it will supply
the.food elements needed to build up
his little body and help him to-gain in
health and strength
*'Crown Brand’’ is a wholesome, nourish-
ing food —as well as the
most delicious of table
syrups.:
The recipes in our new '
k, ‘'Desserts and P
Candies”, will tell you just how to use it, in many novel
ways. Write for a copy to our Montreal Office.
Dealers everywhere have “‘Crown Brand” in 2, 5, 10and
20 pound tins. —~ .

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED
MONTREAL, CARDINAL, BRANTFORD, FORT WILLIAM.

Makers of ““Lily White" Corn Syrup, Benson's Corn
Starch and ‘Stlver Gloss® Laundry Starch.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

'“The Kind Grandma Used”’

Real British West Indies Molasses—rich enough to goin
her Fruit Cake, Mince Meat and Plum Pudding—
delicious enough to be used for Gingerbread and
Molasses Cookies—pure and wholesome enough for
homemade Candies. ,

That’s what ‘‘Gingerbread Brand’’ is.

Fresh from selected sugar plantations in the British
West Indies in Nos. 2, 8, 5 and 10 lever-top carms.

This is the can
to look for

I,‘.’ your grocer shouldn’t have

' “Gingerbread Brand’’, don’t take
bulk molasses or thin syrups. Insist
on having the real thing.

Such Delicious Goodies

in our Molasses Cook Book. Real
+ recipes—tried and tested, simple
and practical, for every home.
Write for the book and get a can
of “"Gingerbread Brand’’ Molasses.

‘THE DOMINION MOLASSES CO. LIMITED, HALIFAX, N. S.
2 ““Gingerbread’’ for cooking and 3
Pacicers °f{ “NDomolco’”— for the table—the finest of them all.

Clark’s Pork and Beans

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

CLARK'’S PORK AND BEANS save

. you the time and the trouble. They are

prepared only from the- finest beans com-

bined with delicate sauces, made from

the purest ingredients, in a factory equip-
ped with the most modern appliances.

‘They are cooked ready—simply
warm up the can before opening

W. CLARK MONTREAL

When writing ad'vertisers, please mention The \Western Home Monthly
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all he could get next winter, for he realized
that Ben’s future was uncertain.

Round the fire at night time the two
—the man and the boy—talked at length
of striking the pay streak. Ben stated
that he- was “holding on a bit,” so that
ultimately he would be able to educate
Kitty in the way her mother was educated.
He spoke of music, fancy cooking, and
languages, but as the weeks passed by the
boy saw these things drawing no nearer
to Kitty’s life. Indeed, if you asked
him to-day he would tell you that there
never was any gold to speak of on all
Ben’s claim.

When the fall came Ben himself
evidently began to realize something of
the truth. There was no conversation
regarding Kitty’s future, but Ben would
sit and stare at the child, his pipe between
his two great fists, then he would turn
impatiently, but still hopefully, and glance
towards the fruitless trenches.

The flour bag was getting low, but
still—nothing doing, and at length the
inevitable evening came. Ben started
off by thanking the boy for the good
work he had done and for his kindness
to the kid, and he finished up by stating
that the claim was not sufficient to carry
two—he had feared it from the first. |

The boy understood, but when he looked
across at Kitty a lump came in his throat.
Presently he observed that there would
be mail waiting for him at Milween, and
that—“if it’s all the same to you, Ben,
I’d best hit out to-morrow.”

Ben nodded. ‘““The kid will miss you,
boy,” he said at length.

So it was with the boy. The arms of
coincidence are long and many. He fell
asleep with the scent of the blueberries
in his nostrils, and with thoughts of the
long, thirsty trail, and ‘“nothing doing”
in his mind: He awoke with the
scents still there, but with the merry
laughter of a child ringing in’ his ears.

The boy scrambled up. The sun was
warm, the air was keen, and there wag
something in the very atmosphere which
seemed to suggest he was starting life
anew. Kitty was scrambling along the
overgrown trail at the foot of the ridge,
pursuing something which was drifting
rapidly down the creek. Then, as the
boy looked, he saw that the creek had
risen at least a yard—there must have
been a cloudburst somewhere—and that
three of Ben’s fish floats had been borne
by the rising waters down into the creek.
It was these—the inflated musquash
pelts, Kitty was pursuing.

“I'm with you, Kitty,” shouted the
boy. “We’ll get them at the bend.”
And he started off through the brushwood,
whi}lle the spruce hens scattered from his
path.

Kitty, colored and breathless, awaited
him at the bend below. Directly ahead
the creek swerved to the left, the cliffs
rising a sheer fifty feet on the water
washed side. There was a pathwa
along the face of the cliff wide enouygh
for one to tread in safety, and along this
natural strata shelf the boy led the why,
Kitty at his heels. Had he been more
experienced in creek lore, had he even
given himself time to think, he would

Types of English soldiers fighting.on the western front. British official photograph. Note
the first signs of winter, the mufflers, and the covering for the barrel of the rise

“And T her. It's been home to me,
Ben.”

He was up, as usual, very early next
morning. He lit the stove, tidied the
shanty and set breakfast ready for cook-
ing. Then he went out quickly and did
not return.. He knew that the old man
would insist on his taking out a supply
of grub, and there was little enough
to spare. Besides, he had his little bit
of dust, and could pay for his own grub
back to camp. So he quietly left the
shanty ere Ben and the child were astir,
and hurried along the trail till he reached
the ridge above the creek. The spruce
hens were calling in the brushwood, the
sweet scents of autumn were abroad,
and here the boy flung himself down in
the blueberries and buried his face in
his arms.

Some men are never boys, some are
boys and men in turn, and some—a
blessed few—are boys and men in one.

He had seen strong men bury their faces
and weep—not  because  their boyvhood
had re-awakened, but because the man-
hood within them was broken.  The boy
~wept beeause he was 2 boy, and beeiause
fate mocked the manhood within  him.
“Not worth my keep!” he sobbed, “not
worth my  keep!”

It is not always great events, hut the
merest of trifles which decide the paths
men  tread. A stream across the trail
may divide the pathways of truese iriend-
ship, and often—how often! s~ the
voice of a child bound men together or

bade them walk apart.

not have ventured along that pathway,
for the cliffs here were of that formation

which woodsmen term “rotten.” ' Each

strata of solid rock was interset with a
layer of soft earth and as the flood-
waters undermined the cliff, the natural
pathways slipped down. So it would
go on till, by the slow silting process
the rotten face was washed away and the
solid bedrock laid bare.

All this never occurred to the boy
as he walked along the ledge, his gaze
fixed on the floats as they bobbed and
swirled over the face of the brown waters.
A dull thud, followed by a venomous
hiss, brought him to his senses and, look-
ing ahead, he saw that a miniature land-
slide had taken place, bearing away the
ledge. The face of the cliff had erumbled
downwards, so that the track they trod
ceased abruptly five paces ahead.

I[nstantly the boy realized the danger.
He turned, telling the child to run back,
but even as she set her feet to go she
paused, then came back to him shuddering
with fear. Dor directly ahead of her the
pathway had suddenly slipped down
mto the gulf. Thus they were stranded
on thirty feet of shelf, while two yards
lwll-lu\\' the creck rose steadily towards
them.

The boy looked up.  He himself might
cseape in  that direction, but it was
impossible to take the child. If they
vaited where they were till the shelf gave
way—as it undoubtedly would—they
would be sucked down and probniw]."
buried under the load of falling earth.
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