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I
HAVE been his wife for nearly two years. I am
sitting by the window in the living-room at
Lamoral, while writing these last words. My

baby, my littfe daughter, now four months old, lies
in her bassinet beside me.

I believe Gordon's dearest wish was for a son, but
I had set my heart on a daughter, and I really think
he would have welcomed twins, or even triplets, of the
feminine gender, if I had expressed a preference for
them! A little daughte- it is, however, and her father
kneels beside her to worship and adore. Sometimes
I detect the traces of tears when his face emerges from
her still uncertain embrace.

Our little daughter, born to such a heritage of love!
I look at her often when she is asleep and wonder what
her life will be. So far as her father and I can make it,

it shall be a joy; and yet— and yet! To this little

soul, as to every other new-born, life will interpret
itself in its own terms, despitefather-love,and mother-
love and the love of friends— of whom she has al-
ready a host!

Cale has constituted himself prime minister of the
nursery ever since her advent, and advises me on all

occasions. She is sovereign in the house. Ang61ique
and Marie fell out on the subject of which should
launder the simple baby dresses, and, in consequence,
we had an uncomfortable household for a week. Pete


