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see it through as they did. Of course, my
young sisters couldn't understand all it

meant, but my kid brother's read a heap,

as I easily found out when we talked

about it, and I know he had to do a few

swallowings of the tliroat on the side not

to show how he felt more than he did. As

for Grandfather and Grandmother, they

went through the Civil War, and they

knew, better than any of us, what might

be ahead. Dad—well—Dad has wonder-

ful control of himself always, and I should

be surprised if I saw his heart on his

sleeve at any time, yet I knew perfectly

that he felt the wiiole thing tremendously.

He was banking on doing his bit in the

Home Defence League, and the Red Cross,

and everywhere else he could get his

hand in, and I could tell well enough

that he was aching to be in active service.
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