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It was a good half-hour after the
st of the evening “office hours” neat-
mwa on the frosted glass sign
was affixed to Doctor Burton’s

~ front door; and so usually monotonous
_ were his evenings spent in the little
nelghborhood of Farnamtown that he
_experienced no little surprise when he
“heard a ring of his front door bell. He
had the evening paper in one hand, his
arpet slippers on his feet and his
shell-rimmed spectacles hanging peril-
ouply over one ear when he went to
_ the door. It was his neighbor, Miss
Margaret Kellogg—Margaret Kellogg,
noted in the neighborhood none the
less for her success as teacher of the
“infant class” in the one church of the
neighborhood than for her dressmak-
ing establishment that consisted of
pne very young sewing apprentice, a
long pler glass in her front parlor, a

~ * half-dozen well-thumbed and not too

‘recent dressmakers’ jonrnals with
French names and glaring colored de-
gigns, and enough orders for dresses
—quite different from thoge. portrayed
therein—from the women i th& neigh-
borhood to secure for Margaret a very
meager income. She was not yet thir-

~ ty, but-her many years of self-reliance-

- and self-support led people to think
of her as considerably older.

*Tve been given the street to canvass
for the new Liberty loan,” she an-
nounced, when she had taken a seat
rather primly in the doctor’s cluttered
study. “I don’t like prying into.peo-
ple’s affairs, but it seemed that some-
body had to do it, and when they asked
me I didn’t see my way clear to refuse,
Are you thinking of taking out one of
the new bonds, doctor?”

It was an embarrassing moment un-
til the doctor, assured by the level,
frank, blue eyes of the girl seated be-
fore him, decided to tell her just how

" | matters stood, He had been hankering

to make a breast of the situation to
some one and now he had an excuse.
After all, if he had canvassed the en-
tire neighborhood of Farnamtown for
a sympathetic soul to whom he could
with least embarrassment tell his pre-
dicament it would have been to this
very Margaret Kellogg.

“I would like to subscribe as much
as anyone in town,” he said, “but I'll
tell you how it is. I've been here—let
me see, three years. When my uncle,
old Doctor Murray, died I felt that
there was as good an opening here as
anywhere else, and I hankered after
the life of a country doctor. I found
a considerable mortgage on this old
place of his and I've had to keep pay-
ing off that. Then his equipment was
entirely out-of-date, and here, way off
from hospitals, I felt there were cer-
tain things I had to have. And, well,
you know that Farnamtown isn’t very
prompt in paying its bills, and since
the war a good many people have left
here to be nearer the ammunition
works and the practice isn't so large
as it was to begin with. So, you see,
Miss Margaret, I'd like to do it, but I
can’t. - I can’t even promise to take a
single bond, not this trip. I'd give up
the place here enttrely, only somehow
it seems that the people need me. I
may be called to the front, but so far
it hasn’t seemed possible. I'm putting

~Ted through college, and there’s my
mother, who is staying to keep house
for him till he's through. I didn’t like
to get exemption, but I had to, and
now unless I’m called as a surgeon I’ll
have to stick it out here.”

Margaret had listened attentively.
She was aware of the fact, for every
one in Farnamtown knew his neigh-
bor’s business, that when the doctor
undertook to subscribe to two bonds
on the previous issue he had dispensed
with the services of his one man of
all work, and since that time he had
been running his own small car and no
doubt cooking his own meals, cleaning
his own house and hoeing his own gar-
den. She knew also that Farnam-

- town was “slow pay,” and:she knew
that people had especially imposed on
the young doctor, who, because he had
bought new equipment for his office
and went about in an automobile—
-howbeit the least pretentious of its
tribe—instead of in the old ‘doctor’s
buggy, they imagined to be possessed
of untold  wealth, Hence payments
were deferred more than ever and,
though they would have expected the
butcher or baker to suspend service
bad they kept him waiting for pay-
ment as they did the doctor, they
would have been mightily offended if
the doctor did not rouse himself from
slumber to soothe their aches and
pains in spite of bills gone overdue
for two or three years.

So after Margaret Kellogg had
stayed just long enough, as she told
herself, to indicate that she “wasn’t
miffed because he didn't subscribe,”
she went on to her next neighbqr and
80 back.to her little cottage down the
_street, :

It was two months later. It was eight
o'clock, just after the last of the doc-
tor'’s office hours, and a Jamp burned

—in Miss Kellogg’s front parlor, where
she was picking out long seams on a

~ dresg'she had put together for the min-
Aster's wife who had decided, -after it

was almost done, that she wanted it

in quite another way from the

, | namitown who patronized Miss Kel-

logg that when she casbed in her old
mnehlne a few yean before and got a
new one she had threatened to get a
“single threader,” but loud had been
the objections, - Her patrons didn’t
want to run the risk of having seams |
come undone in church or at sociables,
as ‘hey had heard of their doing when
sewed In that careless manner.
The doctor had never called on Mar-
garet before except professionally once
or twice, and this was not exactly a

social call.' He had been designated-

by the local authorities as one of those
to help with the Thrift stamp canvass

and he had, much as he disliked to do |

it, to find out from each person on the
street just how muck he or she would
invest in Thrift stamps before the ﬁrst
of the next year.

Margaret didn’t hesitate in explaln-
ing so long as she might had she not
heard the ‘doctor’s confidences -two
months before. Her excuses were
much the same. Farnamtown was
slower pay than ever and thread and
findings were getting higher every day.
What if she did charge a little more
to cover the.increase? If the ladies
didn’t pay till year after next that
really didn’t help. So except perhaps
for one or two stamps she could make
no promise. She wonld like to dis-
pense with her one apprentice and
save her small wage, but she was an
odd little girl—daughter of a poor
widow—and if Margaret didn’t employ
her goodness knows who would; and
then what would become of her?

If there were only something she
could do to earn a little extra every
once in a while—she had heard of peo-
ple doing that. So had the doctor and
he, too, wished that in Farnamtown he
might find some simple task to per-
form by which he might earn the lit-
tle necessary to make his small sub-
scription to government loans and
Thrift stamps.

Now they had both told each other
their little predicament and somehow
‘they felt that there was something be-
tween them that did not exist between
them and anyone else in Farnamtown.
The doctor rose and as he passed the

kitchen door; he &niffed ever so slight-

ly. Miss Margaret told him he smelled
cherry jam. She’d just been putting
it up; that is why she had to pick out
the seams so late. He sniffed again
pleasurably and then in a twinkling
she stood beside him with a slice of
her light, oatmeal war bread and a lit-
tle saucer of fresh cherry jam to be
sampled.

That was how it began. The doctor
said he had some cherries going to
waste on his place. He couldn’t sell
them and he couldn’t eat them all. He
smacked his lips over the sample and
said he could well afford to pay a lit-
tle to have his cherries converted into
food for next winter. And that was
hcw Miss Margaret made arrangements
to earn her bit toward buying Thrift
stamps. ‘It was very little, but the
doctor felt he was mot rash in spend-
ing it.. Besides, he coyld send some of
the jars to his mother and brother to
help provision them as well as himself.
The doctor brought the baskets of
cherries in stealthily and Margaret told
none of the neighbors of the arrange-
ment. And then one day when Mar-
garet had to have some repairs made
on her old house—there was a leak in
the roof that needed soldering and
there were some loose drains and one
of the front stairs had grown old and
sagged out of place—=the doctor asked
her why, if she had to pay some one
for doing the work, he couldn’t come
and do it himself. “It isn’t exactly
surgery, but I've always been fond of
tinkering,” he said. And that made it
possible for the doctor to begin pay-
ments on the next bond. '

It was the last evening of ‘the repairs
on the sagging step, which the doctor
did by stealth to keep the sgcret from
the neighbors, as Margaret had kept
hers about the cherry jam. Then, not
with the greatest fluency, but with suf-
ficlent explicitness, the doctor told
Margaret that they simply must unite
their forces still further. He didn’t
ask her to marry him, as he had in-
tended to; he simply told her that she
had to. And Margaret’s mind ran on,
woman fashion, and predicted the buy-

ing of more stamps and more bonds.

They could live in one house and both
keep on with their work, and there
would be only one furnace to keep
coaled, and that would make possible
a real show of patriotism.

And the plan might have worked
had not the announcement been made
the very day following that poor litile
Farnamtown had been chosen as the
site*for a new hospital and that Doc-
tor Burton had been appointed one of
the resident surgeons—and that meant

opportunity to do his bit as he had,

dreamed-of doing it, and incidentally
enough to make possible increased con-
signments to the brother and mother
and enough left besides to send to ob-
livion forever the symbols of the “es-
tablishment” in Margaret’s front par-
lor,

Value of White Olicloth,

White oilcloth will change a dark,
dingy kitchen to one that is clean and
bright. A yard of it will save you
from looking at the worn off paint at
the base of the dish closet or the In-
side window ledge of kitchen and bath-
room.

A strip along the wall beside the
sink will catch spattered drops of dish
water -or drainings and may be easily |
cleaned with a lightly soaped cloth. A
yard of it will cover. the top of the

kitchen table, with some to spare. A |

length of a few inches more will make
the tops of washtubs sightly and con-
vertible to table uses.

The top of the retrlgerator covered
in this way will be taken as a guar
antee of sweetness and cleannne- be

-
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‘Yank Lieutenant Feels Huns win't
Get Him, but Will Take
Few Alonu.

PROUDEST MAN IN UNIFORM

Wins Promotion From Corporal to
Platoon Leader for Daring Plece
of Work on Night Pa-
trol Duty.

Paris—It was on the boulevard.
The Opera. The Opera was but a
scant half block away. And it was
dark, both the Opera and the boule-
vard, The only light came from the
kiosks -advertising Paris newspapers,
patent bouillon and talcum powder.
There I heard the typlcal story of the
American second lieutenant, the pla-
toon leader who’s doing a wonderful
bit in winning the war.

Call him Prettyman, which isn’t his
name. He was a deputy superintend-
ent of banks before the war. As he
said himself, he’d never been out im
his life after one in the morning ex-
cept in a taxicab. He used to earn
$6,000 a year, have his bath every
morning and a cocktail before dinner.
He is a typical successful young New
Yorker.

“Gosh,” he said, “I'm the proudest
man in this army. I've got two kinds
of itches at the same time.

“We came over on the Justicia, the
-one that was torpedoed the other day."
he said.

“And they spewed us out at an
English port at eleven o’clock one
night, and at eleven the next night
we were back of the lines in Flan-
ders. I was only a corporal then.
Then we were moved to Alsace gnd
there we got our first taste of war.
Incidentally, there I got to be & pla-
toon leader.

On Night Patrol

“Here’s what it was. Up in the
first line the Heinies were just about
fifty yards away. One night the or-
der came for a patrol. Now, it’s hard
to tell you about a patrol standing
here in the boulevard. Out there it's
as black as the inside of your shoe.
It’s into ‘that that a patrol is sup-
posed to go. And we went. Sure I
was scared. Scared green. I didn’t
know where I was, and I had the lives
of* 60 men in the hollow of my hand.
But we went. We laid for 14 hours
right up against the German wire and
we located .every. machine gun they
had, and every man Jack of us got
back to our own lines safely.

“My God! it was different from
New York. It was a lot different from
Paris. It was hell.  But when the
Heinies came over the next day we
knew where they were coming from
And we sloshed them.

“That country is full of spies and
our wires from the front line back
were cut. So I went back myself.
They'd laid down the best box bar-
rage I have ever seen. Oh, I got
~through it, because I was lucky, I sup-
pose. I got through it three times
that night, in fact. And me, never out
after one o’clock in my life before ex-
cept in a taxicab. Say, it was flerce.
Right out in the open country. All I
had to tell me where I was were the
telephone wires. And they were cut.
I was almost sick to my stomach when
I hit the break in that friendly little
black wire I'd kept running through
my hand. But we did get word
through. And all the Germans got by
way of prisoners were 17 cripples that
had been sent up to the front line by
mistake.

“And, say, I feel they’re going to get
me. DIve got my second lieutenancy
and I'm going back up to the front in
a few days, as soon as this celebration
is over. And ‘I have a hunch that J
won’t come back.

. “Pve got a little sister and a dear
father that I'd like to go back to, but
there's something bigger than tlmt.

o

HEISNOTAFRAID

e

I'm wearing the nnitorm, I am.

because there are four, five, as many

millions as you want, more. Only|
when I do die I'm going to_ take at

least five Helnies with me. And I'm

.going to handle the slxty or seventy
{ or the hundred and twenty men umn-.

der me so theyll do the same. %
Allies Are Fine soldlen.

“Sure, I get awfal impatient with
the French sometimes because they
don’t understand our language. And
the British sometimes rub me the
wrong ‘'way..  Fve had fist fights with
‘em both—before I got to be an offi-
cer. But they're all in the same game
and you can tell the folks back home
that they're damned good soldiers,
those British and French, every one of
them. ~Only we're going to go them
one better—particularly the—platoon
of the —— company of the —th.
You'll hear from us. Only if you're
dropping a line to the folks T know

It
don’t make a bit of difference if I die, |

Virginia.
Apméhum&m

_ tion volunteered one

100 tons of coal. Many miners

_after completing their day’s work
: retnrntoratwbununuht
to,dig more coal,. Many farmers,
too. pntinntowhourastnltht

just tell ‘them Qhat you sa »ﬁme——lp
Paris celebrating, and on the way to’
the front, wheré I don’t expett ever
to come back from. Good-by, o!m
good luck!” :

.And he strode across the street
disappeared. His job . ahead of him
to do, full knowledge of the cost of
that job, and proud to pay the tﬂ‘a
demanded—even to the ultimate, He's |

the platoon leader, the U. 8. A. pla- |

toon leader, that's going to win this
war.

PLAY GAME WITH 52

HUN “TIN FISH”|

tears roofs away, and brings the look- .

London.—~How a certain United
States naval observer daily plays the
game of life and death with Hun “tin

Lfish” was Interestingly told here re-

cently by a member of the committee
on- public information as follows:

“A short, thick, temporary ensign,
one T. H. Murphy, with red face and
very blue eyes, sits day and night in
his office in a little shack at a United
States naval air station, poring
over raised maps with colored strings
stretched on them and queer red-
headed pins stuck in them.

“His job is to keep track of every
Hun submarine that 1s ‘In operation.
Belng a former submarine man him-
self, his instinet for them is that of a
ferret after a rat.

“He knows when they need air, how
badly every depth charge has tickled
them—knows even when they must
come to the surface for the skipper to
smoke his cigar, as there is no smok-
ing inside a submarine.

“Murphy’s knowledge decides the
success or failure of the many young
reserve ensigns of the naval flying
force now at stations where there are
young men who have left the ball-
rooms of New York or the battlefields
of Yale and Harvard to take a whack
at the Hun.

“Take, for instance, Ensign E. J.
Schieffelin of New York city and of
the Yale class, 1919. He is direct de-
scendant of John Jay, of Revolution-
ary fame, and his father left home
for the Spanish-American war in the
same ship that carried his son to this
one. :

: Murphy Was Right.

" «gchieffelin was in Murphy’s office
early one morning when that expert
took the pipe from his mouth, stuck
a pin in the middle of the North sea
and then blew out a blue cloud of
smoke.

“They’ll be needin’ one,” he said,
‘right about there.

“¢‘One what?

A smoke, of course. They've been

under so many hours ‘on such and
such a course. In three hours thy'll
broach and the reason will be-tobacco.
Search area-—and—and you'll find a
aeh’
“Schieffelin was the first pilot. The
second pilot was Lieut. Roger W. Cut-
ler, stroke and captain of the Har-
vard varsity crew of 1917. The crew
of the big seaplane was completed
by Bernstein, the machinist’s mate,
and Taggart, electrician and champion
100-yard sprinter:

“Three hours later a bright her-
ringbone 'sea was creeping -under
them. 'I'hrough the mist ‘the visi-
bility was bad, but suddenly both
oﬂlcers made the same exclamation

- plane slgnaled a drifter:

under. thelr breath as the seaman
called’ to his mate:

“‘A large Hun is going north, one
gun,’ Schieffelin remarked. ‘Say, Mur
phy was right, only I don’t see anyone
smoking.’

“The plane got itself between the
sub and the sun. Then, for two
whole minutes it bore down on.the
Hun shark. She loomed up through
the mist ‘big as a' house, Schieffelin
said afterward,

“Within a half minute she started
to submerge with—

“Crash! .

“‘Now,’ said Cutler, ‘we will give
them a light,’

Brought Home the Onlona.

“He tripped his bomb release at the
instant the big plane was directly
over the enemy’s conning tower,
which -was exactly awash. Schieffelin
threw the machine -into a vertical
bank to observe the effect of the ex-
plosion.

“A white geyser spouted fifteen feet
on the enemy’s port beam. The delay
had been just right.

“‘Look, her propeller’'s = out,
laughed one of the men. They knew
then that she was damaged and that
her diving pfanes had been so injured
that she could not. submerge. They
knew she had to cling to the surface,
that all-her advantage in being a sub
was-lost and that she was’a prey to
any patrol.

“As the plane was short of petrol,
having a forty-mile wind to fight
against, the Amerlcun lads set sail
for home with a 'sense of a deed well
done. The rest was routine. The
‘There is a
damaged sub filve miles northwest of
you.!
“The drifter, knowing that a sub
on the surface would start to run
like a scared cat, as damaged subf do,
and that they couldn’t catch her, re-
layed the news to certain destroyers.

“The destroyers did the rest,

{ hurried up, rammed the U-boat, and

there were only six survivors. Her
diving rudder had probably been. dam->
aged. The destroyers put her down,

but she was the prize of Schieffelin-

of Yale-and Cutler of’ Harvard. It
was Cutler’s first fly as a pilot on a
war patrol.

“The first bombs he ever dropped
In action ‘brought heme the onions.'”

Brother Seeks Revenge. .
Scottdale,
previously granted as a_ railroader,
Freeman Hamilton of Everson has pe-
titioned the draft board to place him
in class 1 and send him to camp imme-
diately. Hamilton wishes to avenge
the death of his brother, who was’

killed in action. (el
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hurled at the Huns from allied guns.
 country, men and women, all of whom
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wind trom the north-by-east? .
blows, and the fields turn to stone; it

Storm treads on storm till here and
there the heaped-up and compacted
snows lie‘two winters deep. Of course
the brooks are stilled now;the water
in the lakes is brittle, it can be dug
and shattered. Of a native, what
with his pelts and his stitched-up
breeches, all you can see is his facej

sucks through it. No one drinks wine;
it is passed in lumpss; if a'wine jar
is broken, the wine within it stpnds
alone - "

Does the great Danube freeze? Its
blue currents have hardened into mare
ble. It holds the ships locked fast; not
an oar can cleave the waters.. Where
the pilot steered now men go afoot. No
wild Sarmatian lacks a bridge for his
greaseless ox-cart. But surely the
Black sea itself keeps open? Well,
says Ovid, if T had anything &0 ga'ln
by saying what isn't so, you might not
believe me:; but as sure as I am a
wretched exile, I have walked that sea
dry-shod. Boreas was howling, but
he could not raise a wave. Not a
bumping dolphin ‘could come through
to stretch himself. Oh, Leander, if
once upon a time a like sea ‘had been
yours, the scandal of: ‘your' drowning
could not have been laid upon the
stralt you had to swim!

And then, with grimmer strokes,
Ovid draws the worst part of his pice
ture. For into this winter-bound coast,
over the ringing highways of the ice,
come savage foes, sweeping down on
swift horses: they have poison on their
arrow tips, they bring thongs to lash
thelr captives; they. fire with torches

what they cannot carry off.

B-r-r! But if Ovid were alive agam
in this year of grace, and once more
writing from Tomi, or as they “call it
| now, Kustendji, he would not find the
sting ‘of, the north- wind from the
steppes ]
ago, nor the cruelty of man to man
less appalling.—Boston Herald, )

New Disease.

. Members of army medical boards
have some curious experiences, I
gather, in the conrae of their work, but:
it might be supposed that they would
have fewer opportunities for ‘making
discoverles than their colleagues be-
hind the fighting line, and in the base
hospitals.  But evidently there are ex-"
ceptions. “A man presented hlmselt

medical friend tells me, “and I put the
usual question: ‘Well, what's the mate
ter with you? ‘Timorbilli’ ‘What?
He repeated it, ‘I don’t know what
that is,’ I said. So he produced a pa-
per from his own doctor, and on it
was written: ‘This man is suffering
frofa Timor Belli.'” It sounds better,

as full of meaningl—Westminster

7 ‘(England) Gazette.

Eamod His Meal, :
Governor Stephens was$ commenting

song who have no right to use it.
“They ought to be in jail,” he de-

| clared, “but once in a while you can’t

help but forgive the culprit. T have
fn mind the case of a tramp in uniform -

who asked a housewife for a meal. .

Bt B youweremthebnttleottho
Marne?

“ Yos, ma’"

“'Whntm

'“?Jota word, ma’nm. rmonw

| honor not to reveal a thing I saw or
Thats o very strict milltary,
m’" - : : *

did.

out towers down flat. Any snow? '

certainly, than “cold feet,” and is quite’

‘biting than 19 centuries .

for examination the other day,” one

ern syndicate. You feel wutlelt shiv- | -
: on t.he whu:ened plah. $
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his beard is wWhite” with the cold he=

i

on the misuse of the uniform by per-




