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The Magpie's Nest
<coNITINUIZD FROÙ ?ÂGe i1)

*Tsee," bie said. "Come around nexi-
Iweek-say Monday."
And she weut eut, propelled by the

mere force o! bis will.
Evidertly lie meant aIl along te

accept bier services. Or perbaps lber
sheer unspoken bopefulness decided
him wben she came again. In i-be
meantime she had gene nowbere else,
feeling as if it might cross bier luck in
bier firsi- attemp t. At any rate, after a
moment wben hL appeared te be trying
te remember wbere bie bad met lier
before, lie abruptly swept bier down tbe
Iong city room and delîvered lier over,
With an air o! relief and the manner o!
one executing a wnît o! babeas corpus,
te a sub-edîtor. The sub-editor, who
was fat and worried leeking, in turn
after one harassed glance sbeoed lier
toward a thîn, tired, sharply liandsome
weman of ne particular age. Tluis oe
aat before a typewriter in the attitude
of eue plucking eut ite vitale and
linging then'in the face o! a despised
public.

"You'll work wth Mrs. Garvice;
she'Il tell you wbat te do," said i-be fat
aub-editor. "Comne and see me about it
Inter; we'Il taiS things over a bit...
We're starting somne new specials...
wemnen's dope. . ."

Mrs. Garvice pusbed a mass of fair
hair from bler brow, as if making room
for a new impression te be devoted te
Hope. "Howdo youdo? lIlbethrough
wtb h s »In bal! an heur . . . mînd
wating?' She feli on the typewriter
again. One or two reporters glauced
a: Hope casually, and looked away
again. Hope knew and liked the ni-mes-pbre of a newspaper office; ît suii-ed bier
i-smperament; nowbere else i the
worl>d do mnx and women work te-
g ether witb sucli brusque friendliness, so
li-ile censcieusnesa of sex; i- is a work-
sbop abeve everytbing, and those li it
like their work or i-bey would net be
there. But for that very reasen t is
ne place telok for personal ceinp an-
ionshipý. Waiting, Hope wonderedwhre
then sh e migli: look. Net ina boarding
boeuse; thai- ee ad neyer been able te
endure. Sbe a:ayed on at the bei-el

Twe weeks can le a very leng time-
on a desert island, or werse, in a strange
city. Wben Hope met Evelyn Curtis,
as saw lier vitb an eye sharpened by
loneliness; liere waa another like berseif.
She was ini-erviewing a weal:liy woman
who hep: a cr8che for a wbim; she bail
bsec sbewn into a long, rai-ber durS,
luxurieus drawing-room-to bier mild
surprise, on i-he second Reoor-of a
brownstene bouse, oeeof forty exactly
alike on a semi-fasbionable atreet
off Fifi-l Avenue., Hope remembered
it very vaguely afterward; she hud lad
a* maxiy new impressions, but even
before sbe loeked comnprebendingly a:
ber bosteasse.excbangedaque
glance of gree:ing witb t h ib, durk
girl wbe st, awkwardly, as if fearful cf
i-le uuaccustomed eoftness, li a squat
and puffy boudoir leu nge.

Evelyn Curtis was very plain; lber
lacS cf beauty waa positive; and lber
tee bright black eyes admii-i-d that sbe
knew àut hrougbly. There waun
infini-e pathosinlxiber smile, for it nade
ber les. lovely tban before; abe had ne
bloom; she lo.ked as if aselad neyer
bloorned. She looked starved, body
and soul; bier rnoutb was ne: red, and
ber long black hair was lustreless. Only
lier eyes were terribly alive. The i-we
striangers in every format sense, looSed
ai- each other wl-h sympaliei-ic under-
standing, and fel: thai- th¶e womaxi i-ey
bad bei-I cerne te see was rather an
interruption.

"SI. looked stoged" aaid Hlope te
Miss Curtis, afi-er i-bey isad eecaped fromn
i-he bouse together. "Her very voice
wa overfed and massaged. Wbai- a loi-
of New Yenk womnen look liSe thatl"
She lad ,seized i-be oi-er's arm as i-bey
went down i-he brownai-one step s te-
getber, dlsdulning convesloalad-
vances.

Y OU haven't been bere long, have
Jyeul" said iMiss Curtis, asliling

lier ugly, puheically appeainj srnile.
"ýNo. Hve youl How did you

guess 1:?"
"You have a dîffereni- accent. You're

on thbe Courier?"
"Yea. Wbai- are yen wii-l? DoeJou

bave i-o rush rigbt cdown te i-le offce?
Won'i- yen stop and have supper witb
me? 1 liaven't eaten witb a soul bince
1 carnei-o New York. Do, do corne.
Do you notice i-bat people liere don't
ask you te eai-? Tbey askyou i-e have
a drink. 1 almeet felt lnsuli-ed, ai- irai-.
But l'Il buy y ou a drink, if you like.
Comne t e my beiel-lt isn't far. And
bave supper in my roomnl"

(Ce!OIT1NUD ON PAGEZ 50)

A Word with
A Personal CMat

Onie IVman's J3"ty

WE have bad'a multiplicty
of women speakers among
us this year. Some with
only a pleasing platform
presence and a gift of

II~12~LIIwords to offer; others
ïï with areal message. Mrs.

Ralph Smith of Van-.
couver, wife of a former Liberal member,
and herself a nominee for the House
of Commons, who addressed the Poli-
ical Education League of which Mrs.
Prenter îe President, belongs te the
latter class. She gave us somethingz to
carry away, something wortb remem-
bering. Sy.mpathy and a broad eut-
look marked what she had to say.
They study things out for themselves
those western women. They do net
get their opinions second hand froma
politician and profiteer.
"Surely, surely" xhe says
"domestic questions and c
matters concerning women
should be in woman's hands,
since she îs a domnestic
person. We may have to
pay high f ood prices, and
big taxes, but if se we mean Ft
te study enough political
economy to know why," I
She told of the Women's
Civic Ratepayers' Associa- 0C
tion of Vancouver, and Of F
wbat it had done, and boped
to do. The three planks in
ita platform are equal suiff-
rage; equal pay for equal
work; equal moral standardsS
for men and women. A
platform te bc proud of, T
and loyal to, is it net?
And wbat gives us an added Ar
wnrmnth in our heart for
this clear-eyed, good-looking
Vancouver woman is the
fact that behlnd her ideals
ia the practical patriotlsm
which could give four-
think of! h-four bon nie
sons to go overseas. It la
this type of womnan wbom
the poet had in nmmid when
he wrote of the men who
fght our battles:
"ýSince neyer soldier fouglit

and died
For country'a honor, ceuntry's pride,
But owed much of bis courage trong
To ber who sang lii. cradle song.
Ah, blazen on each flag unfurled;
The splendid women of the worldl"

WIcom. Home

WOULD rather be that woman
than the Queen of England. Think

of liaving a son win such honors and
live to, come home and tel ber about
it " exclaimied one poor littie mother
wbose boy steeps "aomnewbere in France"
as she watclied Mrs. Bisliop and the
liero of the day receiving congratula-
tions. "Ah! proud she must be and
happy toc!"

The mother of the daring air mnan
was alI that if her face was a truc
index te lier heart. She looked as
though ber dreams had aIl corne true.
"My Billy" ahe said "is thse only boy
living who lias won the Victoria Cross,
the D.S.O. with a bar, and the Military
Cross. And, best of aIl, 1 have him
safe hom e for awhile."

It la a great thing to be the mother
of a mani wlo is a hero. Major
Bishop is the Prince of Air men, since
Guynemier went, with 47 Hun planes
te lis credit. Every heart tlirifls a:
bis courage.

The Mother
witi Jean Bleweft

I: le a great thing to be the mother
of a mani even if lie be of the order
that does but the day's work. One of
this i1k came home from tbe Front
about the time that Bishop did. He
bad won no decoration (unless we cail
the ragged eeam in bis cheek whete a
bullet had ploughed îts way, a decora-
tien) but, bless you I it made no differ-

he belle rings cutl 'lielp m-." she prayed
..te swell the gong cf cheer.
Christ Chîld, touch thi8 heart of mine and
bea it cf iha pain,

'or one, the. bocnieat cf the ilocli. who sloopa
i Flanders' Plain,

-et me forge my grief and put my bitternoea
away

ýwell Thy glad song of Love and Peace thus
glorioua Chistmas Day!"

-hue lcneeling in the, rose cf dawn the weep'.
îng mother prayed,

Lid Christ the. Healer, C*oxrter, this
tender an8wer made:
No mother praya in vain te me
()n thi day of the, year,
For wben the f..ltering words &h. apeake
Fali on my listening eair,
1 do remember that my he
Lay on a bonom warm,
1 do remomber Bethlehem
And Mary'. crs.dling armi

Jean Blowett.

ence.te bis mother. Her welcorne
couldn't have been warmer, lier loving
pride greater, liad lie led a forlorn
hope and been crowned conqueror.
If you doubi- it 1 wisb you could have
seein her dear glad eyes wben tbey
lighted on birn after bis two years ini
the trenches (those cf Bartimaeus on
receiving bis sigb: may bave beld juat
sucli rapture>, if you could have beard
i-be joy in the veice which cried as ber
arms closed about him: "Safe are you
my bonnie boy, and on my beart ence
more? Praise the Lord!"

Ay, it la a great tbing te b. i-li
moi-ler of a manl

Home For CAriai-nie

y OU'RE net eating yu inr
must be under tbeiweather" said

one club man te another. "No,'# camne
the axiswer, "but ever since I found eut
I couldn't get bacis te the bomesteadi
for Xmas I've been smelling the
delicieus juicy odor whicb pervades i-he
air wben mother starts a-coolcing.
1: sort of spoîls enes appetite for
club meals, don': you kxiow?"

Isn'i- it like a mani te try and bide
bis seentirnent behind lis appetite?

1: la in the, air tlsese days, thbe gelting
home fer i-be holiday. Chiristmas la

the ho
chang(
to tasi
ing.
home'
wbich
and tI
change
enougi.
kîddieE

All
we tel
flakeo
be a bý
only-,
the da
grounc
last nil
like ba
will-a

ome holiday. The others are for
ee, rest, running around, according
te, but Xmas le for clan gather-
So long as we can "go baclc

for Xmas, back te the old ways
will not change ini thi5à world,

te old welcome which will not
rin the next, we hold fast to
,h of our youtb i-o be rm, her's

the wbile we are g -ttîng ready
Ill ourselves that there isn't a

sf now in the aî!v! iý le going te,
bare Xmas. Nec that it matters,
-- But wben we get up early

lay before Xmnas and find the
d, ay, and the bare treesý-which
ight were quarrelsome and dlean
>d children bathed against their
-ail tucked in the white blanket

of winter we are glad out
of reason. The gladness
stays threugh thbe day's jour-
ney, stays througb the drive
from the station, with us
tucked in the sleigb, stars
twînkling down on the white
higbway, the beils chiming
sweetly in the air and tbe
belîs of menory chiming
sweetly in our heart. Glori-

Every window bas a light
gleamiîng. The door is fluug
wide openi. Yes,ý they are
all i-bere, nobody is missing.
AUI a: once you see the dear
faces i-brough a miîsi of
tears, glad, thankful tears-
and our welcome is upon
.us wtb a rush.

Oh, it is good te be home
where our old place waits
us, where even our old chair
ai- table waits us! lIn the
world if sickness, miefortune,
failure, anything, makes one
drop eut of things one's
Place isn't kept, oh ne, it
is given somebody else-the
world la a big busy place.
But leave the home circle
for as long as one will and
nobody c reowd s one eut.
1'bank the dear Lord:

"For home and a bhorne'&
tender tîi

The appetizing amell of Xmas which
rune thirough the lieuse like a messetiger
carnies us back te i-be delectable land
of childhood-'~and leaves us there. Who
'want8 te le middle aged, anyway, and
bave te Pretend te be Wise, and worldly,
and far-seeing? Pretending is bard
work. Wbai- did Daddy say as lie
kissed us: "Well if here ian': Roly-
polyl" deepised nickname o! the old
days, but unacceuntably sweet now
tha: we're get:iag-.no, we wen't eay
it. Age is honorable, but Xmas isn't
the timne to taIs about it.

Under cover o!fi-he table cleth we
grab motber's band anid squeeze it-
Our old trick-and ber dark eyes rest
on us lovingly, apprevingîy. The
undersi-axding cernes te us-and witli
it a delicieus sense cf liavixig lef thi-e
cares and responsibilitie's o! life eut-
side i the darknea-thai-te father
and moi-ler thse children s:ay children,
jus: children. We are Daddy'a girl;
thi slawby lie i-weaks our ear wben he
bide us: "run away i-p bed or Santa,
Claus won't cerne te us," And isn't
it good tobe is girlî


