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This picture was made when I was
sixteen and the flame of an ambition to
write something big was beginning to sear
my soul.
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8 SRANDI-‘ATHER died in 1898 and Grandmother
] g Was left alone in the old homestead. So I gave
[n] 0O up teaching and stayed home with her. B
B 8 1901 I was beginning to make a “livable”
ooooon  income for myself by my pen, though that did
:]lj I:I 0 not mean tl_mt everything I wrote was accepted
DDCI :31 on its first journey. Far from it. Nine out of
000000 (o manuscripts came back to me. But I

sent them out over and over again, and eventually they
found resting places. Another extract from my journal
may serve as a sort of milestone to show how far I had

travelled.
“March 21, 1901.

“Munsey's came to-day with my poem * Comparisons’
in it, illustrated. It really Jooked nice. I've been quite
in Juck of late, for several new and good magazines have
opened their portals to this poor wandering sheepkin of
thorny literary ways. I feel that I am improving and
developing in regard to my verses. I suppose it would be
strange if I did not, considering how hard I study and work.
Every now and then I write a poem which serves as a sort
of landmark to emphasize my progress. I know, by look-
ing back, that I could not have written it six months, or
ayear, or four years ago, any more than I could have made a
garment the material of which was still unwoven. 1
wrote two poems this week. A year ago, I could not have
written them, but now they come easily and naturally.
This encourages me to hope that in the future I may achieve
something worth while. I never expect to be famous. [
merely want to have a recognized place among good work-
ers in my chosen profession. That, I honestly believe, is
happiness, and the harder to win the sweeter and more
lasting when won.”

In the fall of 1901 I went again to Halifax and worked
for the winter on the staff of the Daily Echo, the evening
edition of the Chronicle. A series of extracts from my
journal will tell the tale of that experience with sufficient

fulness.
‘11 November, 1901

“T am here alone in the office of the Daily Echo. The

aper is gone to press and the extra proofs have not yet
Eegun to come down. Overhead, in the composing room,
they are rolling machines and making a diabolical noise.
Outside of the window the engine exhaust is Rufﬁng
furiously. In the inner office two reporters are having
a wrangle. And here sit I-—the Echo proof-reader and
general handy-man. Quite a ‘presto change’ from last
entrr!
“I'm a newspaper woman!

“Sounds nice? Yes, and the reality is very nice, too.
Being of the earth, it is earthy, and has its drawbacks.
Life in a newspaper office isn't all ‘beer and skittles’ any
more than anywhere else. But on the whole it is not a bad
life at all! I rather like proof-reading, although it is
tedious. The headlines and editorials are my worst
thorns in the flesh. Headlines have a natural tendency to
depravity, and the editor-in-chief has a ghastly habit of
making puns over which [ am apt to come to grief. In
spite of all my care ‘errors will creep in’ and then there is
the mischief to pay. When I have nightmares now they
are of headlines wildly askew and editorials hopelessly
hocussed, which an infuriated chief is flourishing in my face.

“The paper goes to press at 2.30, but I have to stay till
six tfo answer the 'phone, sign for wires, and read extra

roofs.

“On Saturdays the Echo hasa lot of extra stuff, a page of
‘society letters’ among the rest. It usually falls to my lot
to edit these. Can’t say I fancy the job much, but the
only thing I positively abhor is “faking’ a society letter.
“This is one of the tricks of newspaperdom. When a
society letter fails to turn up from a certain place—say
from Windsor—in due time, the news editor slaps a Wind-
sor weekly down before me and says blandly, ‘Fake up a
society letter from that, Miss Montgomery.’

“So poor Miss Montgomery goes meekly to work, and
concocts an introductory paragraph or so about ‘autumn
leaves’ and ‘mellow days’ and ‘October frosts,’ or any old
stuff like that to suit the season. Tken I go carefully
over the columns of the weekly, clip out all tie available
personals and news items, about weddings, and engage-
ments, and teas, etc., hash them up in epistolary style,
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forge the Windsor correspondent’'s nom de plume—and
there’s your society letter! I used to include funerals,
too, but I found the news editor blue-pencilled them.
Evidently funerals have no place in society.

“Then I write a column or so of giddy paragraphs for
Monday’s Echo. I call it ‘Around the Tea-Table,’ and
sign it ‘Cynthia.’

“My office is a back room looking out on a back yard in
the middle of the block. I don’t know that all the Hali-
gonian washerwomen live around it, but certainly a good

ercentage of them must, for the yard is a network of lines
rom which sundry and divers garments are always
streaming gaily to the breezes. On the ground and over
the roof cats are prowling continually, and when they fight,
the walls resound with their howls. Most of them are
lank, starved-looking beasties enough, but there is one
lovely gray fellow who basks on a window sill opposite
me and looks so much like ‘Dafty’ that, when I look at
him, I could squeeze out a homesick tear if I were not
afraid that it would wash a clean spot on my grimy face.
This office is really the worst place for getting dirty I ever
was in."”
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This is my great aunt, Mrs. Lawson, who told me
many of the tales that I subsequently wrote into
my stories. I often wished that I had her fund of
story material.

““November 18, 1901.

“Have had a difficult time trying to arrange for enough
srare minutes to do some writing. I could not write in
the evenings, T was always too tired. Besides, I had to
keep my buttons sewed on and my stockings darned.

A view of Lover's Lane,"which I have written about
in one of my books. It was a beautiful lanethrough
the woods on a neighbour's farm.
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