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tic business woman. Her fair head
with it golden curls was bent  for
many hours in the day over a crude
kind of ledger, and she thought in
terms of pickles, canned fruits, choco-
late, and cigarettes. The spirit of
commerce had bitten deep into Mar-
tha's soul.

More and more officers held im-
promptu dinners in the back parlour.
Martha knew most of them, but only

1 one interested her. Had he not
shown her the system of double en-
try, and how to balance her accounts?
He was a commercial asset.

As for Jefferson, it was a relief to
him, after a tour in the trenches, to
have an occasional chat with a mod-
erately pretty girl.

One rain-sodden, murky January
night, very weary, wet, and muddy,
Jefferson dropped in to see, as he
would have put it, “the. baker’s daugh-
ter.”

Martha happened to be alone, and
welcomed “Monsieur Jeff” beamingly.

Perhaps the dim light of the one
small lamp, perhaps his utter war
weariness, induced Jefferson to over-
look the coarseness of the girl’s skin,
her ugly hands, and larnge feet. Per-
haps Martha was looking unusually
pretty.

At all events he suddenly decided
that she was desirable. Putting his
arm around her waist as she brought
him his coffee, he drew her, unresist-
ing, on to his knee. Then he kissed
her. :

Heaven knows what possessed Mar-
tha that evening. She not only allow-
ed his Kkisses, but returned them,
stroking his curly hair with a tender-
ness that surprised herself as much
as it surprised him.

Thereafter Martha had two souls.
A sgoul for business and a soul for

- Jefferson.

The bleak winter rolled on and
spring came. g

About the beginning of April old
Beduys received, secretly, a Iletter
from a relative in Frankfurt. The
contents of the letter were such that
the smaill pupils of the old man’s eyes
dilated with fear. He hid the doecu-
ment away, and his temper for that
day was execrable. That night he
slept but little. Beduys lay in bed
and pictured the sails of a windmill—
his windmill—and he thought also
of ten thousand francs and his own
safety. He thought of the distance
to the mill—a full two kilometres—
and of the martial law which dictated,
among other things, that he be in his
home after a certain hour at night,
and that his mill’s sails be set at a
certain angle when at rest. Then he
thought of Martha. Martha of the
commercial mind. Martha the obedi-
ent. Yes! That was it, obedient!
Hans Beduys rose from his bed softly,
without disturbing his heavily-sleep-
ing wife, and read and reread his
brother’s letter. One page he kept,
and the rest he tore to shreds, and
burned, bit by bit, in the candle flame.

High up on the hill stood the wind-
mill g the Beduys windmill. Far
over in the German lines an Intelli-
gence Officer peered at it in the
gathering dusk through a night-glass.
Slowly, almost imperceptibly, the
gails of the mill turned, and stopped
for a full minute. Slowly, almost im-
perceptibly, they turned again, and
stopped . again. This happened per-
haps twenty times. The German made
gome notes and went to the nearest

signalling station
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Five minutes later a salvo of great
shells trundled, with a noise like dis-
tant express trains, over to the left
of the mill.

There were heavy casualties in a
newly-arrived battalion bivouacked
not half a mile from the baker’s shop.
The inhabitants of the village awoke
and trembled. “Huarrumphumph!”
Again the bLig shells trundled over
the village, and .again. There was
confusion, and death and wounding.

In his bed lay Hans Beduys, sweat-
ing from head to foot, while his brain
hammered out with ever-inereasing
force: “Ten thousand francs — Ten
Thousand Francs.”

In the small hours a shadow disen-
gaged itself from the old mill, cauti-
ously. ' Then it began to run, and re-
solved itself into a woman. By little
paths, by ditches, by side-tracks, Mar-
tha reached home. She panted
heavily, her face was white and hag-
gard. When she reached her room
she flung herself on her bed, and lay
there wide-eyed, dumb, horror-stricken,

COURIER

until the dawn broke.

Jefferson’s Battalion finished a tour
in the trenches on the following night.
Jefferson marched back to billet with
a resolve in his mind. He had hap-
pened to notice the windmill moving
the night before, as he stood outside
Company head-quarters in the
trenches. He had heard the shells go
over—away back—and had seen the
sails move ’aga.in. The two things
connected themselves instantly in his
mind. Perhaps he should have re-
ported the matter at once, but Jef-
fercon did not do so. He meant to
investigate for himself.

Two days later Jefferson got leave
to spend the day in the nearest town.
He returned early in the afternoon,
put his revolver in the®pocket of his
British warm coat, and set out for
the windmill. He did not know to
whom the mill belonged, nor did that
trouble him.

An Artillery Brigade had parked
near the village that morning. Jef-
ferson got inside the mill without dif-

‘the light in the mi#ll was faint.

ficulty. It was a creaky, rat-haunted
old place, and no ome lived within
half a mile of it. Poking about, he
discovered nothing until his eyes hap-
pened to fall on a little medallion
stuck between two bhoards won the
floor.

Picking it up, Jefferson recognized
it as one of those little “miraculous
medals” which he had seen strung
on a light chain around Martha’s neck.
He frowned thoughtfully, and put it
in his pocket.

He hid himself in a corner and
waited. He waited so long that he
fell asleep. The opening of the lit-

tle wooden door of the mill roused him
with a start. There was a long pause,
and then the sound of footsteps com-
ing up the wooden stairway which
led to where Jefferson day. The win-
dow in the mill-face reflected the
dying glow of a perfect sunset, and
He
could hear the hum of a biplane’s en-
gines as it hurried homeward, the
day’s work done.
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ou Cannot Prophesy —

PREPARE !

T éyen the bestinformed man in government or
business circles dares to attempt a prophecy of

_conditions after the war. We hope for the best—
meantime wise men are preparing now for anything.

How ?

By regulating their expenditures according to their
actual needs rather than by their prosperity—by husbanding

the surplus—and by investing to the limit in Canadian War

Loans that help so much to maintain present prosperity.

Money saved and loaned to Canada by Canadians is a two-

fold safeguard for the future. The lend i ke
from the excellent interest return afl?i irsbso‘?li{ebesre‘sgg d“e::,lﬁ

because the interest thus kept i i
keep business good after tﬁe war.us 7L 10 Ceis gl Bep 5o

Canadian War Savings Certificates are issued in denomina-

tions of $25, $50 and $100, repayable in thr
pur - prices of $21.50, $43 and $861?ae;£eec:i3::elafst.he¢ - telll:i
g:g : Z‘i’ oe1.nterest. Buy them at any Bank or Money Order

The National Service Board of Canada.
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