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Mr. Farmer:
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) O you ever think of the plight of your family
if ever you were Kkilled or carried off by
disease ? Now your earnings provide them

with the comforts they deserve. Your wife is free
from worry. Your children are obtaining a good
education. Your love shields and protests them,
and they are happy. But what would happen if
the ‘“unexpected " should overtake you ?

Deprived of your support and protection, your

wife would be compelled to take up the burden as

a breadwinner. And, lacking your skill and train-

ing, she would be forced to the added expense of

hiring help to work the farm; or your children

might be forced to leave school to help with the
- work, and thus lose their education.

Make adequate provision for your family by means
of Life Insurance, the only sure way to provide
for the future.

The Great-West, Life issues Policies to suit every
need and circumstance. Do not put it off any
longer, but write now for information—a post card
will do—stating age, to

The Great-THest Life

Aggurance Company
Dept. “Q™

HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

UNION BANK-

Head Office, Winnipeg
Total Assets over

Deposits over $90,000,

OF CANADA

| Loans for Livestock

T HE UNICN BANK OF CANADA is
prepa:2d to make loans to good farmers

on reasonable terms, to purchase cattle
for feeding or breeding purposes.
It is in the best interests of farmers to increase
their herds. Consult the Local Manager for
particulars.

Paid Up Capital - - - -
Total Assets Exceed - -

$5,000,000.00
$100,000,000.00

o000 THE PIONEER BANK OF WESTERN CANADA

$109,000,000

' THOMPSON, SONS & CO.

700 W Grain Exchange

#@ 18 FARMERS ! @ &

You will get good satisfaction and the best possible
cash results by employing our services to look after
and dispose of your carload shipments of Wheat,
Oats, Barley and Flax. Liberal advances against
Shipping Bills at 7 per cent interest. : : : :

Winnipeg

When writing advertiscrs, please mention Thcﬁ’l'y{crn Home Uonthly
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and keeping them out of mischief. But
somehow, Dorna wanted a little mischief
thrown in.

staple viands that make harvest time the
season of all seasons.

The boss of the outfit was a ferocious

In another year the; would have per-“~looking individual with bearded jaws and

formed the necessary duties to make the
triangle ranch theirs. They would be
land wealthy. They might sell and move
to Baker or another city and taste of the
easy life, thought Dorna. The secret of
her unrest was that she wanted someone
to love her.

Ranching in times of peace is difficult
enough. When the war came and took
away all the young men the work multi-
plied and new burdens piled up.

Even “Reggie” would be a help in these
times, Dick confessed, and Dorna agreed
with him. Indeed she had been thinking
a great deal of young Furlow in those
trying days. She wondered if he had
found himself or just naturally drifted to
the dogs. Perhaps he had enlisted. But
no, he would be turned down as physically
unfit.

She had not much time to dwell on
those things. The most important thing
was to get a threshing outfit for the
grain they managed to stook by arduous
overtime. ( \ W

She was out looking for the cows early
one morning and went as far as the highest
plateau on the ranch in search of them.
This was a flat piece of ground only about
an acre in extent and fivé hundred feet
above the river. It’s sheer edge was
thickly grown with giant timber and the
view over the forested valley to the east

superb.
“This is where the ranch house should
be,” she mused. ‘It should have a broad

sharp eyes. He moved slowly, and
seldom spoke, giving the impression that
he was a bigger man than he was. He
loaded his own wagon to nearly twice the
height of the others and unloaded it in
the same time as the other loads that were
brought up to the separgtor. This marv-
elous feat proclaiming him the champion
sheaf handler of the outfit placed him in a
class by himself more than the fact that
he owned the outfit.

On the last day of the threshing he re-
marked to Dick: ‘“Why don’t you let
somebody run this ranch that knows
how?”

“I’'m satisfied with the way it’s run,”
retorted Dick, acidly. -

“Tt’s not fair to the women,” went on
the thresherman.

“What do you know about the way this
ranch is run?”’ asked Dick, evenly.

“Anybody can see that your women
folks are drudging and getting no fun.
You spend too much time drawing tanks
of water for the stock—you’d save time
by having a ram or a power pump.
Then, you lose a third of a day chasing in
cows, running all over the mountains for
them instead of havinga fenced-in pasture
for them. You told me when you en-
gaged my outfit that help was scarce.
Machines are plentiful and more constant
than hired help. You haven’t enough
up-to-date machinery on your ranch.”

Dick .could not afford to quarrel with

Canadian cooks, with their gas masks at the alert, taking tea up to the men in a village
near the line.

verandah here right to the edge 6f the hill
where one could just sit and enjoy the
gorgeous view. A tennis court and lawn
there,” she indicated. ‘“Barns and gard-
ens and everything else far away—this
secluded for decent living. Oh, if we
could only afford it! Wonder what
smoke that is 'way down the valley, a
threshing outfit, I sure believe.”

She told Dick about it and he promised
to go down next day and make arrange-
ments if he could.

An Indian brought in the week’s supply
of papers, a catalog and a magazine.
Letters were rare. Dorna took a notion
to read the papers before the catalog and

in the casualty lists there published she‘

saw the name of Capt. Reginald S.
Furlow among the ‘killed in action.”

She put the paper down suddenly and
without saying a word to her sister who
was washing dishes she went to her room
and gave up to a half hour of quiet
sobbing.

Dick saw the list, too. But both he and
Bertha took it with the impersonﬁil grief
that goes out to all who fall in 'battle.
Dick grunted:

“Wonder how he ever managed to get
into the army!”’

The threshing outfit was engaged byt
would.be several days getting round to
the triangle after working all the ranches
in the valley. :

Meantime Bertha and Dorna busied
themselves with special cookery#for the
occasion, dainty things to ge“with the

this man. He would want him another
year. He therefore humored him.

“Of course anybody is free to criticize,”
he said.

Dorna was after cows next morning
when she ran across the thresherman on
the high plateau. The outfit was ready
tomove out.

; “Come here a moment,” he called to
her.

v “Just look at that view,” he invited.
“The dream valley of the Rockies!”

“It’s lovely—I've looked at it often,”
she responded.

“I'd love to build a home here,” he
went on, musingly. Then approaching
Dorna more closely, he said, passionately:

“Dorna, I'd love to have a home here

with you as my wife. Will you have
me?”’

Dorna looked at him starkly. And
staring thus she made a discovery.
Through the wreath of whiskers she
identified him as Reginald Strong Furlow
—she wasn’t sure, so well was the illusion
of changed speech and changed appearance
carried out.

“Come, Dorna, dear—I see you know
me. A lot of changes can take place in
two years but you have not changed. I
left here determined to do something
worthy of you. I took the doctor’s advice
and rested two months, taking mild
exercise and special diet. Luckily my
uncle kept up small remittances or I
should have gone under. He was killed
in action the other day, poor chap.”

“T read of it,” Dorna breathed. “I
thought it was you.”
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