
what I've always planned on doing myseif, when I
incapacitated, for everything else".

"Clearing in the West" ended in the appro
manner. The two young people stood on the rearF
form of a "mixed" train and saw the Sun break tbro
the dark shoulder of a rain-cloud and knew i
"tomorrow would be fine".

One hundred and one miles southwest from Wii
peg, Manitoba, lay the littie town of Manitou,
in the hollow of the rolling grove-dotted prairie
there we, lived for the first fifteen years of our marn
life. It had first been called "Manitoba City", by s(
unimaginative person, but this was changed to "M
tou" long before our arrival. Five grain elevators, pair
red, along the track, bore evidence to the fertility of
soul. The railway station, also painted red, stood at
bottom of the long Front Street, whose slope was s
cient for sleigh riding when the street was covered
snow; but the youngsters had better and safer hills
80 left Front Street to its legitimate sober traffic.

We had the one drug store in Manitou and our Iii
quarters were four rooxns up the long stairway at
south aide of the grim grey building. They were
ini suinmer and cold in winter, but we did flot k
that and it would flot have mattered if we had knc
for to us they were everything the heart could deý
The parlor and dining room, divided by an archi
hung with golden brown chenille curtains on an
pole were in front, and from their windows we toc
down on the street, a wide dirt road, with tying F
for the farmers' teains when they and their wives -v
into the store to do their "trading"; and that was
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