for final instructions. What should I give my callers to
eat on this first day? She said a cup of tea and a piece
of wedding cake was the correct thing, but that looked
pretty skimpy to me, so I added some home-made candy,
and still the table looked bare, but Mrs. Ruttan held
firm. I must remember that the ladies were only calling
—it was not a party.

But having cooked for threshers, I had a fear of run-
ning short, and so made a loaf of sandwiches, cuttin
them so thin and so small they looked foolish. But I
knew that a thick sandwich would constitute a social
error. 1 balked at cutting off the crusts though—that
was the McCurdy strain in me that “could’na thole the
waste”. I was very glad that I had the sandwiches, for
the callers came that first day in such numbers that if my
good friend, Mrs. MacNamara, hadn’t gone down the
back stairs and across lots to her own house to bring me
a fullsized chocolate cake, the news might have gone
abroad that the bride had failed to provide enough food.

Altogether I have happy memories of that first day.
Even the mournful remark of the dismal old lady who
looked me up and down and said with a sigh, “I'm glad
to see that you are wearing your wedding dress. Wear
it while you can.” Poor old dear, she made her contribu-
tion to the gaiety of our little town too, by her sad fore-
bodings. Her face should have been furrowed with care,
for her mind ran continually on death and sorrowing,
She saw warnings in the clouds, and heard wailing voices
in the winds. But her brow was calm and unwrinkled,
and her cheeks as smooth as a calla lily. Sorrow was
becoming to her, as moonlight to the lady in the beauti-
ful song. She never missed a funeral and became an
authority on procedure. To end the picture and make
it complete, she wrote obituary verses.
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