asleep on his feet, and in his hand a copy of Marie
Corelli’s Romance of Two Worlds. 1 tip-toed out. I
was afraid that Mr. Summer’s story would not do for
Town and Country. Something told me that I was not
on the right track, but the going was pleasant and I
went on.

I got many a good story about the “younger sons”” who
were sent out of England to be out of the way. One
of these I wrote later under the title “Permission” in
the volume of short stories called The Next of Kin,
which was published during the First World War.

We were fortunate in having in that neighborhood
many English and Scotch families, whose resolute deter-
mination to succeed in this new country against all the
hardships of isolation and the severities of our winter
climate called forth our admiration. They brought g
great contribution to our lives; something more beauti-
ful than even their Chelsea potteries and highboys, tapes.
tries and crested silver. From them we heard much of
the Royal family and their influence on the people of
Britain. To us, so far away, hard working and unroman-
tic people as we were, the Royal family with itg
numerous dependents seemed like a heavy financial load,
but in our British people, steeped in the traditions of
the past, we saw something of the coherence and strength
of the British form of government.

The new magazine never saw the light of day, and the
young man with the bright vision faded away, and I diq
not see him again for many years. But I never regretteq
the time I had spent getting material for Town and
Country, for I felt it was not wasted. I really did learn
something about the people of the community, and got 5
glimpse of their hopes and fears and their ambitions for
their children. Being a young country, most of the
people were young, even these tired farm-women whe
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