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"But there was a good deal hap 
.penlng," added Marty. "The whole 
crowd rushed at us—doctors and 
everything. We're Just sort of tak 
Ing stock now." 

“The doctors—" Arnold wanted to 
ask what the doctors had said. 
V "If you'll excuse the bride," said 
Jo Ellen, "she'll get busy on the 
•upper." 

She could hear, from the kitchen, 
the two voices, chiefly Marty's. Ar- 
nold's was low and very earnest. 
‘When she came nearer, to arrange 

■ the table, Arnold seemed to have 
■ emerged from the stupefied stage; and 
Wtten they were seated before Jo El- 
len’s summery supper that was al- 

t most a dinner, he was so far reas- 
sured as to be talking comfortably. 

1 Jo Ellen always expected them to 
tfclk about war times, perhaps even 
to hear them going back to the hour 
when Arnold carried Marty. But 
there was nothing of this. 

She suspected them of thinking that 
the subject would be disagreeable to 

her. 
\ "Very likely,” she said to Arnold, 
"you thought he was done for—when 
that slice of shell got him.” 

"Done—? Yes."—Arnold nodded 
over his plate—"Yes, 1 thought—” 

')'■ "Don't let's rake that up,” mut- 
tered Marty, with a peremptory 
sound. "It sort of—” 

"I'm sorry," said Jo Ellen. 
Marty reached across to pat her 

hand. “That's all right, girlie. Don't 
you mind your fussy husband. It's 

only that I feel—” 
"I guess I'd feel the same way,” 

added Jo Ellen. 
i "You'd be a better sport," said 
Marty. "A lot better." 

"I’d growl more than you do,” de- 
clared Jo Ellen. 

"No, you wouldn’t. Of course, 

you'd flare up some time or other 
and have it over. Anybody would. 
Get a good mad and finish it ofr. Say, 
Damn war, nnd he through." 

■ "I do say, Damn war!” cried Jo 
Ellen. 

Arnold, with his fork poised, looked 
■cared. 

"Well,” said Marty, giving it a dis- 
missing inflection, "we'll all say. 

Damn war. That makes It unani- 
mous. Here we are. Beginning 
again. Two legs hnrged up to profit 
and loss. (Arnold winced.) A fresh 
start, jo Ellen leading." 

"Doesn't anybody like this salad?" 
asked Jo Ellen. "Mr. Pearson, you—" 

"Lord! Don't call him Mister.” 
"Pearson," said Jo Ellen, "you're 

Pot—” 
"Arnold—that's his name here. 
"I'll think about it, if he acts prop 

erly about the salad. Perhaps the 
next time you come, Arnold Pearson, 
I'll—” 

"That’s as good as an Invitation, 
exclaimed Marty. "You see, Arnold, 

you're making a hit." 
It was quite evident that Arnold 

relished the levity. When the strain 
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New York 
--Day by Day-- 
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By 0. O. Mi-INTYBE. 
New York, Aug. 2.—The modern 

Manhattan mother smokes cigarette*, 
uses daytime and nighttime rouge, 

carries a cane and quaffs a cocktail 
with her flapper daughter and her 

young cake eating friend. She meets 

the onrushing years with a frivolous 

abandon. 
f Her protagonists will tell you she 

is merely meeting conditions as they 

4re. That she is a closer chum of 

her children than the old-fashioned 
mothers. They tell you also that 

when she drirka with her offspring 
she is merely trying to avoid the pit- 
falls of secret drinking. 

When she Joins the Bacchanalian 
re\el of the midnight supper clubs 

she does it to give an air of dig- 

nity they might otherwise not 

achieve. New York accepts the mod- 
ern mother with a rousing cheer. 

Perhaps my complex is antiquar- 
ian, hut I have never been abie to 

keep in stride with the spirit of the 

modern mothers. Serving spiked 
punch Instead of lemonade and cook- 

ies does not inspire my huzza. To ho 

matronized is one of womanhood's 
greatest assets. 

Mother and daughter go to tea to- 

ge'Her and the stranger cannot tell 

ope from the other on account of 

ui metirs and dress. The other night 
in in adjoining ;> lephone booth ^if a 

hot-1 I heard a young girl ask for her 
mother 

Tills was her conversation ver- 

batim: "Hello, old thing. JJon’l sit 

up for me. I'm having a perfe sly 

priceless time. We are going on 

from here to the Club I.ido. Wc are 

ell getting ginny and may slop for 

breakfast at Reubens. Cherrioi;' And 

she hung up. 
Here was a daughter of not more 

than 20—fair haired, beautiful and 
alive with the vibrancy of youth. I 

had a vision of the sweet faced 
mothers in my home town—noble 
women who toiled and sacrificed to 

raise their children and give them a 

place In the world. How much hap- 
pier they are! 

And speaking of niv home town, 
I am wondering if mothers there are 

still using coffee grinders, pounding 
the round steak with a hammer, us- 

ing turkey wing stove dusters, scrub- 
bing the kitchen table snow white, 

,keeping the parlor dark except for 

company, cracking walnuts on a 

worn old stone In the backyard and 
having the minister once a month 
for dinner. 

WhPn I see young boys of New 
York hitting it up for a roadhouse 
In a stunty roadster for a dinner 
where the cover charge alone Is J2 
I cannot help but think of my 18th 

birthday party. The guests came at 

J o'clock and by a special concession 
wore permitted to remain until Id 
As the piece do resistance t tie re was 

n magic lantern show presenting 
views of Yosemite valley. Kverythlng 
has changed since those days even 

the pronunciation of Yosemite. 

! took the Indy who Is now my 
wife homo from this party. I had been 

b. ishlng up on etiquette- a 10 cent 

course purchased from Dept. It.. 
loiiet. III.—and offered Iter my arm 

Timidly she permitted her finger Ups 
lightly to rest upon It. Hut as we 

passed the street light* she discreetly 
withdrew them. People were out on 

tiMelr front porches and she did not 

« nt to appear brazen. 

Today the girls of the same ng. 

spoon openly In motor cars and-on 

dance floors. ... At this point 
Luther Heed, looking ovei m> 
shoulder remarks: 

•What R magnificent old fossil 

yiHi-vn turned out to be!’’ 

under which he began his visit had 
somewhat relaxed, he let himself talk, 
and a relieved look took the place 
of the apprehensive expression that 
had been so marked at first. Seem- 
ingly he could be cautious, hut he 
was not one of those cautious special- 
fats who can be wary without a 
strain. It might be vague with him 
as to how Marty was to play the 
game of being the wheelchair hus- 
band. His quick admiration for Jo 
Ellen, with her unreadable readiness, 
and the nervous radiance that was 
thrown into sharper relief by the 
shadow on Marty, might keep him in 
an awed subjection. But the imme- 
diate naturalness of things, the way 
of going straight ahead, even if you 
saw it was a game, took' off a weight. 
Arnold could join In. Ho could do 
that and he glad that he wasn't called 
upon to play a harder part—and 
might leave unsaid all the stuff he 
had been foolishly rehearsing on his 
way to the house. If the point was 
that a honeymoon was a hone'ynioon 
and that thunderbolts couldn't spoil 
it, the simplest sort of foreground 
duty was to help cheerfully In prop- 
ping up the Illusion. 

Arnold thought the apartment was 
extraordinarily snappy. He praised 
the furniture. He wore a grin while 
hd paid an extravagant tribute to the 
table silver. 

"O you shut up!" shouted Marty. 
"You can’t taffy the thing you gave 
yourself." 

“But I didn’t know how good It 
was going to look," protested Arnold. 
"I really didn’t." 

Before lighting his clgaret Arnold 
held out the case to Jo Ellen. 

“No," said Marty, “she isn’t one 
of those smoking girls." 

Just like a real husband, Arnold 
thought. 

The men sat smoking together 
while Jo Ellen cleared the table. 

When Arnold had gone, Marty said, 
"He thinks you're wonderful " 

“Nice of him,” said Jo Ellen, 
“And you are wonderful aren't 

you?" pursued Marty. 
“Well, if two such critics—" 
"And you do like him, don’t you?" 
"Very much." 
Marty was entirely satisfied with 

the evening. 
XI. 

Marty's mother began to be In- 
sistent on the subject of the future. 

Everybody had a theory about the 
future. Marty’s mother wanted the 
question cleared up. 

Jo Ellen used to think that when 
Mrs. Simms said future her eyes were 

debating the position iri which Jo 
Ellen must he nailed to it. What- 
ever the decision might be, there 
was an implication that the calami- 
tous wife would encumber the pic- 
ture. 

Marty was obstinate about leaving 
the future where it was. He tried in 
various ways to suggest to his mother 
that they should wait. He did not 
say too pointedly, ’’Heave u<i alone 
for a while,” but Jo Ellen could hear 
this in things he said. When other 
tuggestlons seemed to fail, he brought 
!orward the argument that he might 
pull out of the scrape. It was all 
very well to assume that the doctors 
were guarded because they didn’t 
want to be discouraging. Wasn’t the 
:eal truth that they weren't sure? 

For this Mrs. Simms had an an 

iwer. There was the matter of 
money. They couldn't go on witn 
nit money, and keeping up sepai 
ite place was extravagance. She did 
aot say “burden,” but it was clear 
that she meant burden. If Marty 
were at his own home the load of 
the rent would be dropped at once. 
Wouldn’t that be more sensible'' 

"But, mother.” Interposed Marty, 
‘we have a plan—Jo Ellen’s vaca- 

tion ends pretty soon—wo were both 
joing to keep on working, and until 
I've given myself a fair chance—“ 

"flood heavens!" cried Mrs. Sirnnts, 
'you're not thinking, are you, that 
lo Ellen's salary could run you? In 
'ants—you’re a pair of infants.” 

"Maybe the salary wouldn't be 
rnough—w'e might have to get a little 
telp—“ 
“A little help? I should say you 

would." Mrs. Simms turned to Jo 
Ellen. “How much are you getting?" 

‘T-'orty,’’ 
"And you’re actually planning—" 
“I'd like to try it," said Jo Ellen 

To see how near we could come to 
jetting by." 

“How much Is your rent?" 
“Sixty live." 
“Well, with everything costing 

that it's costing now, you'd be about 
hat much hchitld every month, 
that's the plain truth.’’ 
“I think we could do hotter,’1 urged 

Jo Ellen. 
“You don't know how he eats," de 

Eared Mrs. Simms. 
"Ye* she docs," Marty retorted 

Hasn't she—" 
•‘And how would it look." Mrs 

Simms pursued unflinehlngiv, "to 
have you sitting here in a llat kept 
by your wife? Who'd attend to 
things?’’ 

"We've talked It all over—” Jo 
Ellen began. 

“That's it. You’ve talked it. But. 

you children must understand—some- 
body's pot to tell you—that you can't 
do these things on talk.” 

"We re going to try it,” said Marty. 
His saying this from the chair had 

an effect of its own. His mother's 
look blended annoyance and caution, 
held by ft thin, hard wedge of a (Tee 

Mon. Perhaps he had from his father 
a way of saving the peremptory to 
the last. After all. he was in the 
position of an Invalid. You couldn't 
tight him In quite the usual way. 
He would find out. The pair of them 
would find out. 

There was an evening when Marty’s 

rather sat with him, smoking and 
talking quietly. The talk ot Simms 
senior showed the influence of his 
wife's attitude, but he pressed noth- 
ing. He listened to the pair. He sus- 
pected them of whistling to keep up 
their courage, and he knew that he 
would have been sorry to find them 

In any other mood. He could see that 
Marty was affected by a sense of 
peculiar adventure. It was all huge- 
ly novel. He sail to himself that 
while the novelty lasted it was fool- 
ish to attempt a mapping of the 
future. Any onlooker might think 
it was a pathetic sort of novelty, and 

that it couldn't last very lone. A 
man imprisoned at home, i< nd his 
woman Rolne out to work-—it miirht 
be all riftht na a desperate necessity, 
if there was no other way, but it 
was crazy enoufth as something a 

couple of kids were Insisting upon 
11vine Hetter to let them have their 

(ling, ouch 8* it might be. When Hi*> 

were nick of It. they would have lh. 

lurk to know where to turn. When 

he hud been up agalnet It at their 

ice. thire wa* nothing to turn to. 

Me had to plug on. It had been plain 
hell for a time. 

(Tn He < nntlrnieri Mwaday.)_ 
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