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E knew, long before
he turned the bend
in the road, that

: she would be wait-
ing for him. .Indeed, he
could not remember a single
occasion since Jack Pen-
nington had left with the
first contingent, that she
had not been standing
.beside the letter box, watch-
ing . . . watching with a
look in her eyes which
always impelled him to
stop and chat with a
kindly though exaggerated
cheerfulness when he had
no letters for her.

“Writin’ to his other
girl,”” he would say, wink-
ing heavily and knowing
full well that the joke
sounded hollow. No one
could make a joke in view
of those hungry, disap-

how many let-
ters of courage
she wrote to
chaps in prison
camps and how
many letters
she wrote (and
they were full
of courage too),
to mothers who
had no need to
write themsel-
ves, any more!

Yes, she was
always  doing
something for
some one and
she never forgot Jim Bolton
either. On days when icicles
clung to his horse’s nostrils, he
was sure to find her waiting
with hot coffee in a Thermos
bottle; on days when a merciless
sun dried up the sponge in old
Molly’s bonnet before he had
been half over the route, he
could depend on a glass; of
bpttcrmllk, cider, raspberry
vinegar, or even cold water
from the spring for man and
beast. And when he protested
she would always reply:

“Oh, but you must not scold
me for being selfish. 1 have to
take care of you in my small
way. Aren’t you a link be-
tween me and my Jack?"”
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pointed eyes.

Rural Mail Delivery
Postman James Bolton—
to explain him fully—had
become better acquainted
with Mrs. Pennington than with any other person on
his very rural route. He had grown famiar with
the changes of expression on her delicate, pale face;
they reminded him of sunlight and shadow tipping a
faded but still fragrant rose leaf. He learned to
know before she told him, when Jack was having a
rest behind the lines, and he could have anticipated
her very words when he went back in'to the trenches.

“My" Jack,” she always called him as though he
were the only Jack in the world.

“The way she’s wrapped up in that boy is—is—
well, it’s kind of religious,” Jim Bolton confided to
his apple-cheeked wiﬁ'. “I've thought considerable
about the workin's of Providence since I've seen such
a lot of Mrs. Pennington. It hardly seems right,
now, if—if, well, hang me, you know what I mean—
if anything should happen, and her a widow and all
alone.”

He passed his cup across the table and hesitated a
moment before speaking his more intimate thoughts.

“T used to feel a power of disappointment because
I didn’t have a son.” He was conscious even without
looking up that a cloud passed over his wife’s face.
“But I see things clearer, now. I couldn’t have had
one and kept him home, and, by heavens, Missus,
I couldn’t have sent him overseas, if it meant seein’
that kind of a look in your eyes when I come home
of an evenin’. So, as I drive along a-thinkin’ of her,
I sez most pious-like, I sez ‘Thank God for the son
that was never born to us’ . . . ‘A leetle more sugar,
please!”

To observe that Mrs. Pennington loved her son, is
foolish. Jack was all she had. She was wrapped
up in him; she was wrapped all about him. He was
his father reincarnated, so to speak, with the same
endearing manner, the same sunny nature, the same
irresistible ways. He was an abominable tease and
had no respect for his mother’s gray hairs; he would
Eick her up bodily in his great strong arms and carry

er about the house, shouting lustily, ‘I love to see
my dear old mother work!” And he was most
inconsiderate, too. He would pretend to be so sound
asleep that she would have to shake him well to
rouse him, bending over him until the miniature of
himself when he was a baby, which she always wore,
would tickle him. Then with a terrifying whoop
he would sit bolt upright in bed, seize his astounded
mother and smother Eer startled cry with hugs and
kisses.

“You should not frighten your mother, so, John,”
his aunt Matilda scolded. ~‘“You might give her
heart disease.”

But bless you, Mrs. Pennington’s heart had too
much healthy work to do to have disease, and she
adored her Jack—But, try to describe a mother’s
love! It cannot be described; it can only be ex-
pressed.

Mrs. Pennington’s did not centre itself in her boy.
It was not like the ray of sunlight from a powerful
magnifying lens which concentrates upon an object
only to destroy it. It was diffused, rather, like the
radiance from an enormous searchlight, which
gathered an increasing number of people into its

low.

’ She knitted innumerable pairs of socks, but they
were not all for her Jack. She sent pounds of cake
and maple sugar and boxes of smokes to boys who
had no mothers to think of them. Heaven knows

“ He knew, long before he turned the
bend in the road that she would be
waiting for him with refreshment.”

. And in all her loving absorp-

tion, she never seemed to.lose
sight of the fact—incredible
though it seemed—that other
; people had interests of their
own and these did not always concern that which w
nearest her heart. She did not thrust her Jack dovi/ls
people’s throats. Indeed, she was almost timig
about speaking of him and his achievements. O
had to encourage her to make her talk. : o

Edna Jarvis, who, everybody knew, was wild about
Jack Pennington, felt that she didn’t talk enough
and she drew invidious comparison between her agni
other mothers who laid tiresome emphasis upon th(
activities of “MY"" son. i

“It's ‘MY son's Colonel said thus and so,’ and
‘MY son's company got this or that,’” she COme
plained to Jim Bolton one morning. “You'd think
the silly things had picked their own Colonel o
ordered their own companies, wouldn’t you?"” t

To which he heartily agreed.

“Now Mrs. Pennington’s different,” Edna went

on. ‘‘She says ‘my Jack,’ of course, byt
she says it as if it made her feel ’kindcr
toward all the other boys, and not as if
Jack rose up and overshadowed them.
And I think she ought to read some of
his letters to the Red Cross or something—
you just should hear them, Mr. Bolton,
they are—epics!”

Jim Bolton did not know exactly what
an epic was, but he had heard scraps from
some of Jack Pennington’s letters and
agreed that they certainly were great.

HERE was one in particular which
Mrs. Pennington read to him on a
scorching July day more than a yeat ago
now, while he gratefully sipped a glass of
sweet apple-cider.

“What do you think,” she had asked
after watching his first thirsty attack on
the foaming glass, “Jack has joined the
Flying Corps!”

“Flying—"'

“Yes. He tells me all about it in the
last letter you brought me.” Her hand
travelled pathetically to her pocket and
her eyes asked an eager question.

“Well, welll"” ejaculated Bolton. “I'm
that surprised, I'm dumb. And what does
the boy say, Mrs. Pennington? Does he
like reeling about the sky in one of them
crazy airship inventions?”

It seemed that he did, that he loved it
It seemed that he was sorry for any of the
Foor infantrymen, plodding along on sore
eet and standing up to their knees in mud

“This is the life,”” he wrote joyously.
“T've been in training for some time anci
was so stupid about the blooming machine
I was afraid to tell you for fear I wouldn’t
pass my tests. But now, I am able to
state that I am a full-fledged observer, and
I_am entitled to wear two little \:Vhite
wings on my left breast as well as the two
I have always worn on my shoulder blades
under my coat!”

. (“God grant that they don’t grow any
bigger,”” murmured Jim Bolton to himseif
as she read.)

The letter explained with alternate
bursts of jocularity and seriousness how
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And, as
was never t}};:t{)(])(;,low yourself, Mr. Bolton, my Jack

to be careless.”
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(ConTiNuED oN PAGE 34)



