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AFTER TWO YEARS

By Adrienne Thum

Crippled But Hopeful, the War Hero Goes Back to the
Girls Who Were So Kind to Him; Would They
Remember Him and Still Be Kind?

Jim Banders does not sound |ike
the name of n hero, byt in the world
war there were heroes who had
oven loas herole names.  Jim had
gone gladly to the front. He wanted
excitement, and he had & plenty. He
had wtood (n the cold river all night
long, up to hils wrm pits, helping the
boats to land,

It In well he hind soen some Aght-
Ing and excitement before this hap
pened. for afterwards he had only
paln and angulsh In his legs that
would not let him nit or He or stand
in uny comfort. Then he was sent
home, and put in the hospltal st
Loulsville, Camp Zachary Taylor
It wom really the nearcst thing to
home that Jim had ever known. He
wis born and brought up In the
mountalns of Kentucky, He was an
orphan before he wan six, and had
lved, until he was old enough to
work, on the charlty of people al
most ny poor ua himeelf. Aftor he
left Loulsville he had gone from
hospital to hospltal, but to no avall;
the nerves in bis loge @Fadunlly died

Jim had never been good looking
pandy hatr, wispy and  unkempt
Wl Blue eves, n wide mouth, hol
low cheeln, that might have beon
round before paln had done ts work
Thore was one thing Jim had learn
od while at Camp Taylor that hnd
slorified even paln, It wus that he
hind o permonnlity. He coulidn't for
got the throb and theill and oy he
felt, In apite of all his sulfering, In
knowing that to some people he wins
not an almolute nonentity. The doc-
tors had found they could not help
him, and hoad glven hlim bruces for
norven.  The steel brnces wers very
awkward that supported his limp
and porvoless legs, but the drendful
pain wan gone and that wus some
thing.

When fortune smilod on Jim in
the shape of a pension, his great

ent dosire won to go back to where’

he had flest folt the thrill of in-
portance, He knew that Camp Tay-
ter was broken up, but there wore
the people in the city, That night
an he lay In hin berth in the sleeper
ha could hnrdly sloep for thinking
of the folks for the last nix months
of the war, First thore wos Mins
Grace Rows, who had come to leach
him how to make baskets and Lend
things to pass away the tedious
hours when he was on his back.
Bhe had taught him how to write
n lHitle, ton. He eould only write
his pame and form the letlera of
tha alphabet, Sha siw how much
he wanted to learn to read and
write than to make fancy thingw,
#o whe gave him a lewson ench time
whe came out,

HWhat shall T sot for a copy for
you?" whe had nsked. And he had
annwoered with a boldness bhorn of
a petted Invalld: *Bet me the copy
T love yvou''  Bhe hnd lnughed,
bt she i it,  He chuckled nloud
tn his berth when he thought of
how  Miss Crace looked nt hliag
Then when he had got hetter for
tho tlme helng nnd could wnlk
around on his crutohes and coms Lo
Loulsville on the car, Mim Crice
had invited him to dipner on Bun
dny. Mpra. Gross had beep no polite
nand nlwayve nasked him how  his
rheumativm won. When he told her
nt one time he thought he waos
golng west, ghe dldn't underatand
him and anked-—-"to what clty?”

Misw Grace had laughed and ex
plained, “Why, mother, he mennt
to Heaven; don't you know the
bove eall It going west?

They were nwfully fine people
and had ceverything sgreand,  but
sometimes he was not Just as casy
about how to eat and what to say
as he wian with Mother Wilson. He
thought of how he got to know
Mpther Wilwon, He was on the
street car, He had lafd his crutehes
beside him, but they obtruded Into
the nisle so that & pretty girl who
Kot In stumbled over one,

“I nm sorry."” he sald,

"0, it doesn’t make any differ-
ence,” she answered, and sat down
beslde him, “Mother and | always

o nn Interest In soldiers, nnd o8
ﬁlnlh If they are wounded."

Then they talked for a while and
Mary sald her brother had been
killed on No Man's land during
the first of the war. ler mother
hnd been all hroken up, but she was
cheered by doing for the soldiers,
and there was nothing that made
hor ao hapny as to fead thom.  Hhe
Aalivdd Hilin o comea Waelpneslay
night o supper. and every W
day nlght afier that he wenil, and
he five that he took his
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Well, he wouldn't think of sad
things tonight, becauss Lomorrow
he would sea all these other dear
friends. Mother Wilson embrold
ored for a dressmaker and Mary
wns a clerk In a big department
store, They were poor, but they
cortalunly 4id have a cozy lttle fat.
He laughed aloud as he thought of
those happy evenings when they
Invited Jano Bprioger and Pet Cob
over to wupper, and they tousted
marshmallows and popped corn on
the kitchen wtove later. Mother
Wilson sald it did seemn am If they
could never get enough to est, and
the more they ate the happier she
was, ©, yes, he had almost for
gotten Nunple Murphy; she sewed
for the wame dressmaker that
Mother Wilson embroldered for, Of
oourse, Nannle wos an old mald—
whe was 156, but she was good heart
ed, BHhe made doughnuts for them
ull,  He recollogied how she made
m man out of the dough with one
log whorter than the other, and gave
it to him. Mother Wilkon hnad cried,
“For shinme, Nannle, to remind Jin
that he In lame."

He had not minded a bit, indeed
he thought it was funny, but the
toars had come into Nannio's eyes,
and she looked nwlivmed, so he had
patied her hand and pald: “Don't
you mind, Nan: you are Just gettin'
back at me for teasing you about
belng an old mald*

His buddy, John Sparks, had o
wuy with girle, looking at them
from under hiw long oycelashes, and
Jdddlng them about everythlng they
dAid, making them laugh and blush
in u way they never did with him;
but he knew they lked him, too,
It they wunted a lamp, Lracelet,
clock, lock, or anything mended,
they slwoys got him to do it. He
wis skillful with his hands and was
so glad to do anything to please
them. Ilow he Tooked forward to
those Wednesday evenings, He re
membered how Pet Cob had wald
to hilm, “You ought to gel married
you are wo hundy about the house,'

The remark had thrilled him, so
he could hardly answer. “Do you
think anybody would marry a lame
duck lHke me?"”

“Hure,” June Bpringer had chipped
in, “didn’t you get It In dolng your
duty; what are we all talking pa-
trlotism for If we wouldn't marry
a soldier becauss he had gotten hurt
in the war?"

*I ean do things with my handa
and make a lving."

And then Mother Wilson had re-
marked, “and If your rhoumatism
don't got well, they will glive you
a penslon, and It ought not to be
any ' the sum when both your legs
nre hurt,*

But Jim was astute enough to pee
that It was nll fun when the girls
spoke of marrying him, but when
John Sparks was the one In ques
tion, thers wian an underocurrent of
seriousness no matter how tho glris
lnughed and joked When John had
gone away he could soe how Pel
Cobh had missed him. 8Bhe would
nak, with a flush, If he had heard
anything from him. He would have
been mighty glad If any of the glels
had thought that much of him,

How he had yearned for n wife
and children and home, no one
knew. OF course, he wiasn't going
to give himself awny, and he hnd
hoped so he would get well, and
then he could ask—well, most any
of those glels if she would love him
—would mike him glad. Of conrse,
he knew now thnt he would always
ba n cripple, but he had his pen
slon, and with his clock mending
businens he could take eare of a
wife. Everybody had seemed to like
him so much, surely he had enough
In him for one woman to love, 1ie
thought of the three girle, Mary
Wilson, Jane Springer, and Pet Cob,
all mo young and jolly and industri.
ous, Of course, Nannle Murphy
was an old mald and out of the
nquestion as far as marrying was
econcornsd, hut ahe was good to
him and he would be glad to see
her. If he had time, he would call
an her, The others would want to
mee on much of himn aa they could
he was sure of that, ¥le had started
hin eloek menling buninoss (n Chi
cago wnd he wolikd have ta get back
e Inughed toa him
iy tf 1
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He chucklod as he recalled Pet Cob
nnking:

“Now what was the first thing
you haat”

“I think they sald ‘croquet: (it
wan soft and mushy and brown,'

"What kind of a croquette wan
(t—Ilobater, chicken, veal, munh:
room, or what*"'

Ha sahook his head,

"Gireony,” cried out Mary Wilson,
“what did it taste Hke?"

“Well, It was woft; maybe It was
vhicken.”

"Then what?”
son

“Then some kind of fAuffy mtuff
~—egg or whipped cream, lnd'it had
little Black things in Il, either poaas
or nuta*

“Whint did they tnxte lke?" asked
Nannle Murphy, “I don't think peas
and nuls taste alike."

“1 eoulda't tell; it all went down
wo sliok.* .

“Ian’t he the limit. 1I'd ma lef
ket up a dinper for a dead man,"”
cvried Pet Cob.

“I bot he knows pork and beans
and pumpkin pie,” put in Mother
Wilwon,

“What did you have noxt?" per
wluted Maory.

Jim had brightened at this and
answeral, “Salnd "

“What kind of a salad?”

“(), for the lund's sake, Mary, can't
yon let Jim nlone”

“No, T want to know. Jim ought
to leirn bow Lo Lol something ™

Thus ecornered Jim sald woeakly,
“All kindy of things: vegetables and
fruite."

“IMd It
French
Bopringer

"1 don't know and I don't enrs,”
Jim eried, beaten Into a corner

“Phat da right, Jim; It ain’t fair
for them to get after you so hard
But just tell us Aid you have any
deswert?’ put In Nannle Murphy.

“Yos, wo had o dessert, At flrst
I thought it was an lce, Lut it didn’t
taste like one, It was frozen on
the outalde, but {nmide it wos soft
and mushy and had p dark sweet
gravy around i, 1 think It was
chocolate,”

“Well, 1T wouldn't hire you for my
cook,” sald Pet,

“Well, he can pop the best corn
In the erowd,” defended Nannie,

Jim thonght with a smile of good
old Nannle, how she always took
up for him. Yea, he certalnly must
find time to go see Nannle, even if
the other girls did try to keep him
as long as they could. Perhaps
Mother Wilson would Invite them
wll over to gupper as shie had on the
Wednesday nights when he was at
the camp hospital,

There wis Sam Ta COros, clerk
in the drug store where hs bought
clgnrets. Ho was an awful clever
fellow; he would go to see him,.  |ie
had taken him to Mother Wilson's
one Wednesday, and they had all
liked him ever so much; but he nev.
or went with him any more, al-
though he thought that he lked
Mary Wilson pretty well, He would
junt stop off on his way to Mother
Wilsem's nand say “"Howdy' to Bam

Jim went to sloep at last, The first
thing he knew they wore about in
Lonlaville, Tt woull have hean a
hustle nnd a scramble to make his
tollet exeept he had not undressed,
for the bLraces on his legs wore (oo
hard to adjust for him to take them
off In a sleeper. e gave his hair
n lek and a promise, put his foew
peattered possessions in his  suit
case, and was limping down to the
platform

“Hello, 8am, do you know wme?"

“wWell, for the love of Mike, If it
ain't Jim Sanders. What are thoss
things doing on your legu? T thought
hy this ilme you'd be running
around like a twoyvenr old.”

Jim's face clouded. He had for-
gotten for the moment all about the
pesky things

“1I'm as well as 1 will ever be, Sam.
The nerves are dead and I have to
wenr these braces to keep my legs
from doubling up; but what s all
the news with the folka? Seen
Mother Wilson and her crowd late-
T";’“

“Well, the Intest news with me Is
1 have got a youngster just four
wooks old.*

“No! and 1 didn't even know you'd
mareled. Who s the girl?"

“Mary Wilson, of courss.  Didn't
you know 1 was sweel on Mary?"

Jm's heart gave & thump of dis
appointment. Not that he cired so
mych more for Mary than the other
girls, oply she made one less who
might have liked him. Tut he only
it "1 thought you liked Mary
bt you never would go with
Lut onoe o Welnesday night.”
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#lreot oar, just & woe bit sad that
things could change 8o In two years,

Mother Wilson greeted him at her
door in & way that warmoed his
heart,

“It in Just like old times to have
you bick. Come right inte the
kitchen, There s no fire In the
witting room.”

Mary had gone to her mother in.
law's with her baby, thers to spend
the evening.

“I am o Lusy gotting this em.
broidery done for a bride, It hns
to be done Ly tonight, and it (=
not half fnlshed. 1 was Just golng
downtown in & hurry to match this
ik, no I will have to excuse my-
wolf now, but If you can come and
tuke supper with us this evening, 1
know Mary and Bam will be de
lighted and then you can see the
bahy."

Jim nccepted gladly, Then he
saw 8 troubled look coms Into
Mother Wilson's eyes, as she ndded:
“1 forgot.  Bam told Mary that he
would take her to a vaudeville to.
night, and ns it will be the first
time they have been out togother
#lnos the baby came, 1 know they
would be dlsappointed not to go.'”

“Thut Is all right,” said Jim,
"Why couldn’t you nsk Pet Cob nnd
Jane Springer over? I'd like to
woe the girle,*

“My! Didn't you know that Jane
Bpringer has married and gone to
Ht, Louls to lve, nnd Pet Cob woas
offered o botter place In a big store
In Chicago und has been there more
than a year?"

Jim's henrt sank. “And Pet Cob
has hoen in Chleago all that time
and never let me know,"

“Maybe she did not know your
mwiddrons,

"1 ment it to you on n Christmas
vard, Didn't you tell the glris?"

Mother Wilson eleared her throat
and seemed embarrassed, “"Well, to
tell you the truth, T did tell her, und
naked f sho wasn't golng to let you
know she was there."

"And didn't she want Lo see me
I'd & done anything 1 could to keep
her from being lonesome."”

“Don't you worry about her belng
lonwome. Pet's got a beau In* Chi
cage T think he I8 A Jenlous wort
of chap, and maybe et thought it
Imiter not to have you hanging
round.  You must not feel 1"t didn’t
like yon, because I know she did
bt naturnlly she wanled to keep
ler heau In . good humor.”

"How Is Nannle Murphy.”

“0, Nunnle I the same good soul
that whe alwnys was'' Then Mother
Wilson lunghed, *She ain't got no
besu; It aln't goodness Lhat eatehoes
o beau, If It wos, Nannle would "o’
beoen married long ago, But I'l
have to go now, and you be sure
to como tonlght and huve supper
with me, and I know you will be
glnd to sce the bahby."

All the gladness had gone out of
the world for Jim; somehow IL seem-
ed an If things had gone on just as
well and even hetter without him
un with him., Of course, Mother
Wilson llked him, but somehow her
mind wasn't on him as 1t had been
during the war. Why, she had not
even asked him about hin rheumas
tism, she soermed so Intent om the
cmbroldery for that bride,

It wns o painful progross with his
erutch and enne and braces to the
home of the Rosses. It was n new
mald that opened the door; she did
not ask him Into the cozxy lbrary
with a welcoming amile as the oth
er madd had done,  Instead, she
nuked him to have a chalr in the
ball, and gave him a rather suspi
clous look. Could It be that on ac
count of hia lameness ghe took him
for & beggar? He had on  nloe
clothea; he hnad taken great pains
to get the nicest ha could in honor
of his return to visit his dearest
friends, They looked wrinkled from
his nlght on the traln and from
bending over Nhis erutch. Then he
heard the mald asking, “What name
shall 1 say?"

“Iim Sanders. . They know me
very well Indeed—they will be glnd
to #ee me,” he added, An he marked
her disdalnful expression,

A fow moments later hie heard the
Rosses talking on the upper land
ing. They evidently thought he had
been Invited Into the library out of
hearing.

“Mother, it ia Jim SBanders dow:
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tion, so he slipped un nolselessly as
he vould Into the libeary, whire he
felt sure they expected to tind him,

The two Indies came In and groets
ed him with great cordisllty—nop
would Jim have felt any lack of the
old thie  friendsliip If e had not
wovarheard the conversation on the
wtalrn. Mra. Ross wan exopgeratodly
sworry about his legs being paral
yeed, listensd with ahsorbed inters
bat to mome of the delalls of the
treatment that he had undergone;
then when he paused she excused
horaoll, maylng she had a most Im.
portant engugement.  Urace was
not ne effusive am her mothor, but
Jim felt there was more sympathy
for him behind her wilence, There
wis a rather awkward pause aflor
Mra. Roms left, then Cirnce remarks
od: "It Is n great thing to have
the war over. We can ull got back
to our normal life."

YRut, Miss Cirace, T had the time
of my e white T waun In the howpls
tal here. T nover can ba grateful
onough for all you did for me. 1
know It was Just because the war
wan golng on ond you all wanied
to be good to us wick soldlers, but
then T thought §t wauw all me"

Crace Nushed. “T don't know what
you mean,'

“Woll, T ean't may things very
well, T know, hut T thought 1t was
me that the folke were wo goond Lo
and not Just o wlok solidler,"”

“Well, It wan you, of course. Wa
would never have met you If you
had not been o woldier in the hospls
tnl."

"Every one In w0 busy It seomnms
nn If they don't have the tme thoy
uned to have (wo yYears ngo. Mother
Wilson 1s such a busy woman, It
soomny nn Il she don't have the fun
in her she had then.”

"), whe I8 the one who took you
to the Methodist church, and you
liked galng so much whe wanted yon
to join and told her you couldn't
Docaune you were wialtlng to Joln
the church your wife belonged Lo,
lnughed Craoe

“"That's the one, but
'd take most anyihing for my
vhance of getting married.”

“You nre only 21 I wouldn'l
ghve Up yer"

YIL aln't my mie, It is (his"
hie touched the broce oan his
After o fow  mmoments'
Him oedkeod Groce If phe lnow nuy
thing of the two boys who had
had cols beside blm urt the hospi

tul

YOy yen,” mhe answered, relieved
te chunge the subject, *The little
Virginlon went home soon after you
left Loulsville, und he sont me nn
invitution to hls weddlinge  And the
other one, Litton, 1 think his pamoe
wne, I mot on the strect the olher
day, and he nwked aftor yol I
would not have known him, he
looked wo well and

I think now

nnid
log
milenens

robust, f he
had not stopped me. T was glol
to see him, too,* and thon ot added
*T whall niwnys take wn [nfocost (o
the boye that were out at caip

After a little more taik, Jin re
miembered about Orace having un
engngoment to luncheon,
wirdly rons to go

YOh, don't go vot,"" wiald
cnuily, 1 have an
luncheon, but,” lnoking at hor welst
witteh, "I don't have to go for half
an hour yet.”

Jim  muttered  somoelhing
some other folks expoecting him,

“Wan't you come to dinmer tomors
row night?" bogged Grace carnestly

“No, 'm golng  back
nigght."

“Thin v oo short Walt
ean’t you come to dinner tonlght,
1 know mother would be delighted
She did not know yvour stay would
be s hurried. Why don't you let
your friends get more than this lit-
te glimpse of you?"'

“I told Mother Wilson
there lo supper tonlght."”

“That Is too bad for us not (n be
able to aee any more of yon than
this'"

Jim fancled he saw rellef In
Crace's eyon If not in her tone. 1le
falt Instinetively that hind [t heey In
her power she would have glully
gone back to the old feellng of o
terest she had had for him. only
the Interest was not there und, try
an she would, she could not gol it
RT3
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