
The Next of Kin
FOREWORD*

IT was a bleak day in November, with a thick,
gray skry, and a great, noisy, blustering wind
that had a knack of facing you, no mhatter
which way you were going; a wind that would
be in ili-favor anywvhere, but in northern Al-
ber-ta, where the wind is flot due to blow at al,
it ivas what the really polite people cali "im-
possible." Those who were flot so, polite called
it sornething quite different, but the meanfig is
the saine.

There are districts, flot so very far from us,
where the wind blows so constantly that the
people grow accustorned to it; they depend on
it; some say they like it; and when by a rare
chance it goes down for a few hours, thley be-
corne nervous, panicky, and apprehensive, al-
ways listening, expecting something to happen.
But we of the windless North, with our sunlit
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