
We were going to have six. That is, of course, some ti
in the future. The future does not bother anyone ui
it begmns to turn into the present, so I was quite p
osophical about the prospect.

But there came a morning in October when I was
sure that I wanted any breakfast, and I felt dizzy.
possibility not entirely pleasant suggested itself: I 1
read of lovely ladies growing deadly pale, and faint
at inopportune times, and I knew what kt meant
fiction, but it just couldn't be-I was bilous, that ,
ail; and anyone could be bilious. I had been stay
in too much. I must get out and walk more.

In about three weeks, after tramping the roads
drinking leinonade and taking soda to settle my stom;
ail to no effect, I was feeling pretty low ini my mi
On October 2Oth, my birthday, I walked out the th
miles to my old district. I had often walked this r,
and knew every foot of it. I knew I wotuld feel bette
I could sit on the moss-grown atone in the coulee wl,
I often sat when I was coming back from Hazel Sch
to my boarding homse, and where I had dreams-ei
noble dreamsa-of being a writer. It was a bright, ci
day, with high, white dlouds drifting against the groi
wind. From one fieldl1could hear athrasher at w(
with its familiar shaking rhythm that made me ache
something that was gone. Perhaps it was my far
Vouth, 1 was twenty-three that day, but the years are j4


