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THE WAR MOTHER 
A Pen-Picture by E. C. Ehrlich. 

She did not join our "Aid Soci
ety" until her daughter married. 
Minnie had been a member, but, so 
said the gossips, she had no desire 
to drag her mother to the meetings. 
Minnie was a sharp-featured girl 
who dressed stylishly and seldom 
did anything more vulgar than to 
chew gum in public. Her three 
brothers had excellent positions and 
were very generous to her, so Min
nie was able to spend the greater 
part of her time shopping or read
ing yellow-backed novels, finding' 
time in rare intervals to criticize her 
mother's obsolete methods in house
keeping. To do Minnie justice, she 
might have helped with the house
work now and then. But Mrs. Mar-
kus, who allowed her daughter to 
regulate her daily life for her, even 
to the choosing of her hats, was un
expectedly firm in the matter. Min
nie should sit in the parlor and play 
the Victrola and manicure her nails 
and be a lady and maybe some fine 
young man might come and marry 
her. 

Unfortunately, the "fine young 
man" was a long time in coming and 
until he came poor little Mrs. Mar-
kus lived in the terror of Minnie's 
frown and hardly dared to call her 
soul her own. The boys were good-
natured, easy-going fellows; but 
Minnie had all the meanness of a 
petty household tyrant and nearly 
drove her mother frantic at times; 
she wished her mother wouldn't 
wear an apron when she went to 
the door—it looked so common; 
why, in heaven's name, couldn't she 
be taught to drop the onions from 

the lettuce salad when there was 
company for' dinner ;• when would 
she . throw away that common-look
ing piece of oilcloth in the front 
hall and buy a respectable rug? 
What wonder that Mrs. Markus 
tried to efface herself as much as 
possible beneath her daughter's 
coldly critical eyes, spending most 
of her time in the kitchen, seldom 
venturing out into society lest she 
commit some social blunder, thus 
bringing Minnie's wrath crashing 
down upon her head. 

Then Minnie married. Few of us 
cared for "the girl and we did not 
know her husband, rather a pleas
ant-appearing chap, who travelled 
for a jewelry firm in the East. But 
we all liked Mrs. Markus, who had 
been as neighborly to all of us in the 
past as Minnie had allowed her to 
be; we couldn't forget how she had-
visited us in sickness and sent over 
deliciously cooked meals in time of 
mourning, even if she hadn't found 
time for afternoon card parties or 
the meetings of the Aid Society. 
And so we took proper notice of 
Minnie's rather florid announcement 
cards, gave her a kitchen and a 
handkerchief "shower" and sent her 
we'dding gifts of engraved. silver 
and Madeira linen. After which w,e 
all drew a long breath of relief, real
izing that at last poor Mrs.. Markus 
had come into her own. 

It was really pitiful to see how 
the little old lady blossomed out as' 
soon as Minnie left her to set up 
her household goods in a Harlem 
flat. The subdued gray bonnets 
that Minnie had selected for her she 

.o the Belgians, replacing them 
fussy little affairs, not espe

cially becoming, but evidently grati
fying to her beauty-starved soul. 
When we dropped in for Sunday 
night tea we discovered that the 
lettuce salad fairly reeked of her 
favorite onions. She not only re
placed the oilcloth square which 
Minnie had banished to the base
ment, but added a long strip down 
the hall; rather plebeian but certain
ly a protection for the carpet on 

- rainy days. In short, as Gus, the 
' youngest son, put it, "Ma was hav
ing her fling and making up for lost 
time." 

Slie came to the Aid meetings 
every month, and although she 
never took the floor and didn't even 
vote on most motions, I think she 
enjoyed just being with other wom-
eri and knowing she could talk and 
act as she pleased without having 
Minnie's reproaches after they 
reached home. And, after every 
member began to bring* a knitting 
bag, she seemed to come into promi
nence at last. She had been taught 
to knit when a girl and it would 
have done your heart good to see 
some of our cleverest young women 
rushing to her right in the middle 
of a meeting to have her help them 
over a tight place in their rather 
amateurish looking socks and sweat
ers. After America entered the 
war, I never saw her without her 
knitting in her hands. She must 
have dressed the doughboys from 

p<$ur Country, anyhow, that winter. 

Before the draft came, Gus en
listed and was sent off to camp. He 
'was her baby, but if her heart bled 
she gave no sign. I don't pretend 
that Mrs. Markus was more heroic 
than other mothers. Perhaps, dur
ing her long years of repression, 
she had learned not to talk much 


