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By A. MARIA/CRAWFORD.

9\ /OUR fob is waiting for 3ou.
» my boy,” sald Tedford Mec-
Graw, patting the broad
shoufders of a convalescent pallent
in, 8{, Luke's Hospital,

Jim looked up, a little smile twlst-
lag his wide stralght mouth., “You've
J been a great boss, Mr. McGraw."”
" pup, tut,” suid the old man, His)

merey round lace was wreathed in!
snulleg, “I'1l he glad when yon |are
; well enough to come back to the of-

. fice. @irls were all right during the

lwar when we couldn't do any better

tut give me & boy in my place of
ynsiuess, every time. Now that girl®
who took your position, when you had|

'o. come ont here to ‘lhe huspltal!l
- she's a clever little thing, but you
* know; sometimes, [ actually forget

what 1 am dictating because I am #p

husy watching the littie brown curls
_around her face and wishing that I
~ "had a daughter as pretty. Well, here
© ghe comes! 1 didu't tell you, did I,

\that she asked to come along with
£ me? Prutly little thing, fsn't she?"

" Hg beamed In fatberly fashion on
the girl who was walking slowly to-
rd them. “Here's Jim, getting ab
gt.-al a fiddle,’ he called to her. “rhis

g Miss Mary Sue Lenolr, Mr. James
Soconnell, iormerly Sergeant Mc-!
nell with the A. E. F. in France."
Baw an ecager, flushed' face,
atty according to his standard
aquty and a slim, boyish straight

he wore a plaln litte - serge
and a blue straw sallor hat.
as no bright color about her
er-cheeks and lips. Jim liked
d'dash, with a ruffle or two
‘aigirl. He had seen enough
n Paain uniforms abroad.
ope that you will soon be able
paim_a_‘bsck to the office, she sald
oariy. -

m flashed her a quick look, half
palty, haif unbelief. He knew that
W, was paying her the same
“that he himseir had recelveu
not many girle were making
ures, anywhere. “Sure you're
e smiled.
indeed,” she answered. “I
ke to get out of the office by

-‘n the level, Jim,” said Mec-
as hlf' left. *'She's told me the

Youlre making a pretty nice sulary
girl,” suggested Jim, atter Mc-
had gone.

“you like the work?" :
plgbk.her head, turning to look
‘s window. ‘[he magic young
‘gpring hung on the trees like
RCU,
eaned forward a little, look-
er. He had bottled up person-
publes for so long that he felt it
i'relieve the tension to share
“with another human being.
Q‘de geemed sympathetic. I

"down a desk job for a long
:rb\_e never agaln. 1've develop-

- I'd rather have lost a leg,
) cll-lailannlsd back mhhlﬁ
chair, closing his eyes, ba
dlof himself for diectosiug his
1:8he sald nothing and present-
“opgned his eyes. She had taken
y'gailor hat and was leaning her
T %ﬁq“e' looking away

ain Jim felt o subtle|
sympathy between
“Phe doctor thinks that BIx
‘on'a farm will' fix me up but
i w what furmers expegt of
), brawn and muscle! "And
' to:do something--to live. |
Spe got up, smiling a warm, |
endjy lttle smile at him. “There
ifasome pear trees in bloom down
@l path. I'm going to wheel you there
/Il plan something together.”
der the trees, Mary Sue sal
| the grass at his feet. “Isn'til
Here?" she cried. Look!
whitethroat building her nést
g groteh of that tree, with the|
loom ‘all over it, like a flow: |
ne odf a tiny coltage. I love|
try, the birds and the flowers,
 flelds with-daisies and but-
You'll Jova it. tno wWhen you

gmiled. “Not much,” he said. |
d muddy roads, have to carry
smelly lantern. I'm through
o° dark and candles—had
: it in Picardy and Flanders.
too! ‘They’'re always in barns.”
our barn! I've a lovely plan for
'g=-it's just fate,” she lifted her
‘dream-filled gray eyes and Jim
imitted that she was protty. "I live
h my Aunt Fanny and my Uncle
anofr. You'll like him. He's
He wrote to me only today—0Oh,
ply too good to be true—that
n.eec{ a young man on the farm
iummer and they want me to fina
13_._who was good at figures,
¢ould help him carry out some
a to improve the stock, to make
farm pay & maxzimum amoant. You
on're it! And _Aunt Fannle's
sL 1t's too good to talk about.
pu'll get fat, Sergeant—"
#Dh, say Jim,” he pleaded, the
w on his young face lifting for
gt; time.
clapped her hands, and, as if
.like answer, a little flurry of
Wy pear blossoms sifted down on
ir head and shoulders. Mary BSue
mped up and shook the petals from
‘hair. Jim timidly reached out &
b ‘arm and brushed her elim, blue-
wiad shoulders.
‘eoill-o-the-wisp-o-spring!” he whis
ared. “It sounds great, the farm.
Annt Fannie, Uncle Si—and you—but
u'd get tired of your job. I cam't
t you fpol yourself—and me."
Mary Sue moved very close to him,
. and her hand found his hand and held
oty in warm, sympathetic companion-
“.ship, thera on the wheel chalr. “We're
"not dreamers nor faddists in the
sountry,” she told him, “We'rg gimple
Tolk and we feel & personal responsi-
bility In our n?]uhbcrs‘ welfare. The
‘olks in cities live next door to each
sther for years and never speak. We
;ouldn’t do that, In a month's time
it the conntry, you won't be conscious
, M a nerve in your body. O Jim,” she
said softly, “there’s pzace and hap-
iness and God in the still places.
cu'll come? What shall I write Uncle
3l tonight about you?" B
The boy leaned forward, ifeelin
again the old urge of life, renewer
ireams, hopes, the longings common
0 man. The horrors of war that he
. haad thought were indelibly stamped
~ 5n him scemed vague and very far
- away. "Tell Uncle S1", he said cager-
sy, “that I'll  follow wherever you
~ geckon, Will-o-the-wisp-o-spring!"”
Copyright, 1920, by the McClure
Newspaper Syndicate,
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First ‘American Grammarian.

The first American grammarian to
ttuln distloetion, Lindley Murray,
i ded nenrly 8 century Rgo. He was a
| ative of Pennsylvania and & Quaker,
i ind his famoup “Grammar of the Eng-
sl Language! was the first texthook
it {ts kind written by an American to

sed n the schools on this side of

8/ dsy camo when 1 was {00 weary
: =J| to!'get’ un(tﬂ- of bed. Then m?’odupalr
After Divorce Come. Memories of ma;?llr‘:“'.l e G ot o

“Jack Frost and the Fairies.

&

< (To Be goﬂilndod.)

Properties of Zine.

an Epraptured Love. “Next ) . -
Now this is what happened to the little fairles while they were away “I-remember how my father and|the :;n mﬁ’;’g&’ started west with :
from Scrub-Up Land, and the reason why they did not return, and Wwhy mother parted,” sajd Ann. “Whel mother'f' care, lhatll:“re&‘;;red ‘?o ltg gmmc “!':hnuh““hdt. l:ln:ll: then be

Rubadub, the falry-man, had to send Nancy and Nick on his errands in-
taad! Lman 0Ly 4 p dramatic sort of way. ‘Love 18 jever|me. I set my business atfairs in order
The twins were burrying to the Fairy Queen's palace to gét gome yel- | mother. “It is always walting—Jjust|the door of my house behind me, and| prittle

en
love is dead—" my father began in X! home. :
' ¥y Quiet, if not peace, possessed shaped as required. But when either
dead for you, my desr,” - sald mv|groomed myself perfectly, snapped!above or beiow these limits it becomes

and nopilant, and therefere mot

low paint to flx up the flowers and birds for the Land-Where-Spring-was: around the corner!” Then she opened’ smiled because I knew that when the adapted for trestment. It melts at

Coming. To get there it was necessary for them to go dcross part of the the door wide and my father passed| sun rose ‘again, I would be out of the
earth, and although the Green Shoes were whlnlngvlh?m nlong::s (ot as | Out. He forgot to kiss me goodbye!™ |reach of the hart of love. about
Ihat stopped our talk tor & few| “Byt the afternoon was not far|&

=28 degrees Fahrephelt If vel : ere RLY

tion Ia guaried against.

the- tastest airship, still they could see that something wes wrong below.
P g B minutes, Perhaps Mother and CRhrys|enough advanced to sult my purpose.

The Land-Where-Spring-Was-Coming didn't look so happy as it had when ;
T e oot ta (he mAadow Vo ‘play. Mr. Sun-had gone in 'and |Jere thinking just as I was, that W) enterad’ the tea room of a fashion-
lli\lIﬁ:lsu !Iaﬁked very dark, also the alr was cold and they shivered with the n;‘cgeh‘w‘m"“ an extra effort to be :.[ble h:{ﬁll, whgra I had gome many
c of it. : mes my husband. Sliting guiet-
“\What's wrong?' Nancy asked tlie Magical Mushroom. Mrs. Best took up her "e“[&al: Kl 1y at the table we were accastomed to
The Mushroom stuck his head ou’ of Nancy's pocket and sald instant. ‘After he had gone, I wanted o choose dn't hort much, as a last
myself. I forgot about the child. 1| ceremony, now that all my hurts were
r degired one thing only—to get to &) 8o nearly ended.

place where I coula stop thinking. My| “But the wailer was obliged to put
s‘rl;'&! t}vads the only place where I|me in & far corner of the room. A
could find peace, man 4 wom ‘our’ tahl
“Please remember that T bad wor-)I shrank back b?l?w:ee;aa‘;nur and:
“}.ltwll :ﬁe mﬁ.n. 1 llgdhaii:\red tggé hlén. palm lnrgﬂtgliu'sd the nsual things. [
petted him, humore , stood be-| ‘was su to b ak-
tween him and the things which hurt et x

his nerves and spoiled his art. Afier

the 4ivorce, I forgot his neglect and

remembered only his tendernees.
*“Never to feel his arms about me
again! Never lo stop his kisses with}
| my lips! Why, that was impossible!
I wanted him back—I would have him
back though Le offered me bmt the
shell of hiz old love! =
“I wept by day—and bit my pillow !
at night. His first honest love had
been so wonderful! The memory of
it swopt ofer me, ebgulfed me, and/}j- :
drew me down to despair. I went A
through the routine of the days with

: : all my mind fixed on finding a short \ o
road to de?th. hgnmor tortu,rwad :'ll'l.‘e— -
memory of our happy hours logether. 0
Jack Frost was standing over them pinching ther and teasing them 15 the heginning we had loved each I Aﬁ Al 9
dreadfully! / other mor% am{l‘g more with passing of The BCSt PlElCC tO ShOp, er I’ 74

ly. “Well, I declare, if that tricky old Jack Frost hasn't come back (o the daye. Love carried us to strange,
new pianes of experience where few

scare everybody! I dare say he's chased the sun in, and he's t thos
5 08 e v human heing ever arrive, I think.

saw? No wonder the fairies hadn't come back! Whyp there wasn't a fuzzy

bud on a single brmach_{he branches were as bara as eges, they didf’t gv"e“%gga DII'lgvgr‘pfh“Bdlgfm?“é;mn o
’, )

even have the brown shiny polish on yet! And huddled up in a hollow stu my husband blamed me.

mp were the fairies, baskets of buds, tubes of glue, and all! And Jack % £ it . i
Frost was standing over them pinching them and teasing them dreadfully! “When he had passed out of my life . 5 )

= - forever, all the first raptures of ofir r . 4 (o)

(Copyright, 1920, N. E. A.) love harassed mo by day, and drove HERE are many ways of conducting retail stores, The 0.

T TIME.

final evidence of the co
and the fairness of our

: For the children’s luncheon there is noth- 2
ing better than a heaping dish of Ice Cream. |

B _‘_&aﬂwuow

fairies cornered up somewhere so they can’t work, It's just llke one of y
his jokes! Green Shoes, If you don’t mind, will you please set us down in There was no limit to love's beauty, (]
| the willow grove and we'll hunt up thoge lost falries,” f'“?ah "g‘st‘i ‘opened egfurcﬁge—““&g :
ong after Ann was born. n m |
So the Little Shoes set them down gently, and what do you think they |y obond hegan to philander, his quest : aln a emen 0

way is to sell all goods at lowest possible prices

more in order to take care.of heavy expenses.

Our policy of buying for cash—and naturally at the lowe
| the market affords—and of “turning over” our mer
quickly at a moderate operating expense, always will enab
sell at lowest prices consistent with the good quality
Evidence of both fair prices and good quality is to be:
' throughout our present large stocks. It is well known that W
offer seasonable merchandise at the same time it is offered &
New York and other large cities and yet our prices v
instances ten to fifteen per cent lower. - :

Further evidence of our fair-price policy is found in our v
Saturday Night Sales which afford such liberal savings.

rrectness of our method of doing bt

prices.

-

Just pure Milk and Cream, pleasantly | 3
flavored, it is nature’s own food for the - ;
young. You know it's pure when you 1 |

obtain it from the dealer in your neigh- > ; Thls Week S
borhood who sells |

27
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' will prove the greatest
y ing to be more reasons

e Read

bly tell you at this moment.

Saturday Night Sale

event we have ever offered There are:
for you to patronize us then we can
There'll be ONE REASON FOR E
ERY SINGLE ITEM WE CARRY IN OUR IMMENSE STOCK
1 If vou know anything about how big our stock is you can pret

well imagine how many reasons there will be for you come

Imperial Ice Cream Co. , here Saturday Night, from 6 to 9 P. M. i
All Aboutitin .
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| weri ) Doy

 See WhY You| PERNAPS

, I’;Tj - Wol'y sTAY. | Yow PON'T;
LoNGER! | MY DEAR~

DQINGS OF T
KRNI | 1 powty see winYYou
WANT TO 60 HOME

i/ l? [ I

“To MORROW, MOTHER . 1B | It
Wiy PoN'T You STAY | o, I TN

ANOTHER WEEK? ] 1)) Go Gl
o, TOMORROW [

I'd Like TO
STAY ANJTHER
ANYWAY w?'(EK AT

{ ':I

UFFS—(SOMETHING COMING TO TOM FOR THIS)—BY ALLMAN.




