of longing or pain; it was a hymn of high adventure.
They knew where they were going. They were travel-
ling “on the beam”. Then came back to me Bryant’s
confident words:

“He who, from zone to zone
Guides through the boundless sky
thy certain flight,
In the long way that I must tread alone,
Will lead my steps aright!”

We had a very good time that winter. My sister-in-
law, Eleanor McClung, came out and stayed a month
with us and we also had a visit from Florence McLean,
the well-known Scottish singer, for whom our Florence
is named. By putting a stretcher in one corner of the
kitchen we could accommodate a guest. L remember with
great pleasure the nights we spent skating at the rink,
and the miles I walked along the prairie roads. I was
determined that I would do all I could to give the baby
a good mind and a strong body.

The economic aspect of having a baby had no fears for
us. Doctors were modest in their fees—twenty-five
dollars covered everything, and there were no hospital
fees, for no one went to a hospital for a little thing like
having a baby, and there was no fee for the anaesthesist,
for no anaesthetic was used, except when something went
wrong. The practical nurse charged one dollar a day anq
had to be spoken for several months in advance. Then
she wrote your name on the calendar above her kitchen
table, and that was a solemn contract. She stayed with
you for nine nights and then if everything was all righe,
came in the morning and went home at night for another
two weeks. It was all very simple and satisfactory.

In my spare time I studied mathematics, especially
geometry. Edgar Burgess, the Principal of the school,
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