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GIRL WIVES, THEIR ALLOWANCE HELD UP,
STRANDED IN A STRANGE LAND ,

By Mary Boyle O'Reilly
London, Eng., Oct. 18. The Ca-

nadian in England is a long, long
way from "home."

Thousands of Canadian soldiers'
wives have followed their husbands
to the Old Country, some boats
bringing near 1,000 of them. Scores
of these wanderers find themselves
stranded; then tiny tragedies follow.

The dominion government gives a
grant of $20 a month and soldier
must assign his wife half his pay
($15 a month). But when the Otta-
wa paymaster has notice of a wife's
departure for England it takes time
to transfer the allowance. Hence a
poor woman may find herself alone
and penniless in a strange land.

Mary Smith, a girl wife, left Que-
bec to be near her husband' in Eng-
land. She reached London and
promptly sought his address at 'Ca-
nadian headquarters. There officials
soon discovered the soldier-husba-

had left for Prance two hours before
his wife's arrival. That was the first
week of the "big push." Today the
soldier is "missing."

Anna Jones of Montreal mortgaged
the furniture of her little flat to
reach London and her wounded hus-
band. Weary and weak with over-
strain she found him in a Canadian
hospital, so feeble from his heavy
hurt that he is about to be invalided
out of the service. He, as a soldier
honorably discharged, will be sent
back to Canada, the government pay-
ing his fare. But even the open-hand- ed

dominion is not responsible
for the passage money of his wan-
dering wife.

Julia Deeming, mother of two sol-
dier sons, gave up her work in Otta-
wa, wishing to be near her boys." She
took it for granted that a govern-
ment allowance could be secured
without difficulty. Both boys are in
England, training for the artillery.
But thjr mother finds she is not en- -

titled to any official assistance since
she was not dependent upon her sons
before the war.

And when the tiny tragedy has
run. its course there arise still other
difficulties in getting home. Nor is
lack of money the worst

During a dreary hour Magistrate
Hedderwick, at North London, had
been dealing out police court justice
when a trig little woman stepped to
the witness stand. From hat quills to
boot vamps she was chic, sensible,
tailor-mad- e and utterly

"A passport case," droned the clerk
of the court. "This lady asks permis-
sion to return to Canada."

"I sailed for England immediately
I heard my husband was wounded,"
testified the applicant. "The report
proved false. My husband is fighting
in Flanders. Being a stranger here
I wish to go home at once."

The magistrate frowned impor-
tantly. "Madam, I decline to sign
documents for a stranger.' You must
get your friends to declare your iden-
tity."

"I have no friends on this side,
sir."

"Then ask your physician to vouch
for you."

"I knownone in this country, not
having been ill."

"Perhaps you may induce a clergy-
man to interest himself."

"Unfortuniate I did not attend
here."

"Indeed. Well, I take a very seri-
ous view of my duty in these cases.
I do not know you come from Ca-
nada, therefore I cannot sign your
application to return."

The little woman visibly braced
herself to meet the dilemma. "Then
I guess I must find a way home," she
exclaimed, tone and phrase patently
"colonial." "If need be, I shall slide
into a stokehole and lie low until the
ship reaches ."
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