family, and rented a house opposite the Orange Hall.
We put in two Klondike heaters downstairs and made
grated openings in the floors to let some heat come into
the bedrooms, and there, as the rising sun was struggling
to pierce the thick frost on an eastern window, Florence
Letitia McClung lifted up her voice and wept. Outside
it was fifty-two degrees below zero. But the Klondike
heaters were gorged with wood, and diligently tended by
one Alice Foster, a fine looking girl from a farm, who
knew all about stoves and their ways. I have no recollec-
tion of any discomfort, but I do remember how that child
gave tongue. Jack, one year and eight months old, a good
walker but not yet talking, stood still and listened, with
a great wonder in his eyes. The house, which was a poor
old shell, carried every sound. Then he ran to his
clothes box where his own modest wardrobe was kept
and began to pitch out his belongings like a badge;
digging a hole. When Alice brought up the news, I was
sure Jack, generous and provident, was offering his al]
on the altar of brotherly love, but Alice thought he was
preparing to leave.

For six weeks the thermometer stayed around fort
degrees below zero, and the old house cracked with frost,
But the good provider I had married fulfilled his promise
to feed me and keep me warm, me and my offspring,
many or few, and after all these years I must say the
obligations have been faithfully met.

In less than another two years Paul joined our family,
one snowy November morning at an early hour, Dr,
MacCharles and Mrs. Law again seeing me safely
through. With three children now, I remembered the
old rhyme which I had often heard, relative to this
matter of family increase:
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