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CANADA’'S GREATEST GROWING MARKET

Locate our Western Factory in the Central City of Canada where you
can get Cheap Power, cheap sites, low taxation, plentiful supply of raw
materials, best of labor conditions, unexcelled railway facilities, and the
support of a community who recognize the importance of its industrial

development.

Reports furnished free on the manufacturing possibilities ot any line of industry
by addressing CHARLES F. ROLAND, Industrial Commissioner, Winnipeg, Can.

Solving The High-Cost Problem

Eat simple, nourishing, inexpensive foods and
you will be the gainer in health and pocket.
The high protein foods, meats, etc., cost the
most, are the hardest to digest and hence the
least nutritious in the long run. Cut out heavy
meats and soggy pastries for a while and eat

SHREDDED
WHEAT

Biscuits, the ready-cooked, ready-to-serve whole
wheat food—steam-cooked, shredded and baked in
the cleanest, finest food factory in the world.

Try Shredded Wheat for breakfast for ten days—
served with milk or cream. Easily digested.
Keeps the stomach sweet and the bowels healthy

Dominion Brewery Co.

Limited

TORONTO

and active.

Also deliciously wholesome when eaten in combin-

ation with stewed or fresh fruits.

The French NATURAL Sparkling

Triscuit is the crisp, tasty Shredded Wheat Wafer—delicious for .

Table Water
® any meal with butter, cheese or marmalade. Toast in the oven
rr before serving.
E Br Made by
The Champagne Canadian Shredded Wheat Co., Ltd., Niagara Fails, Ont.
of Table Waters D64

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION THE ‘‘CANADIAN COURIER.”

I may persuade myself it is true.

To begin with, it was a dull morg:
ing, and it was not till after tea that
I felt inclined to go out. Even thed
I did not want to work, but wandered
round the garden, idly cutting a few
sweet peas which are still blooming
bravely. I saw nothing of my neigh
bour all day, and was beginning t0
think I had been mistaken in thinking
he had returned, but just as I was
about to go in I heard his door bang
and without looking round I felt thal
he was there at the privet hedge.
am evidently subject to fits of shy"
ness, for I felt as though I dare not
turn round to greet him, and went 0Ol
snipping away at the sweet peas.
last I heard the familiar call, “Mis$
Rosemary.” and then, of course. I had
to turn and go to him.

“How long were you going to keep
me waiting?”’ he asked. “You knew !
was there,” he said positively.

“I was busy,” I said, feebly. He
looked different to-night, his eyes were
so bright, and his face had a boyish
eager look. ;

“How have you enjoyed yourrself?’
I asked.

“Why have you hidden yoursel!
away all day?’ he demanded, ignor-
ing my question.

“It’s been so dull,” I answered.

“You've been working on many 4
worse day,” he said, “and I can s€€
several things in your garden that
want doing, even from this side of
the hedge.” ;

I nearly said that that was my busl-
ness, but his reference to the hedg®
made me shy again, and I was glad
I hadn’t when he said: “You can't
think how I've been longing for @
glimpse of you; but never mind that
now, come along, and let us go UupP
the hill, then we can talk.”

I meekly obeyed, went in and put
on an extra wrap, and soon we were
walking up the lane. It was nearly
dark when we reached the top, but
the moon was coming up, and it was
a much finer night than I had expect-
ed. We rested for a moment. as We
always did, against the fence on the
edge of the wood. Suddenly a tremb-
ling seized me again, and I felt like
running down the hill and never stop-
ping till I reached the sanctuary O
my little home. At the same moment
my neighbour turned and stood in
front of me.

“Rosemary,” he said, “tell me, have
you missed me at all?”

“Yes,” I answered, swiftly and sim-
ply, almost before I knew I had spok-
en. I felt his eyes trying to read my
face in the faint, soft light.

“Tell me more,” he said, but I was
tongue-tied again; there was some-
thing new and masterful about him
that made me afraid and tremulous.

“Let me tell you how I have misse
you,” he said, when I made no answel:
“BEvery day has seemed like forty-
eight hours, and every hour of it flav-
ourless and empty. And, now that
we are together again, an hour has
seemed like a minute.”

He had spoken passionately. TheD
his voice grew very solemn and rev-
erent. ‘“Rosemary,” he said, “I can
wait no longer. I must tell you I love
you. I have asked God to give you
to me for my own. Will you come'.f'

He took hold of my hand, and at his
touch all the fear and all the tremb-
ling died away.

“Yes” 1 said simply, and as I spoke
I knew, with a swift, keen joy, that
I had entered into a haven of safely
and happiness such as I had never
dreamed of.

September 13.—The world is made
new. I had an appointment with my
beloved at the privet hedge for nine
o’clock this morning. We stood and
looked at each other across it for @
moment. %,

“I shall not come till you ask me,
he said; “you have kept me waiting
so long.”

Then I had to capitulate.

“Will you come over and walk
round my garden?” I said as careless”
ly as I could. In a moment he was
through the hedge and his arms wer®
around me. How thankful I was for
the geclusion of my garden then.

“The first piece of work we do in
our garden after we are married,” he
said, boldly, “will be to uproot that
privet hedge.”




