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~'Regular Cash, Roturns
SAFETY FOR VOUR

INVESTMENT
Last yer 12% wm aseinien the. cpital
eniplsyed by the. Western Homes Umlted

Shareholdars reoeived 7 per oent.-5 per cent. went
te reserve account te produoe further earnings and
increase the value of the steck.

The Western Homes Limited, incerporated in 1914-
in business the past 14 years as Investment Agents,
wefl known and well thought ef-loans money ou first
mortgagesa-one ef the safest forma of invest ment
known-buys mortgages and agreements for sale at
advantagaous discounts, and builds homes for clients,
acaepting mortgages thereon a seaurîty.

The officers. and direaters are men of sterling integ-
rity-men you may know personally or bave heard of.

Shares ini this perfectly reliable corporation are st ill
for sale at par (0100 per share), although over half
the capital steck of M50,000 bas already beau eagerly
subscribed for. Fiva-year terme given, no intarest;
but ne more than 50 shares wili be allotted te ene
subeariber. It was voted at the ast shareholders'
meeting that ne Company shares would be sold after
this year for less than $110.

Investigate this splendid invest-
metOpportunit'y at once. FuIl
Infrmaionwli.ugly given. Write,

or if in Winnipeg, make a personal

lO7.lUCoai.israh Sal ug
M. WILLIS ARGUE

Preaident and Manager

omp mlm

Father Christmas
Pying a ReunEgagemnent

HATS how someone has described Easter.
The. goodold practice of exchanging giftsmu at Easter, just'as at Christmas, has become
more popular each succeeding year, .until

now it is almost universally observed.

The gift need flot be expensive ; usually it is some
simple bit of Silverware, some novelty, or a dainty
piece of jewellery.

A specially selected assormment of gifts suitable for
Baster, anid others quite -as suitable for Spring wedding
gifts, are included in a bookiet that is now ýeing
pririted.

Send us your narne and we wil reserve a copy for you.
A post card will do--send it to-day.

D. R. DINGWALL, Limited
Diarnond Merchants, Jewellers and Silversmiths

WINNIPEG
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flowng utaase ead andtereast
th ern, n til t seerned to m e, at e a
thm u t ilve known eth hat sh
mut a n was-well, theahoeles
worntaneat of my f"rtye-four yes
h o atave over kn ow . H r dispo sition a
asaid s cider negaër dsotn
taseaci s eher laky pieanrusht. Tin
broadofas hoer fas a apie ute, bony
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over h u pr oja ;tru e e roo ie an
lo ngr e al upp ra ; tones-an d hair
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hsle eradher lovelettes- andhe-
and then, bef te I open the wax-sealed
missive on which she bas penned: "To
be read by my nephew, John Whitcomb
Scott, after my last wish bas been ful-filled by him," I arn to reduce thern toashes with.Ahe life-size portrait of the
mnan, wbose name 1 bear. The silver-
frarned miniature of him, which has al-
ways held a place on Aunt Jane's secre-
tary is to meet a lika fate. The ring
that she alw. , s wore and the watch
charm, wbich bore a lock of ber hair and
her photograph, I arn to have as keep-

Everybody in Denfield knew that
these were the trinkets that John Whit-
comb had handed to a comrade for Aunt
Jane when he had feit Death's hand up-
on him, forty-four years ago.

"The whirn of a bomely, lonely, old
maid, wbo bas been cheated out of the
pleasures of life by grirn Fate," I mused
as I slipped the faded, lavender ribbon
from the bunch of letters that bore Aunt
Jane's large, mannisb scrawl. The last
eue was dated Nevember 24th, 1875.
The day that John Wbitcomb died from
yellow-fever.

1 have it stamped on my memory, bc-
cause at that hour for the fifteen years
that I spent under Aunt Jane's vigil,
she always donned me in my Sunday
best and taking me by the band, as she
precisely did every Sunday morning. at
a quarter to ten, she went to the little
chapel at the end of the street, and
spent a full hour at the foot of the
altar.

I unfolded the yellowed sheet and
read:

"My Life. The morning mail brougbt
me yourdaily letter. I kiss you good
morning. .. .... My darling, if you
could feel the throbs that your wvords
mend through rny veins, when I sec it in
your dear, dear baud that you will be
with me this week night. SilIy one, as
tlîough my trousseau bas flot been ready
and waiting thisi six-nay, this ten
'nonths, and as thougli if it wasn't that
1 should put off our wedding for such
lilfering trifles. 1 kiss vour dear lips
a tlousand times for the kind tbought
ot iny comfort.

'How happy 1 am, having your love
and. knowing that so many, many girls
-liand(some, accomplished and vibrating
with- womanly charrn-would throw
thieitiselv-es at your feet. . ..... coiint
the iiutes until vou shall be with nie,

.............................................

s Love Lettoni
RPAe Lunn

4d neyer te be parted until Death-my' love,
er that. word, 1 knew net wby, sends a'

rshiver' tbrough my boues. like thest
northern winds will te .yeur south-

y, tempered body.
ig "That also rerninds mie, my dearest,

Ithat I arn by this mail sending you a
-sbirt-knit by my own bauds--for you
*te put on when you reach New, York.

[y You see, rny dear John (how I tbrill at
d tbat name) that already I feel as
y, tbough you were mine. I wake at night
re full of f ear lest sornething befaîl thea.
is

'd "My sister Letty bas a little boy. I
b ave requested bier te naine it after yeu.

1-She Is net at ail sprigbtly....
le "My love, my life, my ah, I look for

d tbee se! Already my peu bas put a
dmark tbrough another day on inm calen-

dar, thus bringing yen eue day nearer
dte me. I kiss your sweet picture that
Sstands in its own place on my secretary,

wbcre rny eycs' can feast on it every
morning ounrny awakening. My peu re-

dfuses te stop, although Old Pete bas
ebeau at the gata for five minutes. Your

wifc of a week fromn to-day sends you
her life and awaits your coming with
wbat pleasure I cannot express on this

ipaper. A million kisses. Good-bye,
your gawky, bomely, Jane."

1, Tears dirnred my eyes and coursed
down my chcks. "Poor Aunt Jane," I
murrnured, "with the death of my motb-

der and thie terrible blow-for this oe
rlatter eau make my very seul to féaI
ewbat you must bave suffered-the tor-

*- turcs, tbe slecpless nigbts, the beart-
eaches-" and I buried my face in my(

b ande, my thoughts travelling back to
s my boyboed days wbcn I bad iuwardly,-,,,
1reballed at Aunt Janc's sourness.

Musedly, 1 wondarcd wby she had al-
eways been se ready te strike a death
tblow ou my youtbful lova affairs, nip-

ping ther n m the bud as sevcrely as sbe
pruned bier gcraniums in Auguat. Iu
fact it was only of recent years that
she bad overlooked my marriage enough
te pay me a short, yearly visit. My
wife called bier "a deg iu tbe manger."

John Wbitcomb's letters ware those of
a lover calling bis mate. As 1 rcad their
age-tinted pages my beart suffered that
hcavy, duil ache tbat I bad suffered as
a ehild. "I really do net wonder that
Aunt Jane found any other man dis-
tasteful 'te bier. It was thie great, over-
whelrning sorrow that made bier se acrid
-se peppcry," I1ineditatcd as I regret-
fully cut the canvas from its frame and
procecdcd to carry out bier bidding.

"She ne doubt bad net the beart te
Ieaving the portrait of .ne se sacrcel te
do it bereîf, ana did net wish to die
bier, te be trcated ligbtly by strangers,"
1 muscd as I watched the fiames lick
over the strong, bigh-bred features.
Wbcn the cinders ef destruction had
ceased te glow, I teok my penkuife and
gently broke the seal of Aunt Janc's
hast carthly message.

A creepy sensation swcpt over me.
Have you ever opened sucb a missive at
the dead of nigbt and in a bouse tbat is
alive with the stilîness that emells of
death amid the resurrections of cbild-
bood memeries? I could bear Aunt
Jane's stentorian voice calling me te go
te bcd.

Ncrvously, I unfolded the sheet of
crackling paper and read:

"Johni,-Yeu eau laugh at me now, but
I cannot dia without confessing te sorne-
eue. It is terrible-only tbose wbo are
unfertunate enougb te bc hike me eau
know wbat it is te ba se homcly and
with sucb a temper and disposition. Oua
of the tbrce is bad cnough-but ah o!
thern!

"I bave got mucb comfort fromn thase
letters, for peoplc took pity on mc. I
wrote tbcm myscîf. His witb my left
baud.: The miniature I found when at
boarding sebool and I bad the painting
mnade from, it. The ring and lockct were
your mothcr's. Jane Griffith."

Somehow, I could not smile-I wept.

Our Frontispie ce
The fine illustration in two colore 0on

the front page o! this issue o! The Wes-
tarn Home Monthly is from a photejraph
by Abbe J. P. Bell Co., photographars,
Lvnchburg, Va., U.S.A.
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