art of sculpture only the principal lines must be shown,
so that a sculptured figure will have the detachment
which only simplicity can bring. All minor folds and
wrinkles must be smoothed out. Perhaps this applies to
literature also, but who is able to choose and say: “This
is a primary fold and therefore must be left in, but this
is a secondary wrinkle and therefore we will rub it out’’?
What I am writing now may well be a minor fold in
Life’s drapery, but it came flooding in upon me, sweet
as the perfume of an old bouquet, the other day, when
I found a piece of the living room chintz in an old scrap
bag. When I saw what it was I ironed it out for old times
sake, and loved every blossom of the blue delphiniums,
with their background of pale pink daisies. Anything
that can bring back the feeling of that happy time will
never get a low rating from me.

The great morning came at last, a misty, beautiful
morning in March, when we drove to the C.P.R. station
to meet the troop train. Just as we were about to leave
the house, the youngest member of the family suddenly
decided he did not want to go. He said he would rather
watch at the window and see us driving in. Then we
found out the cause of this sudden gloom.

“I won'’t see anything,” he said, “but the backs of legs.
You big ones will all be seeing Jack before I do. He'll
never see me, so I won’t go.”

We knew he wanted to go, with all the love of his loyal
little heart, so his Dad came to the rescue by telling him
he would carry him high on his shouder and no doubt
he would be the first to see Jack coming down the steps.

Happiness was thus restored and the reception com-
mittee made its joyous way to the station, down Jasper
Avenue, under the subway, around to the parking place
and then to the platform, which was packed with people.

We saw the train crossing the long bridge, then it dis-
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