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the drug store and have many happy memories of thejr
kindly walls. I loved every dish and every pan and
thought nothing could be more beautiful than the
satin-striped wallpaper on the parlor and dining rooms,
one stripe plain and one flowered. The centre table haq
a cover of Irish crochet, with raised pink roses, given to
me by Minnie Smith, one of my pupils whom I taughg
in Treherne. The boys around town had given us 3
parlor suite, upholstered in Turkish design, each piece
a different color. A hanging lamp was suspended from
the high ceiling and was raised and lowered by manipu-
lation of two chains ending in gold acorns; the shade, of
frosted glass, was patterned in wild roses and mornin
glories and was finished with glass fringe which jingleq
when Adam McBeth’s dray passed below on the street,

We had two pictures framed in oak, lovely sepia pic-
tures of farm houses set in hilly country that ran to the
sea, with cows on the meadows and curving roads leading
to their rustic gates. We have them yet and they are stil]
beautiful. The long windows had Nottingham lace
curtains in a fern pattern, hanging from oak poles. We
had two Brussels rugs and a fine oak dining table and
chairs, which are still serving at a cottage at Matlock
on Lake Winnipeg. They may burn, but they will never
wear out. In the kitchen we had a good, square, black
stove (a grim-faced bit of furniture compared with the
painted ladies of today), but it had a good deep firebox
and a fine oven and gave us assurance, and so did the
drug store boxes and a good pile of wood in the back
yard. Lumber was plentiful and there was no such
thing as fuel conservation, so we burned the boxes light-
heartedly, just as the farmers burned their straw piles—
this was in 1896.

Some of my cooking experiments took queer turns,
and on Wesley’s suggestion I went to see Mrs. Cassin to
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