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A London Air Raid "Close Up"
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36 The Buildings,
Angel Read,

N.'W, EngZcnùd.MY DEAR SISTER:M I would have wrltten before in regards to
the late air raid, knowing you would be In

a way about us al bere in the midst of it, as the
saylng la; but what wlth Afred bein' laid up with
his old complaînt et V.DjH., whlch he has been sub-
ject to ever since buried In France, and Flossie
gettlng rid et her gentleman friend, there seemed
almost more than one pair of hands could do, let
alone letters. Well, when the police whlatle went,
.Alfred muet needs contradict me.

"You're always agoing to meet them," he said,
and up he got and went eut and ast. We was Juet
eetting down to supper, and he left as tasty a plece
of haddlck as you could wlsh for In his hurry te
put mue In the wrong. But you know Ait. Back he
came.

"You're rlght, as usuai, old lady," he says; "Fritz
la aloft. My tea's got cold," he says.

"Neyer mind your tea," I eays; and Mlossie began
putting on her things.

"Oh, mother, hurry," she says. We muet remem-
ber that F.'s nerve was a bit gone on account et her
young man, hlm being her flrst, and a terrible scene
wlth hlm enly three nlghts betore.

"Hurry nothlng,"1 her father told her. "Mother'e
got to bot up my te," whlch I did, me legs shaking
a bit, I don't mnd telling a relation. Mabel and
young George they was for golng on the roof, but
their father put a
stop to that, and
no more said.

"Ain't we agei'
te the Tube ?" ast
Flossie. It dld
seeni as If we
ought to be dolng
somnethlng beeldes
ait around and
watch tather eat

"Are we agoin'
to thbe Tube, ld
lady?" says Air,
speaklng te me.
"Along ot them
aliens," says he,

"*where you'll lîke as neot hear German talked,"
says he, "and see things flot fit for publication,"
he remarks.

"Well." I says, 'It ain't as If there wasn't a floor
and a God above us," I says, "and, these build-
ings aln't toc, badly built against a bomb,"' I told hlm.

,*No," says he, "*that was why you took this place
ten years ago, wasn't it?" he, says. You know Ait.
On that he lighted his pipe.

"Young George, you go to bed,"I he said, but I
wasn t bavlng none of that. "Don't go breakin' up
the famlily," I told hlm.

'II won't If Fritz don'," Ait said, and that set
Mabel off. Being ln the T-and-T, she don't hardly
care what she lauglis at.,

Well, by now there wasn't hardly a sound, not s0
mucb as a footstep. The buses was ail stopped, and
If a train corne aiong, it was ln an awful hurry. and
seemed to wish to get to its destination. 'Young
George Up and lifts a corner of the bllnd.

'II can see a special goin' dewn Scrubb Lane," he
says.

"Tea corne away from that window, or lt'll be
the worse for you, sonny,"' says Alf. Se Young
George corne away, and we set quiet.

"There!" says Flossle. "Was that a bomb?"

"You hold your noise," says her father. "That
was one of ours. They're beginnilng." Like a door
shut heavy ln an empty heuse ît was.

I'Nt zmuch ln that," says Mabel.
"-You walt," says Ait, sowe set and walted.

By
KATHERINE

HALE.

"Look here," I said, "whlle we are waltln', why
not have a bit of a prayer?" I sald, and AIt he re-
marked that he dldn't see It wouid do any barm.

"Which one, mother?'- say'a Young George. "The
Lord's Prayer?"

"No" says I, "that's for every day. It'1l have to
be just what cornes. There's no time for 100kn',"
I sgys, and I opened the book, my hand shakin' a
treat, I've got to say. Father he knocked his pipe
out and corne and set beside me on the sofa. The
girls was anywhere, and enly Young George had the
sense to go on his knees.

It wasn't the right place, but I read as follows.
"I will lift up midne eyes unto the hilîs, fromn

whence cometh my help. My help cometh even
from the Lord."

Just then the guns began close by, and I mlissed
some, but Alf took hold of my hand, and -I went on:

"The Lordi Himselt la thy keeper, the Lord la thy
defence on thy right han&. 8o that the sun shahl
not burn thee by day, neither the moon by nlght.
The Lord shall preserve thee from ail evil -" 'and
there I glve up and drop a tear, and Alf sald, "That'a
enough, old girl," and put It awray. And just on the
top of that came the One close by, that you've read
about in the paper, and broke the windows In the
next street. I dldn't screamr but Izmuet have went
pretty white, for Young George he gete his arma
round me, and "ýSit tight, mother," he says; "We've
said our prayere, and there's nethlng more we
can do."

Hie tather loeoe
at hlm klnd of
proud, and "~Weil,
if that den't put
the lld on," he
s ays. I can't
think why Ait

sald that.
~We was none

f us hiurt, and
ext morning

kippers had gene
Up a penny.

Your affection-
ate sister,

MARY BRITTEN.
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Wvould You Learn to Dream True?
W0-ULD ye, ln the darkest hur et theworld's history, glimpae a secret et llght?

In an heur ln whIcia lite and dsath are
Interwoven se that we can hardly tell, where one
ends and the other begins, would yen search a
etrange magie whlch annihilates space, distance,
time-aven death itseit? Then learn te "dream
true."

Most et us know Du Maurier, son of a French
father and an EngIish mother, who wrote, atter the
age of ixty, three &f the meat remarkable English
novels: "Trilby," "The Martian" and "Peter Ibbet-
son"

"Peter Ibbetson" centaine much of Du Maurler's
blegrapby, thougb the famous ihîntrator and story-
writer went afleld for hie plot, as he neyer killed an
obJectlonsable guardia ner feul into danger et bang-
Ing. S&iU, b.. 2i1lht easlly have doue se under like
provocation. A&nd, after ail, the murder and Peter's
subsequent imPrisenjnent fer Ilfe are necessary as
the banlshment frem an encreaching worid whlcb
every soui tbat attains a cosmilo or spirit censclous-
ness must undergo.

It tooic twenty years for the dramatist te, reduce
the singular novel, "Peter Ibbetsotn," to what he
consldered a successftal play. Part etftthe time
Du Maurier imseif worked with blm, but by a
strwige lrony ot fate, the aged novelat had died,
and aise the Young dramatisti befere the play was
bought and produced by the hast Içved et EngIish
actreases, ene whe carrled 'out thea Du Maurier
tradition more tully than wouid be possible te any
othar woman in the 1thaerca1 world te-day, After
a warm reception on Its flret appearanceain Lon-
don, the play was anthuslasticàily received in New
Yorklçe snew teurlng Canada, and wlll be seen In
the Western States the beginning of naxt season.

Do you remember the iovely eld stry-a perfect
picture et the early eightles? An Englsh-rirench
famliy were living ini Paris, Ibbetsou, bis beautitul
wifa and the littie Peter, and their great friend WUs
Madame iSerasklar, ber wee daughter, Mlmnsey, be-
ing the adored xlaymate of Peter. And there was
eld Major Duquanois, wlio used te tell them Won-
derful atonies. Then Peter ls ieft an orphan, and
tells loto the bande et the dissolute raike, Major
Ibbetson, his fatler's ceusin. Transplanted te Lon-
don frem bis beleved Paris, and lenging for the
haunts et hie boyheed, he meets by chance his eld-
Urne Mirnsey, dl8guleed Under the tte, "Mary,
Duchese et Tewera." 'Tbey mneet and love test as
naturaliy as et old, but Mary la net free. What
mlgbt have been a tragedy le averted by the tact
that she telle hlm bhow, wlthout even teuchlng
banda, hey ay meet lu the lovellest companlon-
shlp in dreaiand-that sllvery country that le
calIed the astral Plane. Only, te "dream true" oe
muet be true-the seul mnuet remalu as white as a
pure and selflass flamne.

Constance Cellier, a wenderfuh Duches etTewers,
shows Peter hew te dream. "It's qulte easy," se
says; "my father taught me. Yen have enly te go
asleep wvIth your feat crossed and your banda behlud
yeur bead. Yeu must neyer leave off thnkn
where yen eugbt te be In your dreani, and wben
yen fali asleeP you get there."

They experilnent, and fInd that tbey pessese the
inherent power whicb opens a magIc gate ot eu-
chantment.

Then cernes the tempest, in whlch, te avenge an
mosult te hie mether's name, the boy ils tha black
mnaligner and la condemned te lmPrlsenment for

lite. The sentence le tee awful fer hlm te bear
until Mary reminde hlm et the power they botb
pessese.

Then eccurs 'a succession et the meat exquiste
stage pictures ever eeen aince play-acting begj.
Peter and Mary are able te surmmen the vision et
pure love, and again tbay are chlldren ln the weecle
et Passy, trne la dlscounted, distance le defled, they
liva again ln that golden, golden iigbt et faith and
love and joyous purity, for ahi sweet things, all true
things' are deathlesa-that le what thie dreazu-play
keeps aaylng over and ever again. When et hast
Mary dies, and Peter feels that fer a moment he
bas lest ber, she cernes back in epirit te tell hlma
that he le realiy mat beglnnlng te live, because ehe
bas teound that death la a jeyoue going on, that "we
fly away wlth our memerles about us" toELa very
dear and wenderful beyond.

It le one et the extraordlnary revelatiene et the
rime that great audiences everywhere should accept
what weuid have been cslied pure pbantasy a few
years age, wlth a realization that the wbele dra.ma
la symbolcofe experiences that human bearts are
actualiy undergeing te-day.

The yeuth et our ceuntry, beys, many of themn as
unusnal and poetie as Peter Ibbetsen, have gene
eut te kilI. They, tee, have murder in their hearte
againat a blackness that would stain pure love. We
are all banlehed from normal joys to-day. Death
stands beside sweet life, the two seem te draw cioser
and dloser as eacb moment gees by and the. apparent
darkness thiokens about us.

WM7ht of the outcome if seuls must rem-ain speech-
less thr(A*gh earth's en'reloping grew Mits te the
1rg1t hyond? Shali aee, toe, Jeara te dream true?


