
plump. But why had not something been found to sa
women from, this infernal nausea? What good. was
If it had been a man's disease, it would have been ma,
the subject of scientific research and relieved long aý
But women could suifer; it kept them humble! I ix.
heard about the curse of Eve, and here it was in fi
measure. But what useful purpose did it serve? L.i
at that moment looked like a black conspiracy agair
women. If God ordained that the race was ix> be pi
petuated this way, why had hie thrown in this ugly exti
to spoil the occasion? I was flot like od ... who pair
the wayside flower and lights the evening star, . . .w
tempers the wind to the shorn lamb and notices the E
of the sparrow.

That terrible description of a sick stomach as toki
Mulvaney in Soldiers Three exactly described mine> b
when I thouglit of i t, I grew sicker.. . I -was too miserai
to go across the fields to see my good friend Clara, w
lived in the yellow farmhouse, flot hall a mile away.
did flot want to see anyone.

Women had endured too much and said nothing.
certainly was flot going to be mneek and mild a
resigned. Women should change conditions, not men~
endure them, and I was positive something should
done. I remembered with particular bitterneas heari
the men ini our neighborhood joke about Mrs. Jim Bari
who got her husband to move the stairs in their littie 1
house every time another baby was coming. She said
made her feel she had a new house, and it became a jc
up and down the neighborbood. I remember on1
first visit ix> Brandon, when I was riding on a load
wheat, liearing Mrs. Barnes' brother-in-law shout to 1
other men: "The stairs are on the move againl- A
one of them shouted back ini a great burst of laught
<That's fine! I hope it's twinsl" When 1 thought ol


