
Foreword
You will have some ail rignt - I'm going over
myseif. There would have been a big crowd in
if it had n't been for the wind. You see, you've
neyer been here before and that ail lielps."-

Then the President of the Red -Cross Society
came and conducted me to the house quite near
the station where 1 was to be entertained. My
hostess, who, came to the door herseif ini answer
to our ring, was a sweet-faced, littie Southera
woman transplanted here ini northern Canada,
whowithtrueSouthern hospitalityand thought-
fulness asked me if I would not like to step riglit
upstairs and "handsome up a bit" before 1
went to the meeting, - "flot but what you're
looking right peart," she added quickly.

When I was shown upstairs to, the spare roem
and was well into the business of "handsorning
Up,"- I heard a small voice at the door speak-
ing rny naine. I opened the door and found
there a small girl of about seven years of age,
who timidly asked if she might corne in. I told
her that 1 was just dressing and would be glad
to have her at some other time. But she quickly
assured me that it was right now that shewished
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