asked Martha on

. th

hls“departure, e veranda steps ere
e is just tired from last night

Henry. Girls will be girls.” & 4

ALtI;:[A went with Martha promptly at
o ll‘geo clock to thp Mothers’ Meeting
= 2 Oél‘th Street Mission. Martha was
Streetsan happy with Alma walking the
o at her side, chic in the neat suit

S :ihe stylish hat.
cé denly Martha remembered Harry
0y, and some of the happiness de-

azge;l. Alma was dressed for Harry
ulyuy’ not for the Mothers’ Meeting.
go after you give your talk,

h’[amma oA i
i Ima said hey came i
s Z A as they came in
lgslzt olglffl:ui Mission. “I'll play for them
is ft ab0ut?"want to hear you talk. What
Y .
sim;():l(;},lrage in the home,” Martha said,
fr(f:g:;d Martha spoke simply to those
those Wlomen with the fretful babies,
ignoraSOu s struggling against the odds of
encoy nce and poverty, without chance or
sPOkerag-e'“ent in their sordid lives—
ol simply and truly eand directly,
them se she felt herself to be .one with
back.of ‘}/,\nd- Alma, listening from the
in her }tl e tiny hall, felt a growing wonder
throat ﬁ?rt and a lump came into her
e (ré' h ear by, a baby cried plaintively.
Weary ached over and took it from the
sil\»eg heﬁ!ed, mother, quieting it with the
Mal’thS aking of her purse chain. Thus
arms élhef(};md }})‘(’1‘ with a baby ‘in her
- a0e e o s

eﬁ%&ifu], ¢ above the baby one intent,

hy Alma!”’ y ST 7

you had left.” she gasped, “I thought

?,

tinylsght' she sweet?” Alma chucked the
cute dj 2% pla&[uuy‘ “Just look at the
ookedlm-ple’ amma. The poor mother
you sot‘ged and she wanted to listen to
was gre adrly but the baby cried. It
f‘zlou,'art’ Mamma. [ felt awfully proud

. Lr]na lingered till after five, talking to
artho; f‘;‘i?y admiring babies, serving tea.
Wl}f‘“ per le(f)t‘?ed her out to the vestibule

ilIt nmdedyou stay?”’ she asked.

wanted to.” Al tucked in z

Bray Tasker i ma tucked in a
maa?y 18?11\ “Is my hat on nicely, Mam-
one funny I wanted to stay, and besides
e a“u]my old woman said to me, ‘Mees,
Hisen (;)ff dot Mudder you haf got,” so 1
'isseda Nfo stay for that.” She laughed,
Steps, ¢ ’artha and started down the
she « 1 I'll be back about eight for sure,”
ninec”a ed back. “Harry is leaving at

MAdRTHA went home happy, to get
Stantllrlner for Henry and Bruce. Con-
Sice. ﬁ during the preparations she
atgHt of Alma at the Belmont with
ot Harry McCoy. Still, she was happy.
“All tf‘l]la must have pleasure,” she mused.
Sy o pleasure she desires. She must
Ate:" )
A ine o'clock Martha became uneasy.
lmsah:";d. cll‘lOt yet returned. #
tol‘(‘i He:rly, she’'d be back at eight,” she
Don’t you worry about Alma,” H

replied, ‘}'Sohe o v u ma, enry
a aczgle of herseﬁ_?{'s pretty well how to
'tha picked up th i or
a p the evening paper
S:\?r settled down to read, but herpeyes
Owg?geT of printing blurred together.
~how °lW y the hands of the clock moved
. slow. Every little sound—possibly
soun dp~P°581bly Alma, Every little
A —she started—

‘ -teé" Henry went up to bed.
a tired, Martha,” he said and

batted her shoulder, “don’ :
abgut Alma. She's all rigol?t f” you Wworry

» I'm not worried,” Martha forced
?ﬁ;ahl;gk" and lifted her face for his good-

u iss. Oh,‘ I am not worried. Did
ﬁ“ ggg the animal crackers for Tots,

&
‘Sure—put ’em i
u in the try.”
m‘thle.tha listened to Heﬁ?;’;y footsteps
R stairs, listened with a silent sob.
ﬁfteenm ]ghe looked to the clock—ten-
wen. The right hand went to her eyes.
Doned t let me doubt her, God!” she
pleaded. “Don t let me doubt her—don’t

let—me—Alma—Alma—"
Bruce came in and found her.
“Sleep?”’ he jested. “‘Say, Mom, there's

a bed upstairs.”
More forced

Martha.
“Been over to Charley’s?” she asked.
“Sure.” Then came that hungry glare

Martha knew so well. “Anything in the

ice-box, Mom?”

“To-morrow’s chicken.”

“Anything else?”

lllce'l)

He grinned.

laughter on the part of

“Gettin’ funny, Mom.
Say, what do I get? You might as well
hand over something soon as later."”

“You get—to bed—" Martha raised
her eyes to the clock—ten-twenty-five.
Bruce followed her gaze.

“It’s a long time till breakfast, Mom!
Come on—"" He pulled lightly upon her
arm, “Come on, now.”’ She rose and
followed him to the kitchen.

It was eleven when Martha went up
to bed. The stairs —how—how high they
were—how tired she was. She gripped
the banister and ascended slowly. The
railing—the next step—the pattern of the
carpet—blurred together before her. A
weakness overcame her.  Almost she
stumbled. She gripped the banister anew
and went on—slowly, softly, surely. It
would never do to wake Henry. He
would see she was heart-sick.

She gained her room, shut herself in
and sat down on the bed in the dark.

She wanted to go to Henry and tell
him, plead with him to go out-—some-
where—anywhere—to the Belmont, per-
haps—and look for Alma. But Henry
would laugh, assure her Alma was all
right, tell her not to worry. Henry believ-
ed in Alma. -

“Don’t let me doubt her, God!"” In the
dark the right hand went up to her eyes.

_Alma free—free. Always Alma had
wanted to be free, always Martha had
given her that wish. But this night—
this night—

She would tell Henry—she must tell
Heary. Alma had said she would be
back at eight. And Buster—Buster—
she would 'phone him-—ask him about
Harry McCoy. He was Buster’s friend—
this Harry McCoy. Buster must know!
Buster must have been sure about him—
sure—sure—or never would he have let
Alma go with him. Buster must be sure.

The tension lessened. She thought of
Buster—Buster for Alma—

ASTICI’ on the stairs—light, buoyant
~_Alma there in the hall-—safe—in
her room. Sobs choked Martha. She
went to the door and opened it—stillness
in the hall—restful hush—and a crack of
light beneath Alma’s door. She wanted
to go to Alma—and cry—cry—

Instead she closed the door and began
to undress. Unseen forces held her back,
unseen forces kept them apart. Alma,
with youth and pleasure; Martha, with
naught but Love.

She left the door ajar and crept into
bed. But suspense had stayed too long
with her, sleep had passed her by. Wake-
ful, she heard Alma in the hall, saw her
o slowly, kimona-clad, down the stairs.

Martha sat up in bed waiting, listening.
Was it a drink she wanted—something
in the ice-box—a mislaid article? Martha
strained to hear. No sound—that all per-
vading hush—long, slow-moving minutes
of silence.

It was too much. She got up, slipped
into her dressing gown and went down
the stairs to Alma.

Alma was in the living-room at the little
desk and writing. The little desk lamp
cast a subdued light upon the bowed
head. The rest of the room was in dark-
ness. Martha drew near, cautiously,
almost afraid, as one who intruded. Alma
looked up quickly, half frightened, dis-
mayed.

“Why, Mamma!” she exclaimed. “Why
aren't you asleep?”’

“I couldn’t go to sleep. What are you
doing?""

“TJust a letter, Mamma. 1 hadn’t any

(Continued on page 34)
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The sanitary mattress
built amidst sunshine
and fresh air—deliv-
ered to you in the dust=
proof sanitary carton

The Economy
of the Ostermoor Increases

its Wide Popularity

T would hardly be natural if someone now and then did

- not suggest to Simmons the idea of cheapening the quality
of the Ostermoor.

They whisper that people in Canada do not want quality
—not realizing that the steady sale of Ostermoors through-
out the Dominion gives the lie to this. People always want
quality—doubly so when quality means economy.

Simmons has steadfastly refused tolower the high standard
of the Ostermoor. Cost of production has greatly increased.

Yet the price of an Ostermoor is only $25. The highest
mattress value—the lowest cost per year-of-service to be
had anywhere. :

There are countless Ostermoors throughout Canada today
in Al condition after 10-20-30 years of service.

An Ostermoor is built, not stuffed. Soft and springy. No
lumping—mno matting.

Built for sleep. Like every Simmons Mattress. Of clean,
new, sanitary material.

%

Be sure to see the Simmons
Label on Bed, Spring and
Mattress before you buy.
The Simmons Label is your
assurance of sleeping equip-
ment built for sleep. All genuine
Simmons Beds, Springs and
Mattresses have it. No others
have.

Simmons Mattresses— Built for Sleep
Ostermoor $25.C0
Also—Red Label—Green Label—
White Label
at prices to suit every purse.
Simmons Springs—Built for Sleep
$5.50 to $50.00
Simmons Bcds———Builch{or Sleep

$8.00 to B75.
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The ‘“Banner”’
Spring
Built not to sag or sway.
Relaxing muscles and
nerves. Sleepcomesquickly
and naturally — deep,
sound, refreshing sleep.

SIMMONS

Built for Sleep



