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HarvetingReturns
Made Easy for Farniers

T O.make accurate returns 'of'
your harvestirig. -and, in
fact, of the whole year's

work. on the farmn, it is necessary to
keep. a set Of books--cumbersome work
generally. WVe are issuing a ""Farmer's
Record and Account Book" which re-
quires no knowledge of bookkeeping

*whatever. The, book will be sý?ft free
to any farmner sending us his name,
address, and date of birth.

-Send for a copy-w-ihile they Iast

The Great--West Life Assurance Co.
D.pt."Q"

Head \Office -WINNIPEG

In writingj please mention this paper.
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FURC LOSUR
Fereooure oft.n follwd death under the. .ld mortgage system.
Undr our system your prop.rty in cleared et your d.ath end

turned over to your haire fret of enoumbrance.
W. can rnow accept application, for Mortgag. Loanu on lmprov-

.d Farmw Lande and lmproved City Proporty te a totff1 of

ONE MILLION DOLLARS
This money won't last long on thoe terme

-dvins unm of youIrroquir*entem-NOW.
TH E

NORTH WESTERN LÎFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

J. F.C. Manlove H. R.8. McCabe, F. O. Maber
Prosident. Managing-Dir. Secretary.

-,Portage and Garry, WINNIPEG

Live Stock will
M.Establish- Our future

Mr.H. S. Ar kell, Cana-diaxp Live Stock Com.
miissioner, before the Swine Breeders'Association

etOttawa, said: "Our future. financially and
uiationally,, depends to a large extent "!on de*
velo'Pment'of our live stock industiy. It is live

stock that- is going t&e tablish our future.."
This Bank is always ready to consider the needi
of the farming community-and is prepared te
loan to responsible fakzners for buying and carry.
ing cattie, etc.

UNION BANK 0F CANADA
THE PIONEER BANK 0F WESTERN CANADA 365A

. The Matinee Idol

"Rosalie! Don't joke. I-'s serious. P' gel tweii.t a week nouw.x

Writien for The Western Home Monthly by Edith G. Bayne

OSALIE Duprez leaned againat
* the balcony-rail of the

and mischievously tossed a
red rose-the mate of the one

that nestled in, ber dark, curly hair-
down to Pierre Latupe, wlio tood below.
He cauglit it deftly, and then hesitated
a bit before fastening it on bis coat. H1e
repeated bis question,

"Who gave you it, Rosalie ?"
"Are tliey not beauties, Pierre!" she

countered. "I bave balf.a.dozen, each as
largi as a teacup?"

*The frowning Romeo frowned biarder
than ever. He slirugged bis sboulders
and spread out bis bands ini a char-
acteristic gesture.

"Red roses like these cost five piastres
a dozen," he remarked. "Some fool and
lis money must bave kissed a long good-
bye."

"Everybody doesn't squeeze the nickels
tillt the king yells," said the girl, witb or
witbout malicions intent.

"But make haste and come down,»
Pierre pleaded.

"Are we going to the Jazzatorium ?"
asked Rosalie in a pretty, coaxing voice,
as she descended the steps slowly, tbe
better pcrliaps to, display bier dainty,
silk-clad ankies.
. "Let's go to the park. It's too nice to

be inside anywhere to-day, Rosalie?"
«You're flot broke, Pierre!" cbaffed the

girl, taking bis arm. "If. you are, l'Il
stand for the tickets. I got my bonus
to-day."

"'It's not that. We could go to the lake
if you like."

"Wlihy not the Jazz-"'
"On a day like tbis? The Bond Dieu

t degnt otensend sucli a Saturday after-
noon. Sucli air, such sunshine! And the
bird-songa-"

"Wliat are bird-songs when you cari
listen to that melting tenor wlio sings to
cliarm the heurt of a stone? Ah, wbat a
voiced" and she sigbed rapturously.

Pierre Latupe frowned again.
"That pig!" lie growled.
"He's a gentleman and an artist!" re-

torted the girl. "Ali Italian aristocrat."1
"H1e an' Italian Y" l'Il wager lie nover

sa* Italy! "
"Oh, be contrary then! But I tell you

he's a great star not yet discovered. And
lis figure-")

"Too mucli stomach)!"'
'Mis liandsome coal black hair-,
"Dyed."y
"Ris smie-
d'Rosake, don't ho buffaloed. Riswords, his\voie-tlîey are flot the sof t,

Southern quality. His consonants are
harsli. An ear for music, no.doubt, lie
lias, but he's often out of key and fat-
setto in the higli notes. He couldn't
carry , tune in a valise! A fiftlî-rate
vaudeville actor. That's wvlat Signor
Whîatyoucallum is."

«'Signor Bertini, Pierre. And-tliere*'s
no Signora Bertini tlîey say," Rosalie
added softly.

She sprang aNvay from him, pir6uetted
ahong the pavement for a f e«' stops
humming a gay air, irnd tlion challeng7ed
Pierre to a f1ace as far as the corner.
Breatlehssly tlîey came to a liait furtlier
down, and the pretty vivacious Frenchi
girl lauglied with the sheer joy of living.'
She wvas always happy on .Saturday af-
ternoon, that short and fleeting breath-
iuîg-space ini the long w-eek. Itn-was like
an oasis iii thîe greatt'desert of toit to
lier and so miany othuers. To-dav, ri-
lcased fu-oin the faetory at noen, ;l;e liatI
snatched a scrappy lunchi and hastented to
lier room to dress inilber very, fiuîest, and
nowv chic, alluring, sented fainithv vitil
violet, sIte w-as 'vcariun a new' froek imade
by lierself, a celapand ,itille eo-tiimie.
but enlianeed by mnia*uv- deffr totiche, thue
sort tlîat only a dlanglîter ofthte trenclh
knows lîow' to inipart.

"H'ere .ve are!" she anuîoineed as tliev
approaclied tlie corner wahert. gai ud0 pos-
ters set fortli the attraction-. witiii thle
vaudeville theater.

Pierre, siaaJ tlitlue si~~ esor
bis,,race, knew tlîat 10 oppov a w oman

was wrong tactica and got y ou nowhere.
But lie made one more feeble protest.

"'You keem to have developed aisuddeiî
passion for music, Rosalie," lie coin-
plained. 'II can't understand it. The
Lyceumn further up lias a y much better
bill to-day. Le1~sg there.

"But look!Th Signor stars to.day ini
Rer Shattered Heart. Oh, we mustn't
miss t

.She seized his arm and impatient)3 '
steered himover to the waiting line in
the near-marbie foyer. The patrons
were swarming in a dense mass about the
entrances and Pierre slirugged with a dis-
taste at the very thouglit of the beat and
suffocation inside the bouse. The front
roWs liad ail been taken and they found
themselves quite near the dead-hine
known -as row N.

"Ani a good thing, lil say! " ;aid
Pierre. "Now we won't soc the rmake-up
on the ballet like the last timo."

But Rosalie pouted and kept craning
bier neck toward the stage.

'l can liardly, wait," she wbispered.
"11e sings six times I soc by the pro-
gram. Isn't lie generous ?"

"'He ouglit to be arrested. Generous?
He's hogging the limelight."1

"'You mean the spotliglit. WeIl, and
who better I'd like to know? There's
the orchestra tuning up."

"That orchestra ouglit to be deported.
It's cra4y with the heat."

"Bah! But you are in a bad humor to-
day!"P

"Well, anyliow;, .1'1M, not mashed on a
punk Actor," said Pierre.

At last thie curtain went Up oni Her
Shattered fleart and a great volume of
oh's attested to the beauty of the setting-
of the 1rst act, a drawing.room sceite
with furniture rented from a nearby up-
liolstery store. One could soc a large
price-Îicket stili banginqg from the Morris
chair. It was' the usual type of melo-
drama, opening up with a monologue by
a pert liousemaid, who flicked dust, real
or imaginary, from the furniture while
she discoursed about lier employer's aC-,
fairs. The liero is wrongfully accused
of murder in the second act, but cannot
clear himself, for some obtuse reason,
and- so the lurid tale went on. Signor
Bertini was the liero, of course. Rosalies
are not the only eyes that sparkle. 'Row
upon row of adoring maidens gaze en-
raptured and half forget their bon-bons.
Married women wlio have raised large
families sec iin Bertini a soul-mate.
What does lie sing? Ah! He can sing
almost everything tlîat wvss ever eet to
musie. Now it is an Italian love-song,
tlien a Spanisli serenade, again a Frencli
chanson, or an Englislî lullaby. But
chiefly lie sings rag-time. Rosalie doésn'
understand much of it, but she bears bis
liquid void!e and thrills to the core of
hier being wlien lie presses a hand upon
his lieart and trilis on tbe higbest re-
gister. He seeros to be singing to her
alone. That is sufficient. He-lias gay
abiandon, lus arpeggios are like Carugo s,
bis staccato notes are like dainty trickles
of wator.ý Rosalie sighs bappily and
closes hier eyes.1

"A man luis size ought to sing bass,"
growls Pierre.

Sudderily lie sees the'Signor'a bold eyes
searclîing the audience., Ciel! It is for
Rosalie! Or eau it be? No! Yes! He
distributes a special smile or two, but
reserves for Rosalie a kiss tossed lightly
aci-oss the footlicylits.

Pain and anger grip Pierre.
"Rosalie! Do not notice him!"y lie

whispers harshly. e
Ho celutches ber arm.- She shakes off

his liand.
"Dont ho silly." shé wbispers back.

'"I know- lim slightly."
Tlie ti)i lias retired behind a bauik of.

cIhmuds w heu; the matince lets out. Tiierv
is a b)it -of clii iii' Uie air. Rosalie and
Pierre are sulent as thet w>alk homeward.
Bult ait hst the boy breaks the silence.

'Rosalie, Nvhen shall we get marfioedlt"
-T-be airl returns to earth, dazedly.

Continued on Page 7
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