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ILDRED was the one thing of 
value that her parents could 
claim after twenty years of 

married life. Mildred’s father didn’t 
smoke, drink, or chew, and his recreation 
was to pass the plate on Sundays while the 
choir lifted their voices in a hymn of 
praise. 

Mildred’s mother was a hard-working 
housewife, with wrinkles in her forehead 
caused by the effort to acquire a home on a 
six per cent you-to-pay-taxes plan. 
Mildred was a quiet, mouselike little 
person with a clear, white skin and big 
blue eyes. She worked for a dressmaker, 
sewing lace on gowns, and out of the 
money she got her mother bought 
Mildred’s clothes. 

Two young men were fond of Mildred. 
Tom Summers liked her because she was 
pretty and gentle and affectionate; and also 
because she seemed to enjoy everything he 
did to please her. 

Sam Gray wanted to marry her 
because her mother had taught her to cook, 
to sew, and to be careful of her money. 
Besides, she was a good child, and always 
did as she was told. 

Said Mildred’s mother to her: “I like 
Tom Summers, but he is only a clerk in a 
store, and he does not take life seriously. 
Sam is sober-minded he has a trade, and 
he saves his money. Marry him, my dear, 
and you will have a good home.” 

So Mildred married Sam, and they 
took a ride in a jitney, and pretended they 
were having an automobile honeymoon 
with their own chauffeur. 

Then Sam rented a three-room flat 
near the place where he worked, so he 
wouldn’t lose time coming and going, and 
they started to save. 

They began by putting aside two 
dollars a week, and Sam showed Mildred 
how much that would amount to in ten 
years at four per cent. Then Sam got a 
chance to work overtime at night, and they 
put five dollars away each week, and 
sometimes seven or eight. 

Of course, that way they didn’t have 
time to go to the movies, but Mildred 
didn’t mind that so much, because she had 
lost interest in the shows, anyhow, when 
they had waited until the twelfth or 
fifteenth run so they could go for five 
cents. Besides, her dresses and hats were 
three or four years behind the times, and 
she didn’t care much to go out. 

Her eyes grew a little sad, and she was 
rather thin, but she felt that they were 
getting ahead when Sam showed her, one 
night, they had passed the thousand-dollar 
mark. 

“And now we’ll buck to it,” he 
announced, “and run it up to two thousand. 
I was going to buy a home, but I’ve got a 
chance to make eight per cent on a first 
mortgage, and that looks good to me.” 
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Mildred had been dreaming of a five-
room bungalow with grass and climbing 
roses. But she realized that the suburbs 
were too far from Sam’s job, so she said 
nothing. 

And Sam went to work in earnest. He 
lengthened his hours from twelve to 
fifteen. He took his lunch with him to save 
the money he had paid to restaurants, and 
he ate during the fifteen-minute rest period 
allowed him, instead of taking half an hour 
off. 

He grew a bit pale, and his feet felt 
heavy as he walked, but by taking peptin 
tablets he was able to work Sundays. 

He had a stroke of good fortune about 
this time. By telling the boss he could 
manage with a ten-minute rest period, 
instead of a fifteen, he inaugurated a new 
system, and was appointed a subforeman. 
That meant one dollar and fifty cents more 
to be banked. 

Mildred and Sam had been married six 
years when Sam announced that the fund 
had grown to two thousand dollars. He 
said they were to have the home for which 
they had been planning. 

So Mildred gasolined their clothes, and 
the next afternoon he laid off three hours. 
They went out to the end of a car-line and 
found a bungalow with grass all around it, 
and roses climbing up its side. 

Mildred was very happy, and even 
Sam displayed some animation. Some 
color came to his face, and his eyes 
became almost bright, 

With a return of boyishness, he picked 
a rose for Mildred. In doing so he stuck a 
thorn into his thumb. 

A few days later the doctor told Sam 
that by amputating his arm his life might 
be saved. His system was all run down and 
his blood was no good. 

“Without my arm I’ll lose my job,” 

Sam told him. “I’ll take a chance.” 
So he died. He was twenty-eight years 

old. 
And Tom Summers sent expensive 

flowers and was very kind to Mildred. He 
told her to go to live with her mother and 
father, and not to worry, for the two 
thousand dollars Sam had left her, with the 
one-thousand-dollar life-insurance, would 
last quite a while.  

She took his advice, because Tom by 
this time was considered one of the town’s 
hustling business men. 

He had made himself so popular with 
the customers of the hat-store that the 
proprietor, who was a grump, found it was 
cheaper to have him in the business than 
as a competitor. 

So Tom was made a partner, and his 
picture was in the street-cars and on bill-
boards, and he appeared at charity 
entertainments. For his laughing-song was 
better than you could hear in vaudeville. 

He was a Hoo Hoo and an Indoor 
Seaman, and he wore buttons and sashes 
of lots of other orders. And every one who 
belonged to those orders wore hats 
personally selected by Tom Summers. 

On Sundays and holidays he went out 
with a lot of other fellows and swatted a 
small white ball over the landscape. And 
every swat was good for one hat sale.  

Also he owned a big gray car that 
could climb a forty-per-cent grade and 
purr off the miles like a song. 

Mildred was pale and thin. So she and 
Tom rode in the evenings and on Sundays, 
and the color came back to her cheeks, and 
her eyes were as blue as in the old days 
when she and Tom had been together 
before. 

Sometimes Tom would take her to a 
big house on the hill when they had ladies’ 
nights there. And she admired the animals’ 
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heads with antlers, and enjoyed herself, for 
the men all treated her so nicely. Besides, 
she liked to see how popular Tom was, 
and how laughter and good nature seemed 
to go with him through the crowd. 

Christmas came, and with it a set of 
fine furs from Tom, which Mildred felt 
she ought not to accept—but did. Then 
spring hurried on, and all nature was alive 
and calling. 

The car wound its way up through the 
shadowy cañon, the trees heavy in foliage 
almost touching it on each side as it rolled 
along. 

To the back of the car was strapped a 
dandy steel trunk. On Mildred’s finger was 
a fine new ring. 

She was silent, though the birds called 
to her, and rabbits leaped along in front of 
the car, and the hills were covered with 
fresh grass and wild flowers. 

But when Tom leaned over to ask what 
was wrong she turned up her face to his 
with an expression of joy, and of 
something else, that a wave of love and 
tenderness swept over him. 

And when she exclaimed, “I’m so 
happy, Tom!” and clung to his arm, he 
covered his feelings by shouting: 

“This is the life!” 
Just then the car climbed out of the 

cañon, and, stretching before them; as far 
as they could see was a sunlit country. 

 


