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By Walt Gregg |

R HOWLAND stood
in the palatial door-
way that formed an
eflective acreem to
his apartment onthe

upper drive
"Well,  Martha"
‘he  said  swoberly,

. I'm going—I'm go-
Ing v war. Fact in I've got 1o go
and " he hesitated 3 moment and cast
a searching glance in the direction of
bis graceful young wife, as she stood
serene m lier magnificent helght watch:
trg Mary, the maid, set the dinner table
for their evening meal .

Suddenly her eyes became dilated like
those of a leopard eat. She scrutinized
her huband closely, for she had fears,
aiter & speech like that, that Norman
might have stopped at his club before
coming home.

*To what—1" she echoed with a hol-
low sound in her woice. -

“To war—to France,” Norman repeat
ed in a calm, even woice,

“Korman, you're fooling—surely—why,
its preposterous—yon simply can't leave
me—why"— Mm. Howland's pent-up
emotions burat upon her hushand like a
torrent.

“Why, Ner—" the quicted down to
her softer tones in a moment by way of
persuading her husband to change his
mind about what she considered his lat-
eat hohby. Why, Nor—" she repeated
coyly, “you must reconsider a thing like
that*

“Yesa Martha, it's true. You don't
understand, of course. You're s womin,
and—"

“You think, then, that women don't
understand amything, Norman How-
land ?* his wife flung at him in mock-
ery. "Vou think we women don't know
anything about living and life and what
must be and yes,” she stopped now and
canght her breath, “and war—ves, war,
You think we women don't under-
stand—=

“Just like you, Martha; fiy right into self, but the fuct remains | am ne longer packed and unpacked and showed to cus- Mce {rom amother and more .n-un

a rage over wothing. Wait” he said,
evenly; “wait until after dinner and we'll
talk the thing over sensibly. Just listen
to what I've got to sy und then when
I'm through I'll listen with unrestricted
attention to you"

An hour later Norman, delicately fin-
geriog his after-dinner cigar, opened the
conversation once again,

“What | was going to say,” he began,
“was that I've simply got to go to the
war.” IU's 2 case of my going or the
draft getting me. And in the long run,
counting out the fact that I sught o do
my bit, I'm going ™

“Why can't you stay.at home and
serve the government in the most ae-
ecommodating of ways? Can't you float
some of the big Liberty loans for Uncle
Sam and do vour bit that way?" she
asked him, eagerly.

“Little girl," he said gently, now, “T'm
sorry—it's going o be hard on you—
but just as hard —if not worse—on my-

the banker I—was, | am no \
Martha—I am helpless—bankrupt.”

The realization of the fact stunned
the much indulged Mrs, Howland like a
hammer blow. The sheck was so great
that she did not speak.  She could not.
She simply stroked the strong hand
which held ber and looked deep into his
eyes.

"All right, Nor,” was ail she said after
& few minutes, “guess we can manage
somehow. 11l get & position—and you—
you can go to the—war and—well, you'll
ot paid semething, won't you "

Several weeks later Mrs, Howland,
meek, humble and entirely submissive,
walked from the elevator at the em-
ploves' entrance of the firm of Newhall
& Co, dry goods, and took her place
behind the lace counter with the rest of
the girls.

At moon she was tired, 3t 2 o'clock her
back ached like a toothache. She had

tomers no less than two hundred boxes
of lace that morning, :

“Clerk—clerk,” she heard a3 rasping
voice call. “What in the dickens is the
matter with you?' the stout, arrogant
woman asked indignantly, *if you're
sleepy why don't you go home When 1
come fo a store where T pay big prices,
1 want service—aand 1 intend to get it."

Her vaice, hor gesticulating, her sharp
speech arrested  the atiention of the
floorwalker in passing.

"What's the trouble, madam?>” 'he
asked solicitously. “Is there something
wrong. snything 1 can adjus?”

"Why " the arregant woman argued
indignantly, “that tall girl behind there
has Jet me stand here for at least ten
minutes waiting to be atiended to—
and—"

The floorwalker turned glaring eyes
on Muartha Howland, then commanded
her in stern tones fo report to his office
at once. The artogant woman got her

“Why—why—where am 13" Martha
was blinking her eyes in hewilderment as
she gared about in the dressing
room on the tenth of the hig de-

partment store.

A little red-haired girl was  holding
unelling saits to her vose and fanning
her geatly.

“That's all right; you're all right new,
Girlie. You fainted on the way up to
Mr, Parson’s office and  ihey took you
in here. You're all right."

Martha Howland sat up and looked
around her. Then her gaze fell on hit-
e Angela Cumnfing, whe sat beside her
in the rest room,

“This ix the girl who carried you in"
began the little red-haired girl by way
of imtfoduction, byt Martha heard no
further,

“You—working—here ™™ Angela com-
mented, astonished, as whe now recog-
nized the familinr face of Martha How-

land. Mrs. Howland had been one all
the most popular patrons of the store
before her hasband’s bankruptey,

*Yee," Matitia Howland anawered,
simiply, extending her hand.

“P'ye learned my lessor” T shall never
forger”  She looked pitifully into An.
gela's eyes “T shall never forget the
day T did the same Using to you—be-
caise—3ou  didnt  wait on me quickly

“Oh—that's all right, Mye. Howland,”
Aungela said, amiling, “only at that time
it was & little different, You see—labor
wam't so scarce then—and 1 lost—my
job*

“Please let me muke ap to you for it
now." Mrs. Howland cut short the pain-
ful story. “My name [rom now on is
plain ligtle Martha Howland®

“And mine,” returned Angela, s An-
gela Cummings—and—" extending her!
hand in a {riendly way, she wadded,
“pleased 16 mect you."

Martha had passed the first stage in
becoming a veal woman.
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By Elsie Emms

this
"Fine, thank you” was Mmn Ray's
'Oh.f-a!'m_ur&u_ Now you

The fight was & iff one. The strug-
was umminent. But the first and fore-
implement in this war for suprem-
courage. Courage firsy, last
A sprinkle of cold water
over ent's courage the first thing
the morning—when hope it rencwed
and expectant—deocs not always daunt
one’s spirits, but in the afternoon or mt
it is not se easily shed
afterncon, Mra Ray! How
you geiting along? lTan't it fine you
are out again? Too bad you have had
such a siege! Now, do be careiul! this
tme. You kmow you are met very

£

ing om the couch Said Mr, Ray: "Now,
what you need to do s get outdoors ail
wout can. That's the best spring tonic |
know of

“1 quite agree with the outdoor part
i —abe paused.

“If what? he asked

“1i only | could get away from folks
If only 1 could be outdoar: somewhere
—out of the face and eyes of queries
and advice. 1f only folks were not so
lavish with sdvice—did not spread it on
too thick. They mean it kindly,” she
explained  “But—well, I would like to
forget it myself”

Mr. Ray's face suddenly beamed

“"What do you say? 1 think 1 could
arrange it, il you and 1 could go out 1o
the lake alone, without the children, the
Inst of the week. Possibly T can manage
to leave the office for three days™

the children! Wouldn't it he—be heav-
enlv 1" she exclaimed

And so it came about. The children
were left with a kind, motherly house-
Leeper, and Mr. and Mry Ray found
themselves in the great ant-of -doors—
where the combined odor of coffer and
baton can not be excelled for an appe-
tizer.

Tt was the tmbest rustic camp; and
they were just playing house. Being
rarly in the season, the morning breezes
were keen though invigorating. The
sun's rays, g more direct each
day, helped wonderfully to supply the
necessary  ingredients for the spring
toniL

He was rowing the little red canoe
“My, but 1 haven't enjored hife like this
for many a day.”

* ‘Monarch of all you survey,'” she

The twinkle im her ayes was good 1o
look upon.

“And that's the best part of it None
to dispute; none to advise; none o care
whether—" and here she broke off sud-
denly. "Oh. Pve got ‘im! Uve got im!
No, don’t reel ! Lot me get im! 1
can do it!”

He kept on rowing. Hand over hand
the line came in  Sometimes with a
strong, steady pull, sometimes like
magic. And then—one swift motion—
and there it luy fopping in the bottom of
the cance.

“That's a dandy!” he exclaumed

“Oh, vou beawty! You hundsome
thing! And I caught you all myself ™

How excited she was

“Yes, and without the net,” he said

"“Why, | never gnce thought of a net
T just can't ree! them . U'm sure to

“Neo, you got bim, and never mind
how. Won't the boys be delighted when
they see mother's catch? Why, it mum
weigh five pounds. A brauty salmon!™
was his comment

“Now, let's turn snd rew with the
wind” she said.. "And please let me
row, sa you can fal  This seems to be
& good spot—ao let's go back™

“De you really want to row

“Sure thing! Itf's casy going back
About all I peed o do is steer.”

Diriiting and steering brought them
into deaper water. Silence reigned She
way absorbing the beauty af the sur-
rounding mountains. He was otherwise
engaged, but she did net notice

“No, it jsn't gone, cither,” he aid

She looked. It jumped "Oh, what
wan it?"

“A laker," she screamed  “Glo-ri-
ous’! And we've never caught one be-
fore Now wou't the boys be wald?"

*That is some cntch, if we doa't get
any more. CGuoess that fellow is about
as heavy as the salmon,” he commented

“Oh, it's beavier, lots heavier, It it
great—you got i I'm so glad! Some-
body said lukers didn't jump. But sal-
moa for me. Thete s nothing quite s
thrilling for sport as landing u salmon ™

The truth of her statement was plain-
ly wnnen upon her countenance, which'
he noliced.

It was mearing the end of the third
day  “"Hawn't it been glovious, just do
ing as we jollv well please, with nobody
to aak ence “hew do you feel? ™ shie
said,

And “how she has gained, ™ he thought.

And Mra. Gay went gayly oa her way.  while this and more similar advice was  Mrs Ray sat bolt upright. “Really?’ answered, smiling ‘ lose them if T do. I know resl fisher Slowly, patiently, reeling in that never- “She has gained 4 new grip on things”
Good advice—if only it had not gone offered “Yei, really” = *My right there is nese o dis- men would laugh at me; but, never ending ling, or w0 it seemed 1o her—at And then aloud he added
100 far. That evening found Mry Ray reclin-  “Oh! if only I could arrange to leave pute,’ * ha added mind, 1 got him !” R fast he landed It "Wish we might stay louger.™
.’ ',_ : p— 2 -
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A PRACTICAL WOMAN [ A Story of a Man's Lost Pogition ] By Harold Hass
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_ UT, Neflie," Rob pro-
tested, “T have the
license and we have
mads arrangements
with the minister for

planation tefl them the truth  The high
st of Hving is encugh o discourage
amyone with less than $5000 a year”™
“But, dearest, | am making $30 & week
and there is that thousand in the bank

ried Send the lcemse back and explain
why you do so. If the government
wanty the right kind of people to carry
on the rage it should provide agsinst
potatoes seliing at 0 cents a peck

Raob leit Nellie with a heavy heart, bat
he knew she was a woman aof strong
will and would keep her word, se the

leense waa returned and plams for the

wedding cancelled.

Nellie had struggled up (rom a pov-
ertysstricken home, through many div
couragements and heartaches, until now
she felt s if she could call herself a

Her near relatives
she hved
kitcheneite apariment.
furnished it premily and en-

ather apartment 2 Litle larges than this
ane.

Nellie had oot given notice at the of-
fice of her intended marriage as she had
planned to fimish out the month there
So she went to work as wsual the fol-
lowing day and no ome but a few int-
mate friends knew of her changed plans

At first she saw Rob several times a
week as usual; but soon more snd more
tume elapsed Between his calls, and eae
day abe realized that ahe had not seen
him for twe weeks. The knowledge
made » strange rmpty feeling in her
heart. She really loved him and h

alome in 4 some day to marry him and the thounght

of his leaving her life gave her a feel-
ing of slarm. Two months had gooe by

It was Sarurday afternsen and 3 half
holiday for her, On her way home she
met Rob unexpectedly, and at the sight
of his familiar figure she hurried for-
ward eagerly and said:  “Rob, it has
been a long time since | have seen you
Surely you are not going te deop me
aliogether.”

As she spoke shie was startled a1 the
change in him. Hix neat sppearance
had been her chiel delight in the old
days, but nmow he wemed positively
shadbby Me needed a shave and his
fare seemed thiuner than usual

“Let's go over 10 the park and it
dAown,” he answered soberly. "It s as
warm us spring and 1 will not keep you
long, but 1 want to say a few words to

thought whem you refused to marry me
Nellie. 1 lost my job twe weeks agu
They had 1o cut expenses and the man
ager thought ! could be spared better
than the man next to me. He has a
wiie and family, and. as the mansger
said, 1 have no one but myself to look
owt for. | have not been able to find
anything else yet, w0 gurse 1 am not
minh good after all”

"There is the money you saved,” Nel
lis began, but Rob sald quickly “That
went at the time my job did The day
before my brother came 1o me with &
hard-luck story about needing money ta
save bis  fintle  business  with and |
loaned him the thousand He played
the market and lost it the same day. 5o

honestly. Rob, when veu str ae Youl
look hungry,” and betore he copld an-
swer she rose el hall pulled him with!
her  “You are golig home with me 10!
supper Lot the nrighhory vay what theyl
like. It 1 oo late w get a license to-
day, but you are 1o apply for ene thel
frst thing Monday morming, & o
row is Sunday, In the moantime take
this $10. 1 cun spare 11 a2l right. 1 know
of & place where you can get worke It
only pavs $15 & week, but | can kerp o

working asx long as | want o Ther

i room encugh and furniture socugh 1

my Aparteent for us to pet alung wil

for the rest af the winter and we can,
be as cory a can be 1 am a practicst!

LOVE LETTERS THAT WIN

: woman, as | have often said, .ml 'my
w-wu can. !I:: :m; ::m:d.ﬂ:‘” n::’ I::":::‘ ﬁ.:u.:nc in You where it is quiet” you 104," he continued, “you are a Jucky :( :r:::!‘l:n;':-o‘ :::il::.i: :::l:' I‘:;
$18 & week an a2 bockkeeper, and on this that period she felt a twinge of regrer Silently Nellie walked beside him until wirl Good:by. | am going 1o get om sides, | Jove  you, and  that is every-
she lived and had saved cmu‘i' 1o buy For & moment there seumed to ba mare they had found a bench and st down, of here. I!w you will have better luck o 5\ '
some linen, pictures, etc, for the home important things (ian polstoss at 90 Then Rab spoke - e And that very day she had scen o vgnl
she and Rob planned 1o astablish in an- emsts a peck "You showed better judgment than | But Nellie caught his arm  “Tell me in & window - “Potstoes, §1 8 peck’
1 T . ¥
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tribuied by F. 1. W,
e li,M.I’ WIFE- m

thinking ef you to-
night, although we
are  far spart. To-
wght  sad very
night | think of yus
sl loug lor you—
for the tesch of
yout hand, tdes sound
of your thrdling waice, the love which
dilnes from pour sweet eyes.
| close my myen, dear love, and ple-
fure youl e a thowsand diflersmt waps |1
vr yous i breakiast, sweri radiani and
goyour widh happy marmag spini
I pletare you st the plass, the st
gt [alling upen yotr giheious halr,
vomir wonderful  hasds  ruasing lghtly
ower thie keys, the clear, beauiiiul notes
ol your yolor flling the room with they
by
b fee! the Lragrance of yosir presence,
the magical charm  of your love sur-
S -
1w dnubed with fse joy and wondor
of b
Sathing can wpadie uo..umhsul..
because we lowe sach gther, © Ever thine,
GEORGE

0.
(antribeled by ?'u.'u. ]

Desr Gint—Furprised ia getling Ous’

Ko movs o than | awm ks sending it. Bet
I'm just thankdng yom for the casusl
message you sent through S My
lowe 10 the litthe brotkier in the trenches.
It helps, believe me—though you prob-
ably wrote It much & pou weuld have
writhen. “Yes it s & nier day”

You ses, dear, they got me, and slang-
ily weaking, they got e good  Right
shoulder, And there s no pownible
chance for recovery. They haven't 1old
me outright, but 1 know. They're aw
fully good to me here 31 the hospisl
st sometimes, litke girl 'm most (ran:
e dn wantiag my old Canadian hills--
and g

Can you mmagine anylhing mare jor
jorm than 3 wounded hule rencher,
100 pailes from home, with an awiul
schie i bin shoulder, weining Lo the only
girl be ever loved, whe dosssi’t care 8
tap lor him? | know something mose
furioms —same liide 1rencher, with not
even & glel he loves

I was ot _trsining when they wrole
from howme that you had married. Desr,
the shoulder achie |+ henvea 1o the hears-
ache | carried sround and down ioto the
tremches  But & year's slght of wiverssl
pain and heartache soltened my own
heartache wntid | can just be happy for
yoi, and glad that pod're not missing
me Besides in the lew hours leig '

live again happy cammers way back i so understandingly (evem now, darling, we become like other married couples

Lid days, and be glad because | know
& ot of chaps without even 8 memory
to cheer them
| suppose belore you get this I'll be
somewhere ln & lar grester feld than
any we know but iy sl right—whatever
comes. But il you could enly be with
me whee | go. | really guess I'd wek
you 1o kiss me. I'm tred. 5o long—
| P

Contributed by K, M. P,
My Darling Hushand-—This lewer i
the git which | s preparing for you
on this, eur wedding sauiversery, for,

datling, my love lor you is w0 great that aior sielher Worldeb 14 7

I see your denr gray eyes, with yowr
very heart reflocicd in them, and all the
love of my beart rises to mine s re-
sponse ), and wheo our hand clasp re.
veals our inmermost thoughis te each
other.

But on this day of days 1 want two
tell you some of my feclings for you, s
1 will 4ry o write the words that the
sacred happiness of your presence drives
away.

Oh, my darling. de you know that n
the eveniog ,ee | ol by your leot with
your dear  hand s vibrant  with lowe
sroking my halr, | leave this sarth and

mever in the fve years of wir marvied o 0 o0 o Lre there.

life have | beem able to capres it 9
you i words

Oh, Groge my darting, | know you
love me dearer Dhan Bie iself. Bur even
that doss mot eapress the extent ol my
love lor you.

AN day when 1 wall s longingly for
the howr which brings you home 16 me,

Tust you and 1, darling; no werds can
wapress those moments of bllse  Bul you
will understand, dear, for 1 koow is is
not only in my imagination that you ar
company me. | know that yeur whole
being ia sensitive 1o my every mood, as
mine ks o yours, that the spiritusl meg-
ortivm, or whatever it is called thet

I know who lead hum-drom,
mental lives.

We thought we loved each otier then,
didn't we dear? But, oh our love lack
ed the depth, the lecling of nearness, of
being one and when I think of the time
we washed (yes, wasted, for life did
not begin'lor us until our wedding day )
from the day we discovered God Inend
ed us fov each other umtil we let Him

unsenti-

besutiful children | kmow i1 must be s
and swells with thanks to God.

I closg my eyes now, dear, and Ay
you in apirit, snd | know you will (el

the love in my hesrt forges Inlo words, draws oue (o snothar, i ever present me close.  You olten tall me you do, as
endesring  lintle  sentencas whihi are betwesn un, making our thoughts and you work so bard in that terrible place,

meant te be shispered te you in ithe
evening
But ab, my hushand when | am clap

{eelings ene
O, my busband, | pever theught thaet
lifs conid Wold soch perfent happimess,

Oy, Gearge, | do feel resantiv]l when |
think of how hard those dear ) s have
o work  And oh, how hard”l try tn

od in your arm, words seem & Secrilege, and sbove sll marned fife. which | in save that we may seon hsve our own i

and why utter words whes our syed talk

my ignorante was slrad e enter Jest

.

e hame, and you can take things essier

aupper

but il we gt to be mullionaires, we can
never be any happier, can we?

Well my darking, | will soon have you
honte now, so must go get you & wice
Ok, my (eorge, 1 love ymu
with so mtensity you slone know | s
capable of A love thal can  newver
clisnge

May God bles you and our children,
and make the remunder of our lite 1
griher ws happy #s the past five years

BABNSRARNG

Your own lintle wile, MAMIE

Contribated by 0. J. ¥, -
1 open my eyes and look up imo your
rwoet, sobemn fuce and you unile hown
an me
Once more 1 lesl thise strong s oung
srms eucircle me and 0 cracking em
brace w0 you plce your ehicek agains
mine, and once more our lips meet in
caress that seemi to oyt steemally whes
At lag  you  speak . YDear heart, we
ust go 0 the dock  has stnack the
emdaightt howr and ‘tis growing chilly
Tenderly and unwillingly you place me
on my feei and hand in hand we wall
through the gurden 0 the howse, bur,
Willlken, dear Willlam, sou are nop with
mr ! What has heppened ' 1 rub iny ey
wnd look around and before me 1v only
the dimly outlined gurden as seen from

my window Alss, I have been dieam-
img! Yes, dear William, "tis all & drvany
with yois as the hiero,

I rise from the window with a sigh
#nid kneel to offer up & prayer that the
dear Lord may Wesy you and keep you,
denr; that M M i best we may sometione]
mest 0 thet Blissfyl dream called love!

Ever and loviongly yours, MARION

Contributed by . F,

These seauti ful laes 1 alianred upun vot|
Inng wince seem peoulinrly fited (o0 &
jlaca smong “Love Letters” albiit thies
are pddressed to 8 lved one who bl
passed beynnd

Dear, 1 ani strong, and working can (or

Bl you
Iyear 1 cun nerve my soul 1o lace the
night |
But, O, Belovd! | can not  daee the
wakling ’
Can nol endure the tender downing
hight
Alter deep slong, that wnms to end all
T T,
Must | reoew e bdter  Bght each
duwn'’

Alter swees dreama, which Liod in mer
ey wend me
Must | awake und always Hud I
gone !




