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Such a Sweet Dream—But
sweeter still are Moir’s Chocolates in
reality. Moir’s fillings are deliciously
different and the coat-

“ings so thick, smooth
and rich.

Moir’s Limited, Halifax
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MOWAT & McGEACHY LTD, 91 Albert St, WINNIPEG
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FOR CANADA’S BROAD ACRES
Put up a fence_that will last a lifetime—a fence that

oan't sag or break down—that will hold a wild ho
can't nose through—that can't rust—a fence that
animals or weather and is guaran-
ERFECTION Fencing. is made of
Heavy Open Hearth Steel Wire with -all- ti
burned out and all the stre!
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th and toughness
Every intersection is locked together 7

Stiff stay wires kee, itrigid, making fewer posts neccssary. Send
It s _attractive, interesting, well worth tLe stamp.
nada handle our camplete line.

X FENCE CO., Ltd

est dealers tlvoughou Ca.
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essential difference between the life here your voice; the church looked gre
and that of the city. Not any one thing, cold because you were not there;y
but a wonderful effect of space and rest. Johnstons topk me home to dinner wigh
1 never worked so many hours a day in them out of pity, I know, and their house
my life, but it is years since I felt so rested was strangely empty and our talk point-
- and leisurely, so mentally and soulfully- less and uninteresting and not worth
if there is such a department of me-at because we all missed you. I came home
ease and unhurried. 1 suppose College by way of our sunset seat, and there the
and University life are pretty crowded lack of you was poignant. At this spot
and that here there are fewer kinds of so dear to me now because of you, I
of things to do. You will understand watched the sunset alone and lingered i -
when you have lived here a few days. the twilight to live again some of the sweet
1t still seems a long time to wait for you. hours we spent together there, only two
but I know how fast they will slip away. evenings ago.
In love and haste, Betty. Darling, I can' hardly yet believe that
July 13, 1918 you love me and my country life too.
Ob, Sis:—No letter at all last week ‘013 Jfrs. Jobnston this afternoon as you
from you, but as I missed too I have not 4, thy fond to So
a word to say. The way the days slip ough liney IRED ann?yeJ“ at me
ek dpﬂi. ves into weeks is forgtea g their next summer’s “farmep.
y an themselda o T ette”. May next summer come soon!
These past days seem With all my heart and life, your lover

words at all adequate, but it is in the me; the singing had no warmth hca
The

been full of work and—yet it is happiness 5. ;

too, though I don’t know just why. John Harrington,
Physical fitness has much to do with it; - .

the blue and white of skies, green of trees aa

and grass, rose and gold of sunsets, sweet
of the wind-oh, e i THE RIVER'S SONG

I'll meet yself on th v?;ytlt;hm% he Wi

'l meet you myself on the 17th. Can Yyritten for The Western Home M

ou visualize me driving a ﬁkag team? by Lyn Tallman e Nonthly
i,can do it, and without ﬁ“ to your . ..

precious neck too. I have learned to The river runs complaining

use my hands and head in new ways since Over the white stones:
I have been here She hisses when its raining,

Hurry, hurry Wednesday night, and When it shines, she drones.

Gwen!
Betty. She sings a plaintive ditty

P.S.—Certainly Clarence cannot come With rhythm as of wings;

if it depends on my pleasure. Even if Even in the murky city

you want him there is no boarding place She pitifully sings.

within five miles that will take him, and

that one is wretched. He would not stay And I, who in the city

there six hours. B. For light and country long,

August 3, 1918. Find solace in the pity,

Dearest Gwen:—I was glad to %:et your The pity in her song.

no:ie ;l?;ﬂing yoilxa were s?xie(liy balc < home

an too that you a pleasanter

ti(xine at the Royal Musk(:ika than hel;e(.h I CHANGE

admit, I can’t understand it, even adding Written for Th ¢ H

the charms of Clarence to those of hotel nitten for byeL;vnesT:H:nm? me Monthly

life. However, everyone to his taste
and though of course I was disappointed O bare black tree
at the shortness of your visit here, I So softly blown, .
would not for worlds have had you miss Where have your summer beauties flown?
getting the fullest® possible enjoyment But vesterday you hada crown
out of your far too short vacation. Ofglddy green,
I had a letter from Clarence the other An’ rumpled gown.
day. I am answering it. He may speak
to you of it and I want you to know and Is this your soul
to tell him you know that I don’t, can’t, Comes drifting like
never did and never can love him. More A nimbus o’er each withered spike?
than that, he really does not care for me, Is it your eye that dimly glows
but is so obstinate, faithful, I suppose I Through ravaged branches
should say, that he won’t admit of either Huddled close?
of thwe‘ taxt}]xs to his mind.
Busy! Well; I'm too tired to play or Sl
sing these hot nights and just lie in the B;‘én 11\43\3: ;’ne%u;nest
hammock till bed time. That office of Stern Cold hath pillaged out your breast,
yours and also the flat will-be very fur- Ap pe unhappy there alone: =
nace-like I fear. It cools off here in the ( pare black tree "
evening and the early morning is™most S softly blown
wonderful. Such rose and grey at“leﬁ\ - '
rise, and impossible as it must seem to
youif you remember my sleepiness, I am THE WIND

wide awake and able to appreciate these Writtén for The Western Home Monthly

early glories.
Just four weeks till I must come back. by Lyn Tallman

I dread it in many ways but no doubt The Wind is a beautiful boy
will soon shake down to work again. Who walks with his sister, the Rain;

Lots of love from Betty. ~ He whispers; he whistles his Jl:))
August 28, 1018 And taps with his wings on t é pane.

_. Pear Gwen:—Well, I'll be home on :
Saturday on the evening train. Don't A‘nd ever with scamper and cry
bother meeting me. You will be tired 'l}lerc hurtles a witch at his heels
and I'll come right up. Who sweeps up the clouds from t!le Skyﬁe
You don’t know how glad T am that And smooths down the grass where
you and Clarence have at last discovered kneels.
what I have felt sure of for a long time. .
Clarence is fine even if he does not like the He walks with his sister, the Rain;
country, but neither do you, so you can And when their house-cleaning is done,
confide in one another your doubts of my When all is made rosy again,
real niceness because I'do love it. I do He kneels to his princess, the Sun.
love it and intend to work so hard this
winter that there will be no doubt of my
gmd\;:gin? negt spring and then I shall A LOST LESSON
y for the country again 1 - as. . «
“b%‘ar:mez'ette” u:o to:séllﬁﬁ’ngrﬁ Ii!:(l):m:r. “Now, childre_n,” said the tga'ch_er, :
Surely a woman could learn to run a have been talking about c"lt“aun&
little farm, and have room to breath in.  Kindly disposition, and I will now e
Till Sartuday, Betty vou a little story. Henry had 2
‘ ay, BeUY. dittle dog. gentle as a lamb. He wou
The Desolate Country, not bark at the passers-by or at f“:‘mlfe
Sept. 1, 1918 dogs, and would never bite. W lnmlll::
Dearest Betty:—Was it yesterday you @0g. on the contrary, was always figl
left or a week ago? It seems fully the ing other dogs, or flying at t'h.e Aenea !‘-';
week.  You are not a very large person cats, and several times he senzed a cow.
but your absence has occasioned an He barked at strangers. —Now, boyi-
enormous vacancy. The whole district which dog would you like to own
seems oddly spacious. The Choir seem- Henry’s or William's?” The n{lsw'elr
ed sparsely filled this morning because vnnw.ins-tantly, in one cager shout, ‘Wil

there was no dear, dark head in front of liam’s'?
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