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I Th e ime to Prepare for a ra iny day
j s thnhe weather is fine " j

That is a truismn. Yet many a person who
would neyer for a moment dispute so obvious
a piece of common sense forgets that the
time to prepare for a financial « rainy day
is NO W, and that the way to do so is by
means of Life Insurance. To the great
majority Insurance offers the ornly way with-
in their reach of taking care -of the future
- not only the future of dependent. ones,
but their own as well.

The Great-West Life Policies provide such
Insurance on exceedingly attractive termns.

'Premiumn rates are low, and profit returns
to Policyholders are high. Personal rates
and fult explanations will be gladly given
on request. State age

THE GREAt- WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

DEPT."Q"
HEFAD OFF îoe - - -WINNIPEG

r OF CANADA
Loans for Livestock

I~1HE UION BANK 0F CANADA is preparedrII to make boans to good farinera on reason-
~Jable terms, to purchase cattle for feedingMaor breeding purposes.

It is ini the best interests of farmers to increase
their herds. Consult the Local Manager for
particulars.

Paid Up Capital - - - $5,000,000.00
Total Assets Exceed- - $109,000,000.00

The Plo;eer Bank of Western Canada

700 W Grain Exchange Winnipe&,

IV'en 'riingadvort-i#rs, please mention The II'cstci-i!Iome iluiithly

USE FORESIGHT

setu sum nad dyed the
western chywas deepcarmine,
weten a rdulymelting

jjto rose, as a husky you!ng- prairie fareclad in milkingItog ansd carryln a tin pail, made hie way
Iacross a field 6f summer failow to theI"crick pasture."

Hewas in search of a runaway cow--so
Ihe told bimself. So, tco, he had toîd? hie
j ired man who was at this moment-busy rounding up the r est of the bord,

and fastening them into their stanchions.
Buý the real reason for John Ward's

Self-impoeed, walk away from the soene of
hie evening activities, the real, undeniable
reason, was juat emerging from a corn-
field across the "crick," and it wore a
pink suhbonnet.

It--or rather she, for pf course -it was
a ehe-also cariZýail'and wae look-
ing for a stray bofih He saw the stir-
ring in the tail young corn at the saine
moment that sfic caught the first glimpse
of. his big straw Hât.

Both'of them assumed great surprise.
John, discarding hie pail, negotiated

the half-dry littie creek ini a single long
fo, anpsd was on bis neighbor's land

foeone could count to teff.
The girl flung off fier sunbohüet, dis-

closinz a head of hair like the finest of
corn uîlk, which hung i. two thick braide
down her back. The every daintily she
sat herseif down on the moaey bank
beaiçie John.

"DIad's getting a smmer boarder," sfio
remarked, after they fiad exchanged views
on various topica.

"That so?"'
"A Mr. Fitzherbert. He's coming to-

morrow."?
John made nd'immediate reply. 11e

hed forward and plucked a timothy
head, and began to chew the stalk end

"Make more work for you and your
ma," he observed at length.

1"Oh, we don't mind. If-if he'a young
fie'il ho good company."

"Huh," from John.
Hie removed hie too-steady gaze from

fier face to the fading light in the weet.
Well did he know that, be-John Ward-
wasn't "kood company" in the sense of
being witty and conversational. Very
suddenly now he became acutely conscious
of hie big hrown hands.- He stirred un-
easily, efioved hie hat to the back of bis
bead, and made ai if to rise. But the
girl resumed: -

"11e muet be awfuily clever. In hie
letter he said he wanted a quiet retreat,
where he could do a lot of writing. l'm
sure he'il be-nice. He's a scientist or
something."

She spoke dreamily, and with absent
eyes gathered a spray of Indian grass
and began to braid the strands togetber.

"Well, I muet be hunting Up old Red,"
said John, after a-short silence. "Seen
her up this way?"

"I heard ber old tin rattle. I think
she'e in your upper meadow over there,
John." tu

They rose, and John Ward cast a hasty
glance behi1id them, in the direction of
the Carr homestead, which l1y a quarter
of a mile away.

"' your pa secs me hi talking to
f ,ou, Rosemary, ha sure will throw a fit.
i don't mind for myseif, only he might
light onto yvou like he did that, time
before."

The girl shrugged ber shoulders.
"Your wheat's coming on fine, John,"

she said, desirous of cfianging an uripleas-
ant subject.

"Isn't it now? I tell you J'm proud of
that wheat!" TIhe young man spoke
from his heart. Such a lot depended on
bis crop this year. for if the grain meas-
ured up to hie fondest hopes he intended
to take a great big grip of his bashfulness
and propose to Rosernary Carr. This
was the proper juncture for bim to give
ber at least an idea of bis intentions. H1e
trîed, gulped twice, and--decîded to wai.
Poor John! He was a very plain fellow,
and honest to the heart's core. He fiad
no frilîs, no thetoric. He iVas juet as you
saw him, every one said. But what he
lacked in words he made up in deeds.
Up in bis bedroorn at home, carefuily
concealed in the depths- of a trunk, were
two life-saving 'medals he had won.
Somnewhere else, also out of sight, was a

-gilded certificate which stated that one
Jolii)W'ard, of V-aged tiveLty-three,

The Summer Boarder
By E. G. Payne

et cetera, wss the winner of that season's
inter-provincial plowing match.

John and Rosemary continued to gaze
acroas the' creeký at the great, fenoeless
expanse of young wheat that represented
the base and th.e substance of ail the young
man's hopes.

~"Well, I mâit be going," observed the
gel at length, and she sighed ver y softly
and picked up her sunhonnet. Then sbe
sent a furtive glanoe up at the broad
shouldered brown young giant beside ber.

"When Mr. Fitzherbert"cornes," she
said, "yoù must corne over, John. Weil
have lots of good times."

44Yo&frpa-"
"h.Dad's bakeorehniebt.

You h vken't been ove to the house for
ages. jte a

"I've been buey-and guess maybe
l'Il be busier than ever W.w. el-
good-bye."

John crossed the little m again,
but not as before, in an eer leap. This
time he walkedthoughtfuiy over on the
steppiùï stones. fHe found his mising
cow and marshailed her home. Then,
after bis chores were done for the mght,
he fiung himself into the old'hammock
by the porch alnd lay pondering upon
the mariner in wbich old Carr would
probably view the possibility of bimef, '
John Ward, becoming hie son-in-law. Hia
consent would Iikely be drawn from him
like a sore tooth, if indeed it could be
obtained at ail, under present conditions.

But if the wheat was a bumper crop, as
it now fairly promieed to be, ah then-

And John gazed, enraptured at the
shining planets overedwndering whc
was bis own particular st, that he might
be able to forecast to somne extent the
immediate future. If hall and drought
and ire, the tbree great enemies of the
Prairie farmer, only kept off.

Rosemary was enthusiastie about the
new boarder, the foilowing evening when
she and John met as'uea on the edge of
the Carr cornfield.

"I drove down to the village for him,
myself," she said, "and he compllmented
me on the way I managed the roadster.
He's reaily handeome-Mr. Fitzherbert I
mean, of coursW-and 1 don't believe he's
a day over tbirty. He's got lovely eyee
and a Çharley Chaplin mustache, and
he's slim and elegantly dressed, and-"

"I saw you driving him back," inter-
jected John, anxious to cut short the
description. "I was nwending a culvert
down there in my lowe field, near the
roed, when you went past. You didn't
see me."

'«I guess we were too busy talç He
was tellng me about places he avi~sited.
Oh, he's such an interesting taiker! 1He
knows evcrything, I believe. He cmn tel
yru ail about plants and minerals, andhe's got a queer lot of instruments and
thmngs-a magnifying lens, a telescope,
and tiny botties full of acid or sometbing.
And he's awfuily fussy about hie things.
He asked mother and me not to dust bis
room or move anything unless we told
him first, so he could cover themn up-"

"He sure must bf, a queer guy," said
John, with ill-concealed impatience. "Ain't
you going to sit down and chat a while,
Rosemary?"

For §he had continued to stand.
11 haven't got time to-ndght. I prom-

isedto play sorne accompanimente for
him. H-e has a lovely tenor voico, and he
said hé woufl sing for us this evenmng.
Wil-wiil you corne over, Johk?"

"Thanke, I-I have to look up that
red cow. She's off agamn somewhere."

John was staring at Rosemary's hait.
"How do you like the way I've got my

crowning-glory up?" she demanded, preen-
ing herseif before hils gaze.

"I like it best the other way," replied
John promptly.

"I put it up thie way so's I wouldn't
look like a rube from the tail grassp"
explained Rosemary, with a* saucy air.
"«It'e up on my head now for good.'

"What! You put it up just o0accoimt
of that-that-that--"

"Don't you cail Mr. Fitzherbert naines,
now, John Ward! He's a perfect jentle-
man."y

John wae silent. He was whittling a
poplar switch into the form of a flute.

"And, oh John," went on the girl, re-
summng her cager,recital after a. moment,
"he'e promised to teach mie how to fox
trot. Just think!"

John thought, ail right! And'a duil red
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~ FARMERS 1. M
Yoi will get good satisfaction and the best possible
eusl resuits by-empoying our seviesto look after
and dispose of your carload shipments of Wheat,
Oats, Barley and Flax. Liberai advances against
Shipping Bis at 7 per cent interest.

THOMPSOIN SONS & COt,,C


