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woeds at &il adequate, but it is in the
emu"ldiffeuioe betySen the1.lifer
a" tutith*e City. Not »y one thifl&
but a womwd,'cof space Mad rom.
I nover woaked no many bours a daY M
My Nife bàt uyeaD8iomfelt ao eM&d
aMd Iuimuey, so imentally ad so.wKVIlY-
if tume.n idi a dpa Ptment of n-t

-m MW lunhuxzied. I suppose COllag
and University lfe are prettY crowded
Mdu that hue .thm auefewer kinds of
ofthigafto do. You wili understanuf
when you have ived lime a few days.
t g stuis a long tisa. to wait for you.

bht I know how faut theY WiDI siP awaY.
In love and haste, BetUy.

Il- July 13, 1918
Oh, Sis :-No letter at ail laut week

from You, but as i missed too 1 have not
a wordto say. 11e waY the daYsldip
awa y ad plie theinselves into WEçloe 13

i;én É ofwork âad-yet it is lhappms
tçothogh1 don't know iutwy

PhyIWcl hmee a much to do w't it;
the b ue and white of skies, green of trees
and gima, rose and g»ld of sunseta, sweet

mesgsof the wind-oh, eveyh
!'Il meet you mygeif on thel17th.ta

0visualine me dnivmg a spünkmng tearn?
qSom do it, aud without ta~ra~o ur

precious neck too. 1 haveY to
use my andes ad heauf m new ways sinceI have been be..

Hurry, hurry Wednesday night, and
Gwen!

Betty.
P.S.-4Certainy Clarence cannot corne

if it depends on my pleasure. Even if
you want hlm there la no boarding place
within five miles that wifl take him, and
that one la wretched. He would not stay
there six hours. B.

Augusi 3, 1918.
Dearest Gwen -I waa glad to gt your

note saying you were safely back home
and glad too that you had a pleasanter
time at the Royal Muakoka than here. I
admit, I can't understand it, even adding
the charma of Clarence to those of hotel
life. However, everyone to bis taste
and though of course I was disapoited
at, the shortness of yurvisit hr, 1
would not for worlds have had you miss
getting the fulestIý possible enjoyment

ou0o your far too short vacation.
I had a letter from Clarence the other

day. 1 arn answering it. He may speak
to ya of it and 1 want you ta know and
to tei hl you know that 1 don't, can't,
neyer did and never can love him. More
than that, bie really doca iîot cane for me,
but la so obstinate, faitbful, I suppose I
should say, that hie won't admit of either
of these ~ti~s tO bis mid. o

Busy W ylmr too tired toplyo
sing ýthese bot night and just lie in the
hammock tili bed tiiii. Tht office Of
yours and also the flat M-1Wb very f ur-
nac-like I lear. t cools Ioff h >in the
evening and the early morning lapet
wonderful. Such rose and grey at su
rise, and impossible as it must seem to
you if you remember rny sleepiness, I amn
wide awake and able to appreciate these
early glories.

Juat four weeks tili I rnuLst corne haek.
1 dread it in many ways but no douht
wiil soon shake down to work again.

Lots of love from Betty.

August 28, 1918
»Dear Gwen :-W~eIl, lVIl be horne on

Saturdày on the evening train. Don't
bother meeting ne. Youi will bc tired
and PUl'i corne rigbit up.

Vou don't know how glad 1 arn that
you and Clarence have at 1.a.4 discovered
whbat I have felt -tire of for a long tirne.
Clarence la fine even if lie does flot likze the

- - Agents for Manitoba country. 1)t.t neither do vou, SO you can
confide in one another your doubts of my
reul niceness because 1 do love it. I do
love it and intend to work so bard this

S winter that there will bc no (loubt of n'y
* graduating next spring aînd tlien I shail

________bc ready for the country again if flot as.
"'Farmerette" as teacher or farmer.

99g99a0000 Surely a woman eould learn to run a
- little farm, and have roorn to breathl i.

Till Sartuday, Betty.

,wlll lut rWoltb!e fence that The Desolate Country,
ag.-that canis ilaifnie thaï Sept. I1, 1gs
anmal8 or weaMr alaI Darst :-a i vstravt*-
ERFruCTION Pencin. 0of DaetBetty:Ma tvsedvvi
Btee sire d wtli - nelss pren I ft or a wcek ago? It seemns fullv'thie
very i reci on la locked together wvcek. You are not a very large peIrson

Sed but your absenee lias casqioiîcd an
wel citi h b». eormnous vacancy. The whole district,

f'IÏÉ lantO. td.i.seesoddly spaciotis.ThCoisem

there wvas îo dear, darkha iii front (if

me; thesngn had no warntj lac
your voice; techurch looked ,gcj-Y
cold becum eyon wereflot there; L~
Johnstons topât me home todtbn
ther. out of pi, I know, and ehir hoem
wau stranRdey=epY ami Our talk ûâé
less and tulnmtr igand lot worth
becaune we ail rniuaed you. 1 came m

bywyof our sun t seat, and tj e
Lckof you was poignant. At thla
s0 dear to me now becauOvof
watche the sunset alone amind ~
the twiligit to live aaore of the
hours we epent tether there, only tiïe
evennge agv.

Darling, I can' hardly yet believe t6j
yo oeme and my count.ry 111e too-Ti

td IMnve. Johnston thisafaternoon as yau
said I might -n they are s imm
thought.ey prtend to leannS)oyedataMMA
f or stalgter next sumrner's
ette"'. May next aummer corne Smon

With ail my heart and life, your lover
John Harringteu.

TE IVM'S SONG
Written for The Western Home Monthly

by Lyn Taliman
The river ruma complaining

Over the white atones:
She hisses when its rairnng
When it shines, she drones.

She sings a plaintive ditty
With rhythm as of wingB;

Even i the murky city
She pitifully singe.

And I, who in the city
For light and country long,

Find solace in the pity,
The pity in her song.

CHANGE
Written for The Western Home MontMuy

by Lyn Tallman
0 bare black tree
So softly blown,
Where have your s xnmer beauties floi?
But yesterday you had a crown
0f giddy green,
An' ruxnpled gown.

La this your soul
<Jores drilting like
A nimbus o'er each witbered spike?
La it your eye tlîat dimlj glows
Through ravaged brane es
Huddled close?

1 think you mourn
Last May's wee nest
Stern Cold hath pillaged out your breSt,
An' be unhappy there alone:
0 bure black tree
So softly bloxi-.

Tac WIND
Writtén for The Western Home MontblY

by Lyn Talima
The Wind is a beautiful boy
Who walks with his sister, the Raia;
He whispers; he whistles bis joy,
And taps with bis wingB on the Panle.

And ever with scamper and cry
There hurtîca a witch at hislis
Who stweeps up the clouda frm thesk
And smootbs down the gaswliere i

kneels.

H1e walks with his sister, the Rain;
And wben their house-cleaning is done,
Wben al la made rosy agpin,
H1e kneels to hie princess, the Sun.

A LOST LESSON
"Xow, children," said the teuchef, "

have been talking about cultivaLtifll
kindly disposition, and L wil l Ow
you a ittle Moy. Henry bail a *6U
little dog. gentle as a lamb. fIe wOuld
utot bark at the passers-hYv or ut string
(Io,--, and would never bite. wilws
(log. on the contrary. ivas. alwavs de'
in.- other dogs. or iffyiugut the hensad

ct.and several times he seized a COIW.
Ili barked at strangeirs. No""'boys,
which dog would you like to O'Vl-
Ilenrv's »r Williams -"', The aI1sfe
vaine'ins-tantlv, in one cager 5 ot i"


