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and wandered into the hall.  She stood
there a moment, listening. Then she
turned and ‘passed into Jo's bedroom.
And there you knew Jo for what he was.
This room was as bare as the other
was ornate. It was Jo, the clean-_mmded
and simple-hearted, in revolt against the
cloying luxury with which he had sur-
rounded himself. The bedroom, of all
rooms in any house, reflects the person-
ality of its occupant. True, the actual
furniture was panelled, cupid-surmounted,
and ridiculous. It had been the fruit of
Jo’s first orgy of the senses. But now it
stood out in that stark little room wit
an air as incongruous and ashamed as that
of a pink tarleton danseuse who finds
J‘erselp in a monk’s cell. None of those
‘wall-pictures with which bachelor bed-
rooms are reputed to be hung. No satin
slippers. No scented notes. Two plain-
backed military brushes on the chiffonier
(and he so nearly hairless!). A little
orderly stack of books on the ta_,ble near
the bed. Eva fingered their titles and
gave a little gasp. One of them was on

gardening. * Well, of all things!’ ex-
claimed Stell. A book on the War, by an
nglishman. A detective story of the
is shoes

lurid type that lulls us to sleep. 0
ranged in a careful row in the closet, with
shoe-trees in every one of them. There
was something speaking about them.
They looked so human. Eva shut the
door on them, quickly. Some boftles on
the dresser. A jar of pomade. An oint-
ment such as a man uses who is growing
bald and is panic-stricken too late. An
insurance calendar on the wall. Some
thubarb-and-soda mixture on the shelf
in the bathroom, and a little box of pepsin
tal lets.

“Eats ail kind of things at all hours
of the night,” Eva said, and wandered
out into the rose-coloured front room
again, with the air of one who is chargin
at her fajlure to find what she has sought.

“ Stell followed her, furtively. .

“Where do you suppose he can beed
she demanded. ‘“It's—" she glanc
at her wrist, ‘‘why, it's after six!

AND then there was a little click.
The - two women sat up, ten}sf.
The door opened. Jo came in. he
blinked a little. The two women in the
s Wrz;riitsgfi Why, Babe! Welll Why
didn’t ycu let me know?”’ By

“We were just about to leave. e
thought you weren't coming home.

Jo came in, slowly. “I was in the jam
on Michigan, watching the boys go by.
He sat down, heavily. The ight from
t;\le window fell or;e(lilim. And you saw
that his eyes were red.

And yoﬁ'u have to learn why. He h&:ld
found himself one of the thousands
in the jam on Michigan Avenue, ai e
said. He had a place near the curb, W el:e
his big frame shut off the view of t s
unfortunates behind him. He wax;‘ea
with the placid interest of one who has
l‘“bSCl’ibedp to all the funds and socxetfg
to which a = prosperous,’ nnddle:ta)eg_
business man is called upon to subscri ;n
war time. Then, just as he was about g
leave, impatient at the delay, the c1|'ow
had cried with a queer dramatic, exulta
}l{ote in its voice, "‘Here they come!

ere come the boys!” ! ;s

Just at that mo}r,nent two little, f ut:ler;‘
frenzied fists began to beat a mad tatto;) on
Jo Hertz's broad back. Jo tried to urt
in the crowd, all indignant resentment.
“Say, looka here!” i :

TKe little fists kept up their frantic
beating and pushing. d a X?,lcthe
choked, high little voxce—cned; e =
by! I can't see! You man, you: You r_g
fat man! My boy's going 't,)'y——to wa
and I can’t s%e! Let r(rixe 2{ !

o scrooged around, $
plg(;e_ Heglooked down. And u;‘)lturfr;ie
to him in agonized appeal Was the faoe
of little Emily. They stared at each © =
for what seemed a long, long tlme.ond
was really only the fraction of a se(; e
Then Jo put one great arm firmly ar ey
Emily’s waist and swung her aroun e
front of him. His great bulk prgtecS‘ele
her. Emily was clinging to his hzmh e
was breathing rapidly, as if she s
been running. Her eyes were straining
b %Str%t. lv. how in the world!—"

o i ow i d!
“Tran a;:y?l' Fred didn't want me to
come. He said it would excite me too
much.”

“Fred?"”

“My husband. He made me
0 say good-bye to Jo at home.

“JO? izl ; : i

frots v boys. And he's goug to Wal.

f’ran azray.y I had to see him. I had
to see him go.”
. She was dry-eye
ing up the street.

“Why, sure,” said Jo.

promise

d. Her gaze was strain-

“Of course you

-

want to see him.” And then the crowd
gave a great roar. There came over Jo
a feeling of weakness. He was trembling.
The boys went marching by.

“There he is,” Emily shrilled, above
the din. ‘“There he is! There he is!
There he—"" And waved a futile little
hand. It wasn’t so much a wave as a
clutching. A clutching after something
beyond her reach,

“Which one? Which one, Emily?"”

“The handsome one. The handsome
one. There!” Her voice quavered and
died.

Jo put a steady hand on her shoulder.
“Point him out,’”” he commanded. *Show
me.” And the next instant, “Never
mind, I see him.” :

Somehow, miraculously, he had picked

him from among the hundreds. Had
picked him as surely as his own father
might have. It was Emily’s boy. He was
marching by, rather stiffly. He was nine-
teen, and fun-loving, and he had a girl,
and he didn’t particularly want to go to
France. But more than he had hated go-
ing, he had hated not to go. So he
marched by, looking straight ahead, his
jaw set so thatbhis chin stuck out justa
ittle. Emily’s boy.
. Jo lookedyat hi¥11, and his face flushed
purple. His eyes, the hard-boiled eyes
of a loop-hound, took on the look of a sad
old man. And suddenly he was no
longer }]{o, the sport; old J. Hertz, the gay
dog. e was Jo Hertz, thirty, in love
with life, in love with Emily, and with
the stinging blood of young manhood
coursing through his veins.

Another minute and the boy had passed
on up the broad street—the fine, flag-
bedecked street—just one of a_ hundred
service-hats bobbmf in.rhythmlc motion
like sandy waves lapping a shore and
flowing on.

Then he disappeared altogether.
i She was

Emily was clinging to Jo.
mumbling something over and over.
“] can’t. I can’t. on't ask me to. I
can’t let him go. Like that. I can't.”

id a queer thing.

J‘%Vsﬁ;s Eglily! We gwouldn't have him
stay home, would we? We wouldn't
want him to do anything different,
would we? Not our boy. ['m glad he
volunteered. I'm proud of him. So are
ou, glad.”
X L’it%le by little he quieted her. He took
her to the car that was waiting, a worried
chauffeur in charge. They said good-bye,
awkwardly. Emily’s face was a red,
swollen mass.

O it was that when Jo entered his own
S hallway half an hour later he blinked,
dazedly, and when the light from the
window fell on him, you saw that his eyes

e red.
welgva was not one to beat about the bush.
She sat forward in htlzr chair, clutching
ag rather nervously.
s ook deis: Joi - Stell and. T are
here for a reason. We're here to tell you
that this thing's got to stop.”

“Thing? Stop?”

“You know very well what I mean.
You saw me at the milliner's that day.
And night before last, Ethel. We're all
disgusted. If you must go about with
people like that, please have some sense of

n "'
degr:zthing gathering in Jo's face should
have warned her. But he was slumped
down in his chair, in such a huddle, and
he looked so old and fat that she did not

heed it. She went on. “You've got us
to consider. Your sisters. And your
nieces. Not to speak of your own—"

But he got to his feet then, shaking, and
at what she saw in his face even Eva
faltered and stopped. It wasn’t at all the
face of a fat, middle-aged sport. It was
a face Jovian, terrible.

“You!" he begun, low-voiced, ominous.
“You!” He raised a great fist high.
“You two murderers! You didn't con-
sider me, twenty years ago. You come to
me with talk like that. ere's my boy!
You killed him, you two, twenty years
ago. And now he belongs to somebody
else. Where's-my son that should have
gone marching by to-day?” He flung his
arms out in a great gesture of longing.
The red veins stood out on his forehead.
“Where’s myson! Answer me that, you

two selfish, miserable women. Where's
my son?’’ Then, as they huddled to-
gether, frightened, wild-eyed. “Out of

my house! Out of my house! Before I
hurt you!”

They fled, terrified. The door banged
behind them.

Jo stood, shaking, in the centre of the
room. Then he reached for a chair,
gropingly, and sat down. He passed one

moist, flabby hand over his forehead

and it came away wet. The telephone

rang. He sat still. It soumded far
(Continued on page 48)
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CLASSIFIED-ADLET

SALES AND EXCHANGES
A responsible directory arranged for the convenience of the vast number of more
than 500,000 readers of Everywoman's World who wish to buy, sell 5"

Each little adlet has much of interest for you.

Articles Wanted

THE ONE BEST OUTLET for farm produce,
non-fertile eggs, poultry, separator butter. Write
Gunns, Ltd., 78 Front St. East, Toronto.

CASH FOR OLD FALSE TEETH (BROKEN
OR NOT)—We pay up to $35.00 per set, also
highest prices for Bridges, Crowns, Watches, Dia-
monds, Old Gold, Silver and Platinum. Send
NOW and receive CASH by return mail, your
goods returned if
Tooth Specialty
Philadelphia, Pa.

rice is unsatisfactory. Mazer's
ept. 118, 2007 S. 5th Street,

Educational

QUALIFY FOR A BETTER POSITION—by
spare time study. We teach you; Beginner's Course,
Commercial, Stenography, Matriculation, Civil Ser-
vice, Teachers’ Courses, Engineering (Stationary,
Automobile, Tractor), Story Writing, Mind and
Memory Training, Salesmanship, Special English,
Architectural or Mechanical Drawing. Write Can-
adian Correspondence College, Limited, Dept. E'W.,
Toronto, Canada.

Eye Relief

AFTER THE MOVIES—Murine fs for
Tired Eyes—Red Eyes—Sore Eyes—Gran-
ulated Eyelids. Rests—Refreshes—Re-
stores. Murine is a Favorite Treatment
for Eyes that feel dry and smart. Give
your eyes as much of your loving care as
yvour teeth and with the same regularity,
Care for them. You cannot buy new eyes!
Murine sold at drug and optical stores.
Ask Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago,
for free book.

Help Wanted—Female

EARN $25 WEEKLY, spare time, writing for news-
papers, magazines. Experience unnecessary. De-
tails free. Press Syndicate, 427 St. Louis, Mo.

Home Furnishings

WRITE for our large, photo-illustrated catalogue
No. 2. We pay freight to any station in Ontario.
Adams Furniture Company, {,imited. Toronto.

Musical

BECOME A MEMBER of our Music Club, mem.
bership fee 25¢ (no stamps) on receipt of which we
will send you two of our latest pieces, and you will
have an opportunity of getting our publicationsfree
of cost. Dominion Music Club, 27 Soho St., Toronto.

Nursing

PRIVATE NURSES earn $10 to $25 weekly.
Learn without leaving home. Booklet free.
Royal College of Science, Dept.A., Toronto, Canada.

Photoplays—Stories

WRITE MOTION PICTURE plays. $50 each,
experience unnecessary. Details free to beginners.
Producers League, 325 Wainwright, St. Louis.

WRITERS—STORIES, Poems, Plays, etc., are
wanted for publication. Literary Bureau, E.W., 3,
Hannibal, Mo.

EARN $25 WEEKLY, spare time, writing for
newspapers, magazines. Experience unnecessary.
Details free. Press Syndicate, 4275 St. Louis, Mo.

FREE TO WRITERS—A wonderful book of
money-making hints, suggestions, ideas; the A B C
of successful story and play writing. Abselutely
Free. Just address Writer's Service, Dept. 32,
Auburn, N.Y.

Songs Wanted

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG—We write
music and guarantee publisher's acceptance. Sub-
mit poems on
Chester Music
Chicago.

atriotism, love or any subject.
0., 538 S. Dearborn St., Suite 247,

SONG WRITERS—Send your poems to-day for
best offer and immediate publication. Free exam-
ination, Music composed. Booklet on request.
Authors & Composers Service Co., Suite 518, 1433
Broadway, New York.
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BOYS AND CIRLS~This

mxn.h m&‘n&uu you have ever seen.

‘would cost you asmall fortunetorsinto thestore’

and buy o%thuo useful and necessary articles.

S ooy o pesontalne . Oua tasge site

finished nibs, big oomls:ou printing ou{n:'vttl'h"

B ot e A P e ] olls, & fine pete
o o

©il box with lock ﬂcy. o .llr-bpr‘-%o an:er.n :

friends at onl{ 18¢
each, Thig delightful
odor is a wonderful
blending of the true
fumes of flowers.
veryone wants two
or three bottles and
you can gell them in
no time. It's easy.

guality h

Return our money, only $3.60 when the perfume

wocket drinking cup, & box of fine cra: box of
painte containing® oodcolon.ntwelv’.ol.;l‘e‘h. A !
ruler, @& set of six .dmdyhmdrlw’::
scholar's mm&d. @& poind protector for m?:.a
1 fitted with fin and last, but not least
8 fine self Alling fountain pen with o package of ink’
tablets, suficient to make five bottles of finest quality
Jountain pen ink. It i8 a wonderful outfit.
Send us your name and address today and we'll
wend you only 24 bottles of our lovely new Coronae
tion Bouquet Perfume to i

ntroduce among your
Address: GOLD DOLLAR MANUFACTURING

is sold, and we will at once send you this grand 38w
lece schelars' outfit exactly as represented, and the
0.00 folding film Camera will also be
sent to you for just showing your grand scholar's
outflt to your friends and getting only & of them to
gell our goods and earn our fine premiums as you did.
We pay all dellvu‘vnhunl on your grand outfiy
right to your door. Write now while you think of 1§
and be first in yourschool to own one of these grand
outfits. We take back goods you cannot sell and give

presents for what you do sell, 22
B

C0. Dept.S. 4 Toronto, Ont.

renewed freshnen,_ndimce.. End bez't,ny of their

What 5 Lovaly Skin She His!

Many women have to thank the Hiscott Institute's successful Prerflrations far the
lexi any

afflicted with Pi

Consultation FREE.
Princess Complexion Purifier «
Princess Skin Foo - - -
Princess Hair Rejuvenator -
Princess Cinderella Cold Cream -

g a Wrinkles, Undue Redness, Crow's
Feet, Eczema, or any non-infectious skin trouble she is sure of a cure or great re-
lief by using our preparations. Write us about your trouble and let us help you.

Write for FREE SAMPLE of this delightful Cold Cream.

Preparations sent to any address in Canada, carriage paid, on receipt of price.
Booklet “W" sent FREE on request,

THE HISCOTT INSTITUTE, Limited, 61E College Street, TORONTO
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Horlick’s
te or Infants

A safe milk diet, better than

cow’s milk alone. Contains
rich milk and malted grain extract.
Canada Food Board License No. 14-385,

DEAFNESsS Is MISERY
= Iknow because I was Deaf and had Head
Neises for over 30 years.\ My invisible
b, Anti-septic Ear Drums restored my hear-
' ing and stopped Head Noises, and willdo
F)it for you. ey are Tiny Megaphones.
Cannot be seen when worn, Easy to put
in, easy to take out. Are “Unsecen Come
igrts.’ ’Inexp::live. Viri ttqg or Blooklet and
y sworn statement of how 1 recovere@
my hy NARD

Suite 202,705th Ave., New York City



