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hundred and fifty miles is merely a stone's castIn the spnng fifteen thousand homesteads wiU bethro«^ open for entry, so that presently Tt wSlseem that all creation is trekking this way^

kntA^°VA '^•J"''^" »° ^"'-vision toknow that the land has a future above anxietvUp this trail there is a new world to be possessed'an unequalled empire, in which men mayChSand yon as they please. It gives my feet aTtaceat«movement to think of it. Some lytl^^Tewho might fear the trail, but this were foolS. Its good to ride on a long trail and laugh out louk forsheer joy. On the trail, the ear of Society is closedand there are smoked goggles on her eyes.
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*"'^'"« *° * stripling from Nova^t.a who has been here these four monthsWhen first he came, there were but threeS inthe village; now. there are eighteen. As a result

oetter attended and is more amicable.
Besides his " outfit," this Nova Scotian is takini,

W„ u
"^"^ng to secure a sufficiency of monevHe hopes to get a steading that will'^ne dTbe-"com^ a town site. This is the dream of evenr

rambow Perhaps, my Boy o' Dreams may find

onfarrsThaTwiii^Sr-ii'jrrbfr
not pei^uaded any girl to^ccomtan^hiS to cCd

Orves I I t^ i '"'"P''* ""^^
'
^h''t ^as it ?"h yes I I remember now. I am already married.
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