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Simple Letters of A Simple Fel_lb

By &d Streeter.
Dere Mable:—

1 feel like Id been manicured by a
steam voller, Its all Uncle Charlies
falt. e called me in his office Sat-
urday an sez he thought he was get-
& a little stout. its queer how long
it takes a fello to see anything wrong
with’ himself. Uncle arlie guessed
1e needed some exars He gvanted
we to go out to the club with }mn an
play around 18 holes with golf that
ronoen. I told him like as not 1 go
hit into most of em ‘but Id try. It
lcoked simple Once you get the
nack of hitting the ball thats all there
Is to il

We went out after lunch. As soon
as we got there he sez we might as

well go to the lock up room an dress.|
[ told him I wouldnt bother. 1 was|

dressed pretty well as it was havin
my best suit on Unele Charlie sez 1d
have to put on golf trousers tho. Golf
trowsers is pants without any legs be-

low the knee 1 dont get the idear|

unless their afraid youd get your stick
caught in em if you wore em long

W 1 W t all dressed up we look-|
ed like a @ of vawdevil fellos that
come out ng about Skool Days.|
Uncle Ci took me to a little

»d with golf

»| to behave. Once in

watch our ba

de | mile out. 1 was gettin pretty slick

to him

went about
was

have to give i

80¢

I dont
was goin to rap one
or what.

It got me so rateled, tho, I went

over the top of the ball.

got a couple of foldin|

if he cou id go thru
nt expect to

Id have to
see where| by

le Mmfm‘:n‘y me
le Char-

{
»
n-: fight tho I didnt have a thing worth
g| takin. Prin
a|
d': plained how he just wanted to go past
| us. 1 sez why didnt he speak up an
on a minit an hed fix| say
1 thanks but|use in askin anyway when he had
I| about 40 acres to do it in.
taen. Id rath-|

k to the club an|able to hit the ball off the platform. He
{ hit it about twice as far as Uncle

Charlie tho. Uncle Charlie sez he
';‘\\u the best player an the WOrst| . aam~~amsrsnsnnpanan
| grouch in the club. I was for giwvih

) catch up, Just as I
» hit it he stopped me|
f main things was
from the ground
r 1 looked like I
around my mneck

ht maybe my =uo was to short.

Ball Bxeck.

A ILLANLO S

Gave my case to a little fello, | prate it. The more I seo of American
So I tried another one. That was to|80lf the more I think the African kind
long. I'€kme down like a pile driver |3 the best,

on the platform an like to have knock-
ed a corner clean of. Uncle Charlie
got all worked up about it. He sez Id

, busted his best friends pet club. Youd
have thought hed have been glad it
wasnt one of his. Some fellos has np
gratitude tho, I began to see why you
had to carry so many sticks.

Waell, Mable, I worried the .ball
along  somehow till it rolled into a
y where somebodied been diggin

) tr s right in the middie
L Uit Valk b e dvae
‘ out an- set: It back on the grass
: &oﬁm‘h started makin rules. Hg
i ses L hed to knock it out of where it

H

¢

was without touchin {t. 1 didnt touch
it but 1 didnt knook it out ether. Af-
ter Id eent & couple more of his
friends sticks to the wood pile he ses
hed rather break a couple of rules
than all the clubs. So he let me put it

back on the grass. e 8 FRIENDS.
After a while we came to & round} ny . c1ies might be blue as they behd o'er the world,

place with a flag stuck in a little holg
in the middle. It looked to mg like

And the breezes with perfume be sweet;

the manker for a rifie range. Uncle The hills might be fair with the sunlight that's there,

Charlie didnt seem to care tho. 1

And roses might nod at your feet; .

could see he was gettin tired. He hard: You might have gold for your fullest desire

ly hit the ball at all. It just rolled
along the ground right for the flag.

And rest when night’s stillness descends,

Then that smart Alex of a kid played But you'd find that this earth was devold of all mirth

him a mean trick. He pulled the fiag
out an the ball dropd right into the

It it weren’t for your friends.

hole. Yuu may think there is joy in the treasures you own

1 thought I bad Uncle Charlie then.
I ast him how he was goin to get it outf
of that place without touchin it. He| You may fancy today, s you march

sez he was allowed to pick it out ot

And pride in the goals you hav

@ won,
on life's way,

That there’s charm in the warmth of the sun;

there cause the hole was finished. He| pui the sun would be cold and the skies would be gray

made me sore, I sez I couldnt see
hat that had to do with it any more

tl

Anyway how could he prove the hole

I got in back there wasnt finished to.

There snt nobody workin on it.

a fello can beat you if
U as he goes along.

If it weren't for your friends.

was Uncle 1f you had to live it alone;
when a fello giv
right to beat you if he wants,

The longer I played the madder I
got. 1 bet if Willard had played goilf
for a cou of hours before he went Depend on your friends.
into-pis f hed still be champeen.
I couldnt You can take
one of those cut the head of
a weed sli N
you put a bal

party. [ suppose

ann NAAA AARAAANAAAAA

|
ems |

while Id
ground behind the ball so hard the Th \iaker 15 u female archi-

x an ball an evervthing would go tect whio clothes upon the cus-
off ‘“F'“”'-":‘ It looked like'af ;ner also hangs a bill upon the
age had gone over the{ston husband which leaves him

thru,
ied what was laft ter
emed to think I wasijpyshand who will complain about the
a show just for him. He|qpst aftér his wife has been taken out
» died laffin every time I|of the human stepladder class and
3 converted into a French doll

The dressmaker leads a lonely life,
9 and most of them seem to be nursing

some secret sorrow. It is a terrible
thing to be a dressmaker and have to
1 t a tight mousselaine de soie wed-
ding dress over some robust bride
who would breathe easier in a Mother
Hubbard with 108-inch wheel-base.
Another of the dressmaker’s heavy
trials is the socliety bud with piercing
shoulder-blades, who has to be
padded, lined, built up and reinforced
until she can be told from an
isosceles triangle at the first glance.

Home dressmaking is the kind
which looks like if. The tools used in
this work are a tape measure, a wab-
ble-jawed sewing machine, a wire-
dress form with adjustable hips, and
hope in the final triumph of the right
Kvery year thousanas of blue denim
kimonos are made by this proces=s,
and fit everywhere except around the
neck. If it were not for this kim§ ot
competition the dressmaker would
e able to go to Palm Beach every
winter and might occasionally revel
¥ in the delights of a soft-boiled egg.

- s S Dressmaking in the large cities is
us. done mostly by titled foreigners
tried to hit the ball. I shut him up whose time is not worth over $10 a
tho. I sez “All right. Take the darn|linear foot. They do not meke any-
an lets see you do any better. 1

5

¥
1

in a dizzy stupor for several days af-| three or four lizht
i, but it is a very poor sort o!l smocks, heavily charged with crino-
{line and Fjfith Avenue overhead ex-
| penses, he will decide to remove far-

And drear would be all that life sends, A
n whether he wore a brown derby.| And the joys that you rate now so highly, you'd hate

Not fram yourself comes the right lo be ghad,
And not from the things you may own;
su tho. After all it] Though bright were the day, you would never be gay

a panty he has a&| r no one were here to be with you and share
In the joy which your conquest attends,
All your laughter would cease—Life's conténtment and peace

Rann-DomReels

hit the THE DRESS MAKER.

{ anybody but the

thing but gowns, frocks and smocks,
which are not worn in the west by
man. After
as paid for
ight summer

a New York hus

ther uptown, where his wife can wear

Ts'LL BE some Swatl
INT . EM . MADAM
Lucy i

| PaRE Say

AT WLl Be,
Miss FRUME
S ———

i
|

i
z A robust bride who would breathe eas-
fer in a Mother Hubbard with

106-inch wheel base.

the same dress twice! without being
looked upon g¥ a hardened criminal

Dressmaking has done a great deal
to make husbands more contented
with their wi and on that account
should be indulged in now and then,
but not to excess.

;s he saw he couldnt monkey with
after that.

linx. I guess he never counted em
I know I went into about 20 the Irst

of it an sleepy when an old fello with
a long beard came up an ast it he
could go thru us. I sez not without a;

rugged hill is steep and hard to climb;
but you'll find it better going If you

ipul if nothin. Thats me
all over, Mable. Uncle Charlie  ex-

gerious problem you must meet; you

vy 80 in the first place. Whats the

He was so old I didnt think hed be

him a start an en racin him to the

we wouldnt hit him. Nobody seems to
want to get any sport out of golf at
all,

I waited till he got what 1 figgered
was @bout 7 shots from where I was
standin. Then I took a good brace
an let her have it. That old methuza-
lum was just one to many for me. I
expected to see somebody come along
on a pair of crutches pretty soon an
knock the ball about 10 times as far as
I could.

1 knew Id hit the ball but I couldnt
see it at first. That was because I
was lookin right around the platform
where it usuly was. Then I heard Un:
cle Charlie say “Lord what a drive.”
“Right down the course.” “Gee your
goin to hit old Snodgrass.” He be-
gan yellin “4—4." 1 sez “If hell get
out of the way Ill do it in 1.” Just then
the oldest inhabitant began jumpin up
an down like hed sat on a bee hive.

Uncle Charlie got sore. I thought
first it was because the old skeeziku
had spoiled my best shiot by gettin in
the way. I found he was sore at 1pm
tho. He acted like Id done it on pur-
pose. He sez wed have to quit now
an get out before Mr. Snodgrass had
time to go back to the club an com-
plain. - 1d ruined him round there all
right.

S0 we went back to the lock up
room an put on our real close. Un-
cle Charlie sez he lost a quarter of 5
pound. Then he took me into town
an we had a 5 pound dinner to celel

Uncle Charlie told me when he BRf‘I)’S BIT'O,

1ld watch | started out it was only a 9 hole golf
He

hum a little song, and keep toiling
up and onward all the time, Life is
not a fairy playhouse, built for child-
{sh dreams and toys, but a hard and

must learn to face the sorrnws that
are mingled with the joys, though you
toil alone, with weary hands and feed,
When' the sky is dark and cloudy and
the sun no longer shines, keep the
singing heart within vou just the
ame; for the whole world hales a
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quitter who lies down and meekly
whines; it loves the one who

THE SINGING HEART,
Yes, 1 know the road is lonely, and
the track is rough and long, and the

the only pilgrim who has walked the
wearly m
who b

down to ¢

greet the coming of the day.
—Clem Bradshaw.

next flag. But 18 sez 1o wed Bave 10| g T P
wait till he got far enuff away sos
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[dwelling upon the setting of the

me.
| At Tiherias, late one afternoon

beached, amid the trees at the wa-

my son and myself. He koew the
way to the gate of the wall which sur-
rounds the house and workings of the
Austrian Franciscan archaeologists;
and his knocking at the gate brought
no response for a long time, except

length a servant was aroused and re-
sponded with alarmed questionings
concerning this untimely disturbance.
Travellers do not commonly Jjourney
by night in the Kast; and there was
no occasion that could be conjectured
for visitors at such an hour to the
house of the single old monk who re-
presents the expedition.

deserve doubts, for the strange ways
of Americans abroad are as well
known ag their friendliness. The old
monk himself had seen our boat batt-
ling with the winds in the early even-
ing, and he guickly surmised the facts
—and a few days later told the King-
Crane Commission how tWo Amer:-
cans had come in upon him at night,
and had seen the ruins by star-flight
and lantern-light.

560 Uus, It pleased him that any-

dear ruins to outfight the storm, in-

with him, but, learning that this|

bravely plays the game. You are not

s, you are not the only one
s a load; yet there's laugh-

ter all ¢ yd you and the world is
full of s, as the iong Jdim line
goes climbing up the road. Oh, 1
know the night is gloomy; but “the

friendly stars above will be peeping
ser you all the way; so
keep toiling toward the summit with a
song of hope and love, and be up to

'| standing by these pillars; of his in-

{ cosmopolitan city spread out before

tiperiters out here are all makin such

lie would move to a quieter place.

Well, I guess Il quit now. Tre

a noise tellin what they did Sunday 1
caut do any work. I wish Uncle Char-

Yours intenstively,

BILL.
(Copyright, 1919, by The Bell Syndi
cate, Inc.) g

“Advice is cheap,” glibly quote‘l i

the youth,

“Hugh!” growled his elder. “It's

apparent you have never had any
thing to do with lawyers or doo
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By William T. Ellis,
The Internatlonal Sunday School
Lesson For October 19 s “Jesus In
Peter's Home.”—1:20-39, <

I have been to Capernaum. My
feet have stood on the very stones
of the porch of the synagogue where
Jesus himself often stood and looked
out across the lake he loved. Now
that I take up the regular Sunday
school lesson which opens at this
same synagogue doubtless the - one
glven to the Jaws by the Rom%n
centurion—and continues in the city
of Capernaum and proceeds to the
adjacent territory, I find myself

story, which makes it all so real to

this summer, I had hired a boat and
three men to take us to Capernaum,
expecting to be back in the hotel hy
dark, for a belated dinner. Instead,
we had contrary weather, and did
not reach the ruins of Capernaum
until nine o'clock, long after the
stars were out and the shores were
shadows—except fer the stubble fire
that was sweeping over the hillside
gite of vld Bethaidy, eventually flaring
up into a great blaze as it reached the
wheat stacks. The flames crawled
like a glant red worm ovér the night-
enshrouded  hills. From the lake, it
was a spectacular sight, and gave a
wild touch to the silence and gloom of
the scenery of the night,

Barking Dogs Amid City's Ruins.

When at length our boat® was

ter's edge, the leading boatman
helped ashore his two passengers,

the fierce barkings of big dogs. At

The word “Americans” seemed  to

The old man was really glad to
body should think enough of his

stead of turning back to Tiberias.
He pressed us to spend the night

was impracticable, hé cheerfully went
with us over the wonderful ruins of
the marble synagogue, with the carv-
ings etill almost as fresh as when the
eyes of Jesus and his friends looked
upon them. 5
The entire plan of the synagogue
has been made clear by the archae-
oligsts’ side, and one may see the
pillars and their places; the alsles,
the walls and the readers’ platform.
There are the very stones, with
their beautifully carved pome-
granates and olives and stars of
David, which once heard the tender
tones of the voice of Jesus. Ah, if
they could but echo back a single
word of that Teacher who spake as
never man spake before.

A Porch And Its Memories.

There are only a few spots in the
Holy Land, where, despite the accu-
mudations of the centuries, one may
say with certainty, “Jesus walked
here: his feet press these very/
stones.” Old Jerusalem, for in-
stance, Mes many feet below the
present surface of the city; and so
also do Bethany and the Mt. of
Olives. But here, alone of all the
Lake of Galilee region where Jesus
lived and walked and taught, is the
one place where the traveller can as-
suredly say, “I am standing in the
footsteps of the Saviour.”

This porch of the old synagogue
js as it was when built. Upon it
the Master walked again and again;
and even as I watched the starlit,
wind-whipped waters of QGalilee
from this vantage point, so he used
to gaze upon the lake where his
friends had toiled for a livtlihood,
and where he had companied with
them, in storm and in calm, as one
strong man with others. The Man

&

stood on the portal of his familiar
place of worship in his own home city

Thoughts of the churchgoing
habits of Jesus; of his quiet accept-
ance of the forms of worship of
his day, imperfect though he knew
them to be; of his own musings as
he reflected upon the inability of his
hearers to grasp the fuller meanings
of the words he had uttered when

terest In the fellow-worshippers
who jostled him upon this Deury
porch; and of his compassionate in-
| terest in all the thronging,  busy,

aim, filled my mind as I stood in the
moonlight on the marble porch of
the Capernaum syhagogue, one of
the most precious treasures that
archaelogy has given to the world.

A Mother-in-Law Story.

It was from this portico tha
and his four disciples desoen;edht;::
Spring Sabbath long ago, when he
became the guest of Peter, some-
where near by. There he found his
_mawd‘ﬂ mother4dn-daw ill, and he
healed her; for it was instigctive,
and a life passion, with Jesus to heh;
everybody whom he touched,
~ There are two mother-in-law stor-
ies in> the Bible that naturally

tiful; and truer to universal cohdi

idyllic_story of Naomi and Ruth;

of Galllee seemed ver® near, as we|

spring to mind, and both are u-

tions than the miserable mother-n-
law jokes that unoriginal humorists
keep In currency today. One is the

the other is the incident which opens
the present lesson. Hvidently thefe
was harmony and helpfulness in Pet-

i :
mother ;q @ calamity to the

hold. was the mother-indaw,

ed by the compassionate touch of
Jesus, who “ministered unto them,”
in that goodly ®eliowship of noble wo-
men who have been immortalizsed as
the triends and helpers of the Savio
Jesus seemed purposely to eet his s
upon the sacredness of family life, and
of woman's part therein.

A Sunset Scene.

Water and hills assure lovely sun<
sets; and more than once I have
witnessed them from the Lake of
Galllee. In a  fow graphic words,
Mark tells how Peter's humble home
wag thronged at sunset with the
sick and afflicted. * In every com-
munity there may always b egather
ed a company of the suffering. If we
keap our eyes open to this truth, we
shall teuch life more softly and
sympathetically,. He who has not
experienced or visualized the daily
scene of the crowded waiting rooms
of city physicians is unaware of a
side of life which must be understood
by all who would know this world in
reality. Healthy youth scarcely
comprehends the significance of the
large part that healing played in the
earthly ministry of our Lord.

Our own times, too, are sick. In
spirit and In body they are sore and
distressed. Every sensitive soul is
perplexed and wondering about it
all. ~What may we say to this suf-
fering era of ours? Surely the an-
swer is—and I whe write abhor cant
and stereotyped phraseology—that
the world, with all its present pain
and fever, should be brought te® the
presence of Jesus, that he may heal
it. The touch of Christ is the su-
preme need of our time.

The Two-Sided Healer.

Symmetry is strength. Most of
us are lop-sided. We have developed
one phase of our ‘nature at the ex-
pense of others. We are alive to

business and pleasure, but dead to

idealism and aestheticism. O we
have cultivated force and forgotten
tenderness. We may be righteous
but we are not merciful. Or we aré
dreamers, but not doers. Character
four-square is not common. In the
present lesson we have twe charao-
teristics of our Lord; he was a mys-
tie, and yet he was also an adven-
turer.

After the nerve-sapping Sabbath
in Peter’'s home, when he had spent
himself so lavishly for all comers
the Healer might reasonably be ex-
pected to slc.p late the next morn-
ing. On the contrary, “rising. up a
great while before day, he went out,
and departed into a solitary place,
and there prayed.” There we have
the mystical side of Jesaus. He
deemed communion with God more
vital than rest or work; the harder
he toiled, the more he prayed. So
his spirit fled from the multitude into
the desert place, probably east of
the lake; and there, to the howls of

Cape by the aunounoement
that he was going to tour Galllee!
He was the adventurer, the man of
utreach and activity, The regions '
y ever beck d him; th
“other sheep” who needed
before
What an insatiable soul

B
SEVEN SENTENCE SERMONS.
Our patlence will achi

than our force.—Burke.

stands best who kneels most;
stands strongest who kneels weal-

He |ta.nd; longest who kneels lowes
Bent knees make strong backs—an
strong backs are

othing so much as fan-
ruts and fecling myself be-
L A Garfield

I charge thee in the sight of God,
who giveth life to all things, and of

Pilate witnessed the
sions that thou keep the command-

proach, until the appearing of our
Lord Jesus Christ.—1 Timx 6:18, 14.

By all means use sometimes to be
e;

Salute thyself; see what thy eoul

Dare to look in thy chest; for

And humble up and down what thou

To be everywhere and everyth!
in sympathy, and yet content to
main where and what
is not this 40 know both wisdom ang
virtue and to dwell with happiness?~—

B
HUMAN NATURE.

There's a lot in being geuntle,
There's a lot in being kind,

lot "in beaping troubls,
And to live the dzily grind;

There’s a lot in being cheerful,
But oh Lordy! it does ease

The whole darn combination
Just to hit out when you please,

It is wise to take things calmly,

It is strength to live aright,
It is God-like to forget it,

And forgive the wrongful plight,
But it's human to be earthly.

It’s not nature things like these?
It relieves the situation

Just to hit out when you please.

~—Muriel Patriarche Glass.
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shown you the real secret of perpetual strength,
be filled with vigor, and agaiu be just as powerful in your influence
and jugt as thoroughly manly in your capacity as ‘the biggest, fullest
blooded, most ful fellow of your acquaintanee. <

nerves and blood the very

le again, thén I have
nd how! you can again
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Tylgr Kinips was a tired boy, Ty-
leor Kamps was as tired as only a boy
can he at 930 p. m. who has risen
at 530 8. m. Yet he lay awake in
his hammock eight feet above the
ground and lstened to the sleep-
sounds qv. came from the depths of
two d ilar h ks sus-

ed at regular intervais down the
1o ark room. A chorus of deep
r breathing, wih an occasiongl
grunt or sigh, denoting complete re-
laxation. Tyler Kamps should have
been part of this chorus, himself. In-
stead he lay staring into the dark-
ness, thinking mad thoughts of which
this is @ sample:

“Gosh! Wouldn't I ke to st up in
my hammock and give one yell! The
kind of a yell a movie cowboy gives
on a Saturday night, Wake 'em up
and step that—darned old breathing.

Nerves. He breathed deeply him-|’
selt, once or twice, because it seemed, | |
sow2how to relleve his feeling of irri |’
tation. And in that unguarded moment
of unconscious relaxation Sleep, that
had been lying in wailt for him just
around .the corner, pounced on him
and claimed him for its own.

The trouble with Tyler Kamps was
that he missed two things he hadn't
expected to mise at all. And he missed
not at all the things he had been pre-
pared ;to miss most hideously.

First of all, he had expected to miss
his mother. If you had known Stella
Kamps you could readily have under-
stood that. Stella Kamps was the|
kind of mother they sing about in the}
gentimental ballads; mother, pal and
sweetheart. Which was where she
h; made “her big mistake. When|
ond mother tries to be all those things
toffone son that son has a very fair

ce of turning out a mollycoddle.
The war was probably all that saved
Tyler Kamps from such a fate.

In the way she handled this son of
hers Stella Kamps had been as crafty
and skiliful and velvet-gloved ae a girl
with her beau. The proof of it is that
Myler had never known he was being
handled. Some folks in Marvin, Texas,
aid she actually fiirted with him, and
they were almost justified. Certainly
the way she glanced up at him from be-
meath her lashes was excused only by
¢he way she scolded him if he tracked
up the kitchen floor. But them, Stella
Kamp# and her boy were different any-
avay. Marvin folks all agreed about
that. Flowers on the table at meals.
Sitting over the supper things talki
@nd laughing for an hour after they'd
finished eating, as if they hadn ‘! seen
each other in years, Reading out loud
to each other, out of books, and then
going on like mad about what they'd
just read, and getting all het up about
it. And sometimes chasing »ach other
around the yard, spring evenings, like

ouple of fool kids. Honestly, if a
jy hadn’t known SHtella Kamps so
well and what a fight' she Bad:putup
to earn a living for herself and the
bov after that good-farnothing Kamps
up and left her, and what a house-

{.ceper she was, and all, a person'd
tle nk—well—

o, then, Tyler had éxvectcd to miss
her first of all. And now Le m'sied hes
ouly as the average hoy of twenty-one
ral=ses the mother he has been used
tr: all his life. He 121 expected to miss
tbe boys at the banik. He had expected
+n miss the Mandoiin Club, The Mazn-
dolin Club met, ' officially, every
Tharsday and apaigel the Texas
alght with their tinkling. He had
expacted to miss the familiar faces on
Main street. All the hundred little,
intimate, trivial everyday things that
had gone to make up his life back
home in Marvin, Texas—these he wad
expected to miss.

And he didn’t.

ter ten weeks at the Great Centra]

Naval Training Station so near Chi
cago, Illinols, and so far from Marvin,

Texas, there were two things he miss-
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He wanted the decent privacy of his
11 quiet bedroom back home.
e wanted to talk to a girl.

He knew he wanted the first, defin
itely.. He didnt know he wanted the
second. The fact that he didn’t know
it was Stella Kamps’ fault. She hac
kept. his boyhood girlless, year ang
year, by sheer force of har own' love
for him, and need of him, and by th
charm and.magunetism that were hers

A hot enough little room in the Tex
as winters. But his own.

Until he came to the Great Centra
Naval Training Station Tyler's near
est approach to the nautical life ha
been when, at the age of six, he ha
sailed chips. in the wash tub in th
back yard. Marvin, Texas, is fiv
hundred miles jnland. And yet h
had enlisted in the navy as inevitabl
ag though he had sprung from a lon
line of Vikings. In his boyhood hi
choice of games had always beens pi
ate. 5

It was the roving, restless spirit c
18 father in ‘him. I suppose. Clin
{amps had never been meant for ma:
viage. - When the baby Tyler was on
oear old Clint had walked over t
“vhere his wife sat, the child in he
Yap, ‘dnd had tilted her head bacl
kissed her on thelips, and had gent!
pinched the boy's roseleaf cheek wit
+ a quizzical forefinger and thumb. Thes
indolently, negligently, gracefully, h
had strolled out of the house, dow
the steps, into the hot and dust
street amd so on and on and out
their lives. Stella Kamps had neve
seen him again. Her letter back hou
to her folks in Kansas were triumpl
of bravery and barefaced lying. Si
mart.ged to make out, scmehow, :
® ' And later ‘very well indee

i {he years went on she and the be
‘ived together in a sort of closed co
poration paradise of their own.
twenty-one Tyler, who had go
through grammar school, high scho
and college, and had a position
the Texas State Savings Bank of Ma
vin, had pever kissed a girl or folt
love-pang. Stella Kamps kept her a;
as a woman does whose brain e
body are alert and busy.

’ On the day he left for the faraw:

maval training stetion Stella Kam
for the second time in her life had
chance to show the stuff she w
made of and showed it. Not a whi
per. Down at the train, standing at t!
car window, looklng up a4 him o



