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on her way to us, when a perfect love enfolded me, a
love that protected, guarded, surrounded me with
everything that life can yield, then it was that, at
times, I felt again a stranger in this world; nor love
of husband, nor love of friends, nor my love for them,
for my home, nor my very passion of anUdpated moth-
erhood, could banish that feeling.

I never told my husband. He will read it here for
the first time. I accounted for it by reason of my
condition in which every nerve centre was alive for

J\ two. It may be my mother felt this before me — I
4 do not know. But when my baby came, when I could

touch the little bundle beside me, when I gave her
the first nourishment from the fountain of her life,

the feeling left me. I have not experienced it since.

'

During this last winter I have occupied my en-
forced leisure in writing out these hfe-lines of mine.
I have written them for my daughter. It may be that
she, too, sheltered as she now is, may sometime find
herself lost in the wilderness we call Life, may read
these life-lines and, hearing her mother's cry, may find
by means of it the trail — as her mother found it be-
fore her.

My husband, entering quietly without my hearing
him, leaned over my shoulder, as I was writing those
last words, and took my pen from my fingers.
"Not yet, Marcia; you haven't gained your

strength."

I seized a pendl, and while I try to fim'sh now,
scribbling, he is holding the end of it, ready to lift it
from the paper.

" Please, Gordon — just a few more words— only
a few about the new farm project, and DeUa, and the
Doctor and Mrs. Madeod," - 1 hear him laugh under


