what I've always planned on doing myself, when I am
incapacitated for everything else”.

“Clearing in the West” ended in the approved
manner. The two young people stood on the rear plag-
form of a “mixed” train and saw the sun break through
the dark shoulder of a rain-cloud and knew that
“tomorrow would be fine”.

One hundred and one miles southwest from Winnj-
peg, Manitoba, lay the little town of Manitou, set
in the hollow of the rolling grove-dotted prairie and
there we lived for the first fifteen years of our marrieq
life. It had first been called “Manitoba City”, by some
unimaginative person, but this was changed to “Manj-
tou” long before our arrival. Five grain elevators, painted
red, along the track, bore evidence to the fertility of the
soil. The railway station, also painted red, stood at the
bottom of the long Front Street, whose slope was suffy-
cient for sleigh riding when the street was covered with
snow; but the youngsters had better and safer hills ang
so left Front Street to its legitimate sober traffic.

We had the one drug store in Manitou and our living
quarters were four rooms up the long stairway at the
south side of the grim grey building. They were hot
in summer and cold in winter, but we did not know
that and it would not have mattered if we had known,
for to us they were everything the heart could desire,
The parlor and dining room, divided by an archway,
hung with golden brown chenille curtains on an oak
pole were in front, and from their windows we looked
down on the street, a wide dirt road, with tying posts
for the farmers’ teams when they and their wives weng
into the store to do their “trading”; and that was nog
entirely a word left over from the posts of the Hudson’s
Bay, where Indians traded skins for flour and blankets,
Our people brought in eggs and butter, and sides of

.



