
LE PETIT NORD

the Iron Bound Islands, and there I leave the 
Northern Light, and end the chapter of my life 
as a member of the Mission staff. The appropri
ateness of the closing hymn in the little church 
last night is borne more than ever forcibly in 
upon me with the chill light of early morning, 
for I verily feel as though my world were tot
tering about my ears.

I am still optimist enough to know that life 
will hold many experiences which will enrich it, 
but in my secret heart I cherish the conviction 
that this year will always stand out as a key
note, and a touchstone by which to judge those 
which succeed it. My greatest solace in the ache 
which I feel in taking so long a farewell of a peo
ple and country that I love is that I shall always 
possess them in memory — a treasure which no 
one can take from me. As I look back over the 
quickly speeding year I find that I have forgot
ten those trivial incidents of discomfort which 
pricked my hurrying feet. All I can recall is the 
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