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"WeH, oowr, Ji®.” chirped M her, „ the house for
went on. ''I'm awfully sorry, but you see, .hen citv, because "t

An observant spectator might have the engine sawed up the wood > ster- , rgot to turn ,hP
noticed the unusual spark that glow- day, it clean forgot to split an\ and l,-,. lor her," adding
ed and scintillated behind Mother’s fill the wood box up, and th. fire 'i.nc^ r, that “ ’twas 1
spectacles; but Father and the boys went out before 1 got things coo <1.” • : when she won
were accustomed to leaving her en- Jim looked at Frank, rrank 1 ked nv.-ninir k,r„i,

ypjrz,lTb?>X£ïv“,oba'.îhstyl 1) was still in full swing when they took regarding Mother, while an a;.pre- h!#f ‘uh a neLrhb^ Ï 
their hats and went out to connect native grin struggled with a pai na| "a , for a ,h.. In
the new engine with the bam pump. f own on his face. But Mo ■ r't 1* , ,1 vers it inn he

I After Mother had washed the dishes placid countenance evinced no ev:- . p
and strained the milk, and fed the dence of anything out of the ordi ,ry, •,lon“ K 1 vyr
cat. and shut up the hens, and set and after an awkward paus, he
the bread to rise, she stood on the chuckled: “Well, Mother, if ><>u’ll
steps gazing long and reflectively at give us some coffee and biscuit? I 01 : • ,
the weather-beaten pump in the back guess we can make out, and possibly L.' of
yard, and listening tn the aggressive the engine will cultivate a better - .
puff puff that resounded from the memory to-day." . ,
barn C.radually the angry glow be- “Now. I'm awfully sorry, Thom.is," ‘j u s ' llîat !rotn
hind her spectacles melted into an purred Mother again, “really, it’s too ;Jld 1 ", , er' *>n*, "u 
amused smile, and the comers of her bad—but when that engine pumped a*!,* n re-r«*adi ’ 
patient mouth widened into a com- the water up at the barn la&t night, f''" '" !n* a
prehensivc and somewhat diabolical it clean forgot to pump any into the in. ™ , «'il C<i
grin. But Father and the boys saw water pail, so there ain't any collet. R*va.n„“* ., riJohn..1
nothing unusual in the quiet little But here's some milk; won't that ““**,”*" . Uver

e sitting-room do " i1*1' /‘t??„hP<‘Cred.
and sat in her Breakfast ended in a cyclon. of linked derisively!

■«. 7 ayev.o, iu.il sutuu.ug Blockings all laughter. Father gathered up an 
iril num- enthusiastically praised and admired, the evening. assortment of kitchen knives
Friend, Whatever the contributory causes A neighbor dropped in for a chat disappeared with them. Jim followed ......
ading a may have been, certain it is that in and they talked of the weather, the wjth a water pail in each hand. Frank • “ tne.

that day and hour the seeds of mili- crops, the prospects of the war. and hunted up an axe and split wood in- ,r' iron .,!*ry ’
tancy took root in Mother's patient of many other things, but most of all dustnously, while Bob trudged na- 9n,MHy
heart. they talked about the new engine—of tiently back and forth between the , Th‘‘re sw-ms no ■

Nobody had ever called Mother “a the help it would be to them, the time wood pile and the kitchen. Soon a 7* V**T Pr'
- ach" for doing her duty faithfully and labor and money it would save for row 0f aharp knives glistened from ” „ " th" ch>~J*«

•STUUS-S £ 'hr-/'au' £ .hi,, ,h„ peculiar. SSThSt "

even though for more than comprehensive, diabolical little smile overflowing reposed in stately grand '’•'W" ,rom ,,me 11
ars she had, daily and al- played hide-and-go-seek with the eur Just outside the door, and a lM'
Iv, performed tasks that did wrinkles on Mother's face—and they cheerful fire roared and crackled in m_______

not rightfully devolve upon her to do did not see! the cook stove —
-many of them thing, that .hould N«t montin. Father and the boy, Wjth , o( dM,

I well performed, Father gathered up
I. '-Sn ^his and started for the

on to 11111111
corn lot, and the “Dove of Peace" 
folded her beautiful white wings and 
nestled close to Mother’s cxujtint 
heart. But, alas for Father! When 
he pulled ihe canvas cover from his 
load in preparation for a busy fore 
noon, the first thing that came 
sight was a stubby corn broom, wura 
nearly to the handle, reposing pi.u id­
ly on the very tiptop of his load, and 
pointing reproachfully into his very

see," added Father, and so the talk
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yUi ■ u more money tl 
when you buy it. I! 

v-u will probablya that it can d 
the hard w<

11.1 EVFR 1 mc an oppo (unity to see something beau- 
tiftsL Beauty is God’s handwriting.—Kingsley. 
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Militant Mother
(Farm and Home.)

BY ARVILLA BELLE DAVIS unusual in the qui 
who lighted the sitti

rp HE kitchen clock struck four, her, it may have been mere feminine lamp when they came,
I and with a regretful sigh Mo- jealousy at hearing another “she" so special chair mendiny
* ther laid down the April num- enthusiastically praised and admired, the evening,

her of “The Housewife's Friend," Whatever the
wherein she had b

hie and interesting articli 
cerning the grievances of 
Bull’s Militant Daughters."

“I don’t believe in woi 
ihts." she soliloquized, as sh

woman

«it

ing articl

rights,'' she soliloquized, as she en- peai 
veloped her angular, middle-aged fig- and 
ure in the voluminous folds of a huge she was 
gingham apron, in anticipation of her world." ev 
task of preparing the evening meal, twenty yea 
“but if them Englishmen are bound most hourl; 
they won't give their womenfolk 
whatever it is they want. I don’t 
know »s I blame the women so very 
mm h foi trying to make 
up. though it does see 
might find some way of 
they want without etnas 
and burning down houses and starv­
ing themselves to death in jail."

“Now, if 1 wanted anything," she 
continued, gazing into the depths of 
a huge wooden box, “and 1 wanted 
it as bad as them English women 
want to vote, I bet a cent I could find 
a better way than that of overcoming 
any objections that might seem to 
stand in the way of me getting it 
But I wouldn’t fight. No sir! 1 
believe a woman can get whatever 
she needs or wants without a row.
If she can’t, seems to me she ain’t

Well

ike cm pony 
m as if they 
getting 

hing wii

c
“1 wonder what she means by 

that?" he muttered in puzzled «un­
der. As if in answer, a row of 
vacuum cleaners smiled at him from 
a nearby window. He resisted their 
charm a long, long while, but before 
he started homeward be walked brisk-

t*"*
anHa°i°«g™,atr.M .be “auflrag, que* A" C*’“— Ck~rf“"' *“»•*
tioo” at least to her own satisfac- have been done by the stronger were early astir. It was market'day, V*
tion. Mother explored the cavernous hands of Father and the boys. and there was much to do. The wag J" , .
depths of the wood box only to find “I never did believe in women's gon must be loaded and its canvas henarh » a*
it as empty as was “Mother Hub- rights,” she soliloquized again, as <over adjusted to protect the load .. . ?.a BIŸ,n m
bard's" famous cupboard. she poured some kerosene over the during the long, dusty ride to the u[n,s mgs"

Out in the yard the puff-puff of a chips and reached for a match, “but city. The horses must be carefully even a vacuum cleaner proved
gasoline engine and the btng-whizz —I don't know but there may be groomed and many other tasks must insufficient to appease Militant Mo­
ot a saw mingled with the cheerful something in it after all. Here I’ve be accomplished. ,“er- for the very next market day
voices of Father and “the boys," been teasing all these years for a Breakfast was always an hour "he calmly informed him that “that 
as they were busy sawing wood with pump in the kitchen and—” gazing early on market day, and they troop- Pesky engine forgot to churn for her. 
the new engine, Mother considerately reflectively at the bottom of an ed in with ravenous appetites. Mo- ®no 1D consequence there wasn’t any 
refrained from mentioning the condi- empty water pail—"so far I’ve got ther’e guileless face smiled on them butter for his customers’’—and this
tion of the wood box. Instead, basket about as much attention paid to me from the head of the table, but in- *n spite of the fact that only the day
in hand, she went out to gather chips as the Home Secretary paid to them stead of the usual dit* of carefully before she had told him with even
among the debris of the wood pile. English women. I wonder—" cooked, templing oatmeal, she set appearance of sincere regret that hu

Fourteen-year-old Bob hailed her But what Mother wondered about before them a sticky, underdone trousers were not mended because
appearance with a joyous shout, was lost when she disappeared with a mess, fit only for the pigs. They “that pesky engine forgot to cleas 
“Come and see the new engine, Mo- water pail in each hand. Returning pushed it aside without comment, ®ul 'l°c henhouse and she had to 
ther; she’s a peach! Just see her she set the pails of water in their considering it, an accident. ** herself, and didn't have tim<
chew up that wood pile 1 Father says accustomed place, filled the tea kettle, “Didn't you fry any bacon, Mo- do any mending in consequence, 
she’s the best helper he ever had in made the biscuits, fetched jam and ther?” inquired Father, looking ‘.be day before that she had placid-
his life. She’ll turn the grindstone, cheese from the cellar, and hung a around for his favorite breakfast mformed him that “he and the 
too Father hitched her on to it this dean towel on the “roller" with me- dish. “oye would have to eat a cold bite
afternoon and ground the scythes and chanical precision. “Why, ùo, I didn’t, Thomas," pur- °ut °* cupboard for their dinner,
sharpened the corn knivs, and after Lather and the boys came in to red Mother. "You see, when your because that miserable engine would
supper he’s going to nitch her on supper and still the new engine was new engine sharpened the corn knives "ol PumP water through a hose
to the batn pump and fill the tank the all-engrossing topic. yesterday, it clean forgot to sharpen . ®er to wa,e“ the outside of the
chock full. Hurrah! no more sawing “She’ll save her cost in less than iny butcher knife and the pesky windows, and it took her a Ion
wood and pumping water by hand on six months," boasted Jim. thing won’t cut bacon or anything t0 wash them by hand "
this farm!" And Bob stood on his “And I won’t have to turn the else, it's so dull. But I fried the Mother had never seen a washing 
head and waved his long legs in the grindstone," exulted Bob. eggs," she added hopefully, hand- machine outside of the pictures ii. the
air as a fitting expression of his un- “I hope she won’t forget what she’s ing around a platter containing a advertisements, and for !*> years she
qualified approval. told to do," said Frank, with a sig- generous supply of eggs, barely bad washed once (sometimes tv ice)

Somehow, for once, the joyous nificant look at his younger brother, warmed through a week with no other assistance •hai
chorus found no echo in Mother’s who in Ins excitement had forgotten “These eggs don't seem to be cook- a plentiful supply of “elbow 
heart. It may have been the gorg- grease the waggon in preparation ed enough, Mother," grumbled Jim. •*D<1 a 
vous paint and aggressive puff-puff for to-morrow's trip to market. "Don’t you suppose you could cook batted
of the little red engine that annoyed “She hasn’t a fault that I can 'em a little more?" and t
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zinc washboard. But she i 'v« 
an eye when she told F. ther 

the boys there wasn't a ileu
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