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WIVITH THE'HELP 0F
PANDORA

A Christmas Tale of War-Time Love and 'Happiness
BY MADGE MACBETH
Mhatrtsd by aM M

TTknew, long before'ihe turned the bend
jin the road, that

she would be wait-
ing for hbu. Indeed. hieÀ
could nat remnember a single
occasion ince Jack Pen-
nington bnd lef t with the
first contingent, that se
had flot benstanding
beside the letter box, watcb-
îng . . . watcbing witb a
look in. ber eyes which
always irnpelled bu ita
stop and chat wtb a
kindly tbougb exnggerated
cheerfulness wben gehe nc
no letters for bier.

"Writin' ta bis other
girl," be would say, wink-
ing heavily and knowig
fufI well that the joke
sounded hallow. No anc
could make a joke in view
of those hungry, disnp-
pointed eyes. 1N. AOW long bao

Rural Mail Deliver>'odiith odt
Postrnan James Bolton- iiUng Jor him Wu
to explain him fully-had
become ictter acquainted
witb Mrs. Pennington than witb an>' other persan on
bis very rural route. He bad grown fampliar with
the changes of expression an ber delicate, pale face;
they rennded birn of sunlight and sbadow tipping a
faded but sotl fragrant rose leaf. HIe learned ta
know before site told him, wben Jack was bnving a
rest behind the lines, and he could bave nnticipated
ber very words wben lie went back inta the trenches.

"My Jack," she always called bu .as tbough he
were the onl>' Jack in the world.

"The way she's wrapped up in that boy i-is-
well, it's kind of religious," jini Bolton confided ta,
bis apple-cheeked wife. "I've tbouglit considerable
about the workin's of Providence ince V've seenl such
a lut of Mrs. Pcnnington. It bardly sec rns right,
now, il-if, well, bang me, you know what 1 mean-
if nnything should happen, and bier a widow and al
ailone."

lie passed bhis cup across the table and heitated n
moment before speaking hlm more intimate thoughtm.

'I used ta feel a power of disappointment because
I cidn't bave a son.' He was consciaus even witbaut
looking up that a cloud passeci over bis wife's face.
"But f se e tbings clearer, now. 1 couldn't bave badi
one and kept bum borne, and, b>' heavens, Missus,
1 couldn't have sent hlmi overseas, if it mecant scein'
Mhal kind of a look in y aur eyes when 1 corne bonme
of an evenin'. Sa, as 1 drive alan g n-tbinkin' of ber,
I sez rnost pious-like, 1 sez 'Tbank GocI for the son
that was neyer bora ta us' A leetle more sugar,
pleasel",

Ta observe tbat Mrs. Pennington loved bier son, is
foolish. Jack was ail she bad. She was wrapped
up in bum; she was wrapped ail about bun. He was
is father reincarnated, so ta speak, with the sanie

endearing mnner, the smre sunny nature, the smre
irresistible ways. 'Me was an abominable teame and
bncI no respect for bis mother's gray' haire; he would
pick ber up bodily in bis great strong arma and carry
ber about tbe bouse, shoutin4 lustily, "I love ta sec

my dear oId mother workl ' AndI be was most
inconsiderate, too. He would prttend ta be mc saund
nslccp tbat she would bave to shake hlm well ta
rouse bum, bending over him until the miniature af
humself wben hie was a baby, wbicb she always wore,
would tickle hlm. Then with a terrifying wboop
he would sit boit upright in bed, seize hlm astounded
mother and emother ecr startlcd cry witb hugs and
kisses.

."You sbould not frigbten your mother, sa, John,"
him aunt Matilda scolded. "You miglit give ber
hcart disease."

But hks you, Mrs. Pennington's bcart lad too

or.a
that
Wthl

how many Jet-
ters of courage
she wrote to
chaps in prison
camps and how
miany letters
she wrote (and
tbey were f ull
of courage toc),
ta mothers wbo
bad no need ta
write themnsel-
ves, any more I

Ves, she Was
always doing
somnething for
saMe One and

eue neyer forgot Jim Bolton,
eîther, On days when icicles
clung ta bis borse's nostris,bhe
was sure to find ber waîing
with hot coffee ini a Thermos
boule; on days wlien a merciles
suri drîed up the sponge 1i aid
Molly's bonnet befare he had
been balf aver the route, he
could derend on a glass af
buttermnilkeider, raspberry
vinegar, or even cold water
from the s pring for man and
beat. And wheni he protested,
she would always reply:"Oh, but you must flot scold
me for beinir selfish. 1 have ta
take care ot you in my smnall
way. Aren't you a link be-
tween me and my jack?,,

h. And in alhr loving absorp-
ha tum.nd te.tîon, she nvrseemie d oseiph oud." sight af the fact-incrediblerofrirhmt." tbougb it seemed-tbat other

people bad interests of their
awn and these did flot always concern that wbich was
necarest her heart. She did flot tbrust ber Jack dlown
people'ï throats. Indeed, she was almost timidabout speaking of hlmn and bis achievements.On
haid to encourage ber ta mnake ber talk.

Edna Jarvis, who, everybody knew, wn. wlld about
jack pepnington, feit that she didn't talk enough,
and she drew invidiaus comrparison between ber and
ather miothers who laid tiresomne emphasis upon the
activities of "MY" son].

"It's 'MY son'. Colonel said thus and so' and
'MY soni's coin any got tbis or tbat,' " she' coin-
plained tu jim, aton one maorning. "You'd thlnk
the silly tbings bad picked their awn Colonel or
ordcred thecir own conipanies, wouldn't you?-

Ta wbicb he benrtily agreed.
"Now Mrs. lceinnington's different, Edna wenIt

on. "She . nys 'mny Jack,' of course, but
she saya it as if it miade ber feel kinder
toward ail the otber boys, and flot as if
jack rose trp and oversbadowed theni.
And1 thînik she ought to read sone of
bis lt ters to the Red Cross or sameting -
you just should bear tbemn, Mr. Bol1ton,
tbey are-ef.4 csI"

Jini Bolton dld nat know exactly what
an epic was, but be bnd heard ecraps fromi
saine of jack Penningtoin's letters and
agreed that tbey certainly were great.

T IERE was one in particular which
Mrs. Pennlngton rend ta him an a

scorchiný july day more than a yeair ago,
now, hie ratefully slpped a glass of

sweet apple-cider.
"Wbat do you thlnk," see ad asked

after wtching bis first thirsty attack on
the faamlng g4lass, "Jack bas joined the
FlyngCorpsi1

ýying-"
"Yes. He tells me ail about it in tbe

Inet letter you brought me." Rer hand
travelled pathetically ta bier pocket and
lier eyes asked an enger question.

"Well, wellI" ejaculated Bolton. "I'rn
that surprlsed, l'in dumnb. And wbat dees
the boy say, Mrs. Pennington? Dae be
like reeling about the sky in ane of tbem
crazy afrshlp inventions?"

It seemned that he did, that lie loved it.
It seerm(d that becm'as sorry for any of the

mucli safer be was than wben i n bis old company-
One began ta doubt, wbile llstening, that the Germafis
ever brougbt down an neroplane, or if they dÎd, One
felt 'that somehow they missed messing up the
observer.

"Thlere were tines, mnother," jack, wrote, "1wheflI ad a fit of trémbîing under my coaf on account Ofyou, for it looked like a safe bet that your handsoifleson would remain over in thecse 'parts indefinitelYand perhaps after ma ny years bloom only as a rosebush. But now, goad littie plucky mother, 1 k!IoW
an gong ta get back ta you. 1 knrow it in everyntom aof me. N'4o matter wbat you may bear, Youcan bnnk on that-r'm coming home!",
"Well ' wellI" said lim, Bolton, stupidly again, wbenshe had finisbed andT cballenged hlm witb moist andshining eyes. "Well-.-seerms as if a fiying machinewasn't s0 substantia.that there were two or threedifferent kinds of danger-~though, of course-"'Not at al" she contradicted witb conviction-.jack had explnined everything. She hadn't iTiuhaf a bead for rnnchinery, and would not understafld

exnctly, but lie Pttoto h ciet oncarelessness. ptroto h ciet ont
"Ad syou know yourself, Mr. Bolton, my Jackwsneyer the boy ta be careless."For more than a year Jack's care had evidentl/stood bim in good stead and then jim Bolton leftthe past office ta make bis twenty mile route with aletter marked OH.M.S It was franked fromn theMilitia Departmnt, and Was addressed ta Mrs..Pennington crlsns, ekp

0 o ke in g a e e s n s h e t r e p e a ti ng ahe and tbere out upon tlie golden fields whweher an threwamen were taking in the hiay."D ggone.but maybe he's ]ust onîy woundedl"Slower and slower be drove. Embaldened by hisabstraction MaIl stopped altogether and broW"Sedie, n g ture ro uds ie . inner h arn roused pin an
. in ternd r ed lwishing that the next bendithe retdwerekmies bebind hbu.hr1 e new itl She was not only 'Waitifigfor hi. but actually walking down ta meet hi-,carrying n bottle Of something under ber armi"Oh," she waved a welcomng h and, "I am so gladyou are not ilîl A beavy mai, 1 suppose - -butbO ave never been s0 late, except at Christms

Haeyo oetgf or me ?"Theyhad et. he looked Up at bu ismniliIlg andhldingerst. refresbing draught in exccbange for
e fu le I'le got something bere for IliChlIefu~ibe~and kepthisbead bent low. ii'blged to you, Ms

drink a rs. P~ennington but I can't stop ta
alr G' ting M mrnni-nlm 50doggone late'1e01ndhe 011>, youJaycs,

it oe antMesaine motion he fiunthe letterat erand av b w
f.ihfugav ally a sharp oWewt 'i hpaslgeitanimal1, stung to indignation, hde,

ness hc nealy unsated ber driver. Bolton did
not look back. He was coflsci1u
that a gentle "tbank you'e 'a'

borne along beside him ns iA
'aced, and then a merciful curve
in the rond bid her from bis sight.

&NIE PENNINGTON turned
veoeoer several times I a

Sawhite and bare. Sa unlikethe small, bulky letters hbich
carne froni jack-.îetters wbicb bore
a ealth f news evei o te ut
striPs and field post marks. Thisbad nt even a stap

She stood so stîli tÉýat a venture'sonie wildbird, more ciirioUs than


