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HUSBAND GONE—SONS GONE—
HOME AND RELATIVES GONE

A Fact Story Telling Just What the Red Cross

Did for Mme. Pellier.

By an Eye Witness

MAUDE RADFORD WARREN

This [s the ploture | suw lust Janu-
By (o Fravke,—and you Lave merch
fully chinged 1! Colop enongh thera
was—abave, the slernal blue: In the
background, fells of liviog
which the Getman shiolls  could not

Eroen,

provept [from oreoping back; I the
otididle foveground, o  lupg  villnge
etreol w0 butiersd and borned  thot

Rowas merely o candon of (rmnerol
orid rulne  In  (runl little
braken four flgurea In
block—an old womnn, poling sioong
the fallen stones (n o Yaln senrel for
somuthing thet could e used )

Jounger womnn, sehted on wimt lued)
once hewn & deorsten, with ber face
Riditen in hor arms; and s Hitde boy
Al glel, wha stared, Lalf feightenm),
half curlons, at the desolation sbout |
wem:  The Hitle boy hebd In bils thin
band o led Cross Nug, Al four were
pole and gount; the fades and bodies
of (e ehfldren showed pone of the
round curves that nmke the henvty of

af one

house wero

A el »
Thig s thelr history: When the
war broke out, Mme. Pelller, her

mother and her four younger children
were visiting her hushiiml’'a mother In
the north of Fraoee.  Her husbhand
and two elder sons wers at home In
Lorruine tnking core of the summer
erops.  Then the war! The mother
Indaw of Mime. Pelller wis 11l and
eould not be left. Her old “mother
wig afruld to travel to Lorenlne with
the full enre of the four children, Be

g Into Switzerland and then Into
Hiute-Savole, From there they wenl
o Lorralne.  Mme, Pellier hoped that,
even though her village bad been boms
hurded, her home might hive excaped.
She found nothing except ber bare
Delily .

Yo chunged thay pleture, you Amers
eans, who cuan bever be botnbarded,
who e pever lose throogh war five
out of the soven dearest to-you, It
was not your husbagd and childeen
who ded; not your wife who was
whilowed . not your little ones who
e back, bony nmd tuberenlar, to
lome that hud eanlghed. Not yours,
but only the geace of pecldent saved
ron; ot yours, bot i might have beon
nmd g you changed the pletpre. You
could vol bhylld up with your own

| ks thal heap of stones (nto o home,

nor il the Helds, por bring Mme, Pel-
fler batk to hope and the children
back to healil, Bot through the Red
Cross your sived the rempants of that
fumily ihat had suffered as you might
have sulfered,

Things the Red Cross Did,

You took the mother of Mmoe. Pel-
ller ton Red Cross hospital to bo trents
ed for anueimly, You took the little
girl, who was In the first stages of
tuberculosis, to n Réd Cross sanl-
tarfum, You found a place which

could be mude hubituble for Mme, Pel-

ller near her flelds which she was

nnxlous te tIlL  You gave her clothes
and fornlture; youn got her seeds; you

fored they could all start together the fént her Implemonts. You sent a vis:

Germaun Invadied, Bad news 15 allow-
ed to come Into northarn Prance, nnd
80 u8 the moniths possed Mmo. Polller
learned that her Village bome hd heen
bombarded and thut her hustand and
two sons had heen killed, Bxeept for
the Delging Relief Commisslon, which
opurates In northern Francee nlke, she
nred her tittle ones would have starved
auiright., At the best they were un-
ge-nonclghed.  Then the groat push
hegan, nnd hopes for France grew
high  BUt a8 the Freneh soldlers ad-
tx r¢d they had to hombard the north-
wn fowng. Mme, Polller hegred the
Oevmpng to lot her go awny with her
ehildren—aven Ints Germany, Thin
wis retisdd,  Hhe trlod to seek safety
o same cellar whenever fhere was a
bormbprdment, Nevertheless a shell
kitted 1wo of her chlldren,

Found Her Home Gone.

Mote gone; hustand gone: brave
sa'Mler song gone; NHitle, tender boys
torn fnfo shiredsl That womun's face
weonihil hinve uhown you what she had
Wlored==lier face agninst (he batter-
ed rulns the Germang had made, At
lukt she and her mother and her two
ronnlping ohlldron were repatrinted
They huow the infinile rellef of cross

of safety.

ing doctor to watch over her health
and that of her little boy, You sent
nurses, who schieved the mighty vie-
tory of wakling ber and the ehlld take
baths, Later you persunded her to let
him go to a refuge not far away where
hie might attend sehool and where she
could often visit him. Through the
help of your Red Cross hope and eour-
age and ambition have come bick to
that womnn, and she 1s rebuliding her
family life  The Mggest thing one hu-
man belng ean do for nnother you, if
you nre a helper of the Red Cross,
huve done for that mother,

Red Cross! | saw Its work overy.
whare In France—In flelds and In
blasted wvillages; In  hospitals and
schools and clinlea; In refuges and
vestlaries for widows and orphang and
for the slck children of soldiers fight-
ing to keep you sife from the enemy.

This symbol of help has a double
mennltg uow for Amerieans, who have
always taken for grantod the hlessing
It stands for your willing
nesd (o puy the price of exemption, of
pity, of sympnthy, A Dbitter, black
rofd this rond of war, but across I,
e o bowcon of hoge. you have fiting
the Red Cross.

HE GAVE HIS SHIRT OFF FIE T ACK

How an Italian Officer Traveling on Train

Helped a New Born Baby.

Oue of the weys W0 suy that m man )
wogoed hokried 18 o deseond lo ex |
resulve Afwclcaness stang and sny
lic'd give you bis shirt"

A vinpg Ttnlian eificer did exnotly |
Rawt - guve thie shiee ofF Wig Back to o |
baby fgnt born, Tnowis dyrelng o Might |
of <he Diatlan refugees Just ofter the
Batinn aewy lnd begn iricked by the
&usitiuns

Here's Lhe etory

A Moo officer, who hod heen o
mylunteer worker ai tho station when
e sl enpe throggh, waiked inlo
W Anerican Ted Cross oiiee ot Bo
fogue, dinly, avd 1okl ot e podi youns
weman who hod plven Nith to o by
o Oy tenin in widen Ls was rhling o
e ulight's previovsis, They had been
ling  for over 10 liours, wod the!l

FULL MAN-SIZED
HAM SANDWICH

What Ten Minutes for Re-
freshments Means in
Modera War.

Think of what refrashiments mesn
sgver there” Think of the Samle w}
ng ont of the lrmhnl

® hour leave of ab-|
traln or mo-

whelchedly poor and disheartened
mother hind been Intimed In with the
hundreds of other frightened Hallans
on the gome trndn,  Hungey, Lired uwnd
miserable and In g feightfully wenk-
il condition, she hald soarcoly sul-
elont clothes for herself, not (o speak
of properly coring for & newborn bube,
The yoltng oMeer pteipped kel of
Dy shiet, sod thare dmong tils fright
ehipell hadl slarved, forflorm crowd the
Poor L ian nfunt was wenpped [ e
st hly owering

Mather ana habe were afterwnrds
e ek o hisglih, clothed and
[ooked  wfer by Qe Ametlenn Red

' A thile e uely ane sidall e
vl ncldent wimomg thousamids (hat
under the working of thie Red

T

LS TR

stopping ten minotes for refroshitents
ul 8 Rt Croes Cant e,

Think of n big enp of ol coffes and
o wenlth of  mamesised  Wom sand-
wivhes sorved by the Red Cross—wo-
mon with the Joy of serviee In thelr
vyes  Thiok of ten minoles for re-
frosbiments withln sound of (he gons—
such rerveshimonts served by sich wo-
men, D ever a4 weary Ind have sueh
refrestiments?  Did ever a cup'of cof-
fee and o sandwich taste so goddy

It |8 service Uke this, the supplying
of "ford that's got n homey taste” at
t Uime when o msn's splelis are likely
to be at lowest ebh, that moved n Com:
manding Genoral of the Amerionn
Forces to write on December 30
extent of the work of

PUTTING HIS MONEY TO WORK
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Contributed by Chatrles Dana Gilison,

\And Yei This True Stery Has a

THE HMOPE OF THE WORLD

By MAROLD BGLL WRIGHT.

THE hope of the world is not alons

that the armies of humanity will
be victorious, but that the spirit and
purpose of our warfare will preveil in
our victory. The hope of the world
is in the Red Cross, because the Red
Cross is voicing this spirit and pur-
pose that must, through the force of
our arms, triumph. Just to the de-
gree that we cen evidence this Red
Cross spirit of mercy and brother
hood we will hold true in the dan-
gerous hour of victory to the ideals
that have forced us into the trenches
in the defense of human rights and
human liberty.

The one sane and saving thought
in this delirium of death that now
possesses the world is the Red Cross,

Wherever the storms of battle
hell rage, amid the fires of ruthless
destruetion, in trench and camp and
hospital, these soldiers of mercy with
lieroism unsurpassed are carrying the
flag of the highest conceivable ideals
of humanity. The ideals for which
our armies have taken the field are,
by these unarmed hosts, proclaimed
to friend and foe, in that unmistaka-
lile language of universal merey and
In the terme of wastod
towns rebuilt, of broken humanity

||]'||1 |uu'5\4|v wl

salvaged, of dying ehildren resened,
of desolate families suecored, the Red
Cross deelpres the cause for which we
war and proelaims the prineiples and
ideals that must and will in the end
prevail.  Above ihe thunder of the
guns, the roar of exploding mines,

the crash of fallen cities and the cries
of tortured humanity, the voice of
$he Red Cross carries clear and strong
ths one message of hope to our war-
burdened world.

The black horror of this world's
crisis would be unbearable were it
not for the spirit and work of thie
mighty force. The normal mind re-
fuses to contemplate the situation
without this saving power.

It is the knowledge that in every
city, town and hamlet, men, women
and children are united in this work
of declaring to the world, through
the Red Cross, our message of merey
and brotherhood, that kecps our
hearts from sinking under the burden
of woe and sustains our faith in hu-
man kind. It is the constant daily,
almost hourly touch with the Red
Cross work that is fell by every citi-
gen in the land, that inspires us with
courage and hope,

Out of this hell of slaughter the
Red Cross will guide the warring ne
tions to a heaven of world-wide peace
and brotherhood.

Because it is the living expre.sion
of these ideals and prineiples i «e-
fense of which we are giving our all
in lives and material wealth—-baesise
on every field of death it is proalaim.
ing its message of life—hoosune @
keecps ever before us and the wosld
the cause for which we wir—-hecsase
it will preserve us in the hour of ogr
victory from defeating oursslves- tho

ted Uross is the hope of the world.

THE RED CROSS
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EARNS 14 CENTS A DAY;
HAS WIFE AND BABY

Happy Ending.

Even a Frenchman sometimes |oses,
for awhile at feast, his *unfaillng”
sénse of humor.

Take, for lostance, the case of o
man from Lille, o soldler, Waeltele by
| name and only twenty-three, He had
ty well, for the youngster lad |

done p

nirendy his own peinting shop Ino that|
torthern Freach towi, which 1s still I.!l-I
In the lrl'|ll_'lli'b|

developed puberculosis;, and

the Germun lines

alil
Wuaeltele |
he wis sent to o hospial at Grenohle. |

There he was considered ncurable,
and after the usoal three months Ilf!
treatment he was grnnted his 14 cents|
a day pension, Suld hig futherly army |
doctor, “My son, you cub perhaps cure|
yourself If you will live In the monn-
todns, if you wili eat plenty of nour-
ishiing food and, sbove ull, If you II\'I”‘ti
\\'\Il"l'}', |

Waeltele ghould have smiled, but he
didn't. He waa thinking of his baby

worry!” The humor of it entirely es-|
caped him,

Then the Red Cross stepped In,  He |
wns found by an Ameriean womah
with some Amerienn Rod Crogs mouey
for Just such cnses, and within o few
liours he no longer had neetd to worry
He wns sent to the mountalng at La
muve, in the French Alps, happy in|
the knowledge that his family was be- |
Ing ecared for by these pmazingly kind
Americans,

And now the army doclor's worids|
are coming troe.  Waoeltele's long 18|
healing fost, and he |s dreaming of |
another pripting shop and of !h'iug‘
agnin sotie day with that litthe family,

There have beem over 400,000 new
enges of tmbereulosiz Iy Peance sinte
thie war started, amd (o care for these
eises and check the White Plague's|
spread I8 merely one of the big jobs
the Ameriean Red Cross hos set out to
aecoinlish,

FATHER AT WAR,
TRAGEDY AT HOME

Jeet What Home Service M-ans
fo a Soldier,

The father kisses ks wife and kid-
dies goodby, shomiders Wlg gun and
marches away to war, |

For a thne the enrrent of life fows |
smoothly for the soldier's little fami-
Iy, Then comes ihe teagedy,  Mother
I tileen 1, The Nitle brobod of broth-
ers und sisters Is helpless, No father
to turn lo. A helpless wothor !

To whom can the Ameriean saldiors
family look at this critlenl period?
Must o brave man's lovally o his
country mean desolation and suffering |
to those noarest o dearest (o him?%
No Emphatl ally no Fhe Amerd
can people will wot perisit the fuml-
HNes of thelr soldiers and gallors to
suffer becnuse thelr broadvinners are
tghting for thelr country. And s Ui

|

: ‘ . : L9 L4 I
Red Crass: Department of Clviling Re |
el has cremted o anllon:wiile OTERE =
lention for home service for the fami

Hes of soldlers and sallors
Under the bunner of “Hoime Sory. |
lee” patriotie wen and women have!

enrolléd nnd are devoting themsslves
to the noble task of helping soldieps
familles to meet and ndluat
lems of pveryday 1o a ding them
o mnlntuin the sthndirds of hiealih,
elducation und Industry,

the prob-

Home Service—True Ssrvic &,

Home service menns ko ping the sol-

Uer's children woll ani 1 aehool, It
o Liding (he fumily over financial
Lonbles, armoging  the housaholi
budget, meoting insuranes pevinlums

adjosting o
tenl nkd and egal gyl

elght moment

mortinge, hrthging med
to Lear nt the
In short “Home Sty
I¢e" 15 true service in that it Provides
ths warmm hnndelusp E frlendship
rather than the hnniltiation af charity
LIt enlls for svminathetle '1.’i'll'l'h'|1'.'.|l!||]..;
and  Intelligent cotgllerntion of the
m't.:i vital nepds of the soliller'y fumlh'.'
e Red Cross (s Medged to "Hnn{ul
Serviee” wherever teeded In the Upit
ol States, In each chapter of the Reg |
Cross ihere will be g hame serviee
section, under competent hands, whase
mission will e 1o Frotest the welfare
of the saldlers’ and sallors’ homes ang
to sufeguard the normal development
of {helr fumilies in employment and 1y
Itlenls of selt help and self relianee,
R
tttti*ittttti*ittt**l

“The work that the Rad :
Cross Is doing In France *
this winter is worth mare *
than a million and 2 half - &
American soldiers in tha *

*
*
*
*

lines In Frange today,”
—General Petajn,

. S

*tii*i***ttt*tit**

| and closed [t

THE LITTLE HOUSE

AT THE CORNER

By
RALPH HENRY BARBOUR.

Of the Vigllantes.

The Director lald hls pen asids,
yawned, streteched, and, leaning buck,
locked fromw his window, The Head
guarters, n temporary wooden strue
ture with a tar-paper roof, hod besn
knovked together In the shadow of the
half-rulced church, and from the wis-
dow, Just above the street level, the
Director counld lvok aimost the entire
length of the Hitle villuge, They had
been rebullding It, that villnge, and
now the work wus almost done, In 1914
the Germans hud shelled |t and burned
it, and then, passing over, had left It
wnpty and stlent for two years But
recently, In the early Aulumn, the tide
had turned and the rétreating gray
hordes had pnssed bock the wny they
had  gone, destroying and defiling
Now the roar of thelr guns was soft

and his wife—and his 14 centa. “Do'%)aneq by distance and & miracle had

taken place in the villnge,
Village Rebuilt In a Menth,

In u short wonth, houses—unlovely,
if you Hke, but warm god comfortabls
and wenther-tight—hnd replaced the
sarry henps of stone and plaster and
dptlitered beams, In' bome cuses the
original walls had been repalred and
roafed over, inothers small, neat wood-
en structures bad entively repliced the
former dwelllngs, Shell lholes had
been flled I and blackened tres
stutups  removed,  In another week
the bastered choreh would alope tell
of the bhavoe of war, Thers were

[ many such miracles belng performed

at that minute all up and down
the narrow strip of France regained,
An assistunt thrust his head in
“The Mayor and the priest to see you,”
he whispered. “I told them you ware
bugy—" !
"Ask them to come in, plense,”
They entered, The maire wns an
elderly glant of a man, darvk-visaged,
gruff-voleed, before tie war the vik
lnge blacksmith, The priest wis small
and slight, with n parchment like pak
lor in his sadly kind face, and be held
sotnething holf hidden under the folds
of his rusty soutane,
"M'sleur will he leaving ue soon?™
“Yes, Father, the work I8 showt fa
lehed. T go the day after tonorrow.
The others remain a while lopger.”
“It is snd news,” suld Futher Jean,
and the maire nodiled gloomily behind
the smoke of hig cignrette, “But we
cotilil not espect m'sieur to remain
with us alwnys, Others demund his
services beyond doubt, But we shall
e veéry sad, M'slénr has been ss
grantly our friend, has done so much,
pelitormed so many wonders in our
poor village—" The priest blew his

| Hose vigorones)y,

“You owe me no thanks, Fathert
nor those who aid me, nor the Society
I vopresent, What we de Is dove In
the nume of Humanity,”

“'Tis well" growled the malm
“Thunks are difficult to express,
m'sieur.”

The Favor the Priest Asked.

“We have much gratitude but few
wortls In which to clothe 1t," sighed
Father Jenn, “And it 1§ beciuse we

[of ihls litle village, cannot sdy to

m'slour what Is i our hearls thet
friend Bonot and 1 bave come, repre-
zenting the citlzens to whom m'sienr
hus restored homes and food, com-
fort and courage, to beg a favor.”

“A fuvor? Hnve the goodnesa to
fue 1t, Father"

“Msleur knows the little plase at
the end of the villnge, where the well
Stonnl Lefore—before—"

“Place?™ The Director shook Ms
head, smiling, puzzled. “I did not
know there was o place, Father.”

“Wsleur would doubiless nol poties
It Tt is but finy. Beshies, we have
never culled it so, There was no need,
But wow, with m'slewrs permission,
we would glve It » nume."” The priest
slowly witlelrew from beheath his son
tine what hnd been in hiding there
“There is so litthe we of the villags
enn o in return,” he murmured, “but
If m'sleur periuits we shall plice this
on the corner of Plerre Martin's house,
whers for all time it shall remain us &
token: of our gratitude, If m'sleur per
mits” he ndded apologetically,

He leld forth with hesttation &
plece  of board newly  painted

[Agaltst a white ground had beea

wronght, first, a red oross, then words
In vddly formed bBlack letters, then &
red heart. The Director read the in-
seription, Then he opened his mouth,

Floally he, too, blew
his nose,” ,

All of whith explaing why, should
you ever happen on that little village
when the war Is over, you wiil doubt-
less ohserve, facing & square no larger
than o kitchen garden, a quaint sign
bearing. between a red cross and a red
beart, the annowncement :

PLACE DE LA
CROIX-ROUGE AMERICAINE

Place of the 2
American Red Cross. o |




