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What the Stay-at-Homes
Soinetinies, we poor blighters, to whese lot it rushing through that beai

1158 fiallen to figlit for the great principles of side of Kent? Do you r
Justice, etc., and ail that sort of thing, are apt of the dear, dirty rovw
'Io envy, just a littie, the comforts of oui fellows, London Town; the firstI
wbose infirmities or whose sex prevent them and roar of the great t
511ring our discornforts. But, with ail their you reached your destin
luxuries, we can console curselves with the the hnnip and envy th
Tellection that they have missed one tlAng, at. «ponder these things, and
Ieast, which cornes to ail of us periodically (?)- Did tlese'unfortunate
if We survive the periods-which is aîv'reciated corne at home as you fou
more intensely than anvthing they can ecperi- front the Valley of the S~
ence. Without more beating about the bush-Iý love England as you l0v,
mean, they have neyer been " ON LEAVE." your lii e for the Empir<

No, they have neyer hung round. a rnfihead But wait a bit-l'h bet

Misse
utiful peacefl country.
emember the first sigbt
's of chimney-pots, of
',ondon Smell; the rush
:erminus when, finally,
ation? When you get
e "1unfits"l at home-
then pity themt instead.
s ever flnd such a wel-
nd-when you returned
hadow? Did they ever
e it-now you've risked
eI don't think sa.
the <y neyer appreciated

A GROUP AT THE SCHOOL.

rs or moie, waiting for the cursed train
t for the coast. Thoe rhave neyer shivered
elvre hours in a French railway càrrnage,
wo broken windows, on the way to Blighty.
r, they have neyer cursed as I cursed last
Iay week, when 1 arrived at Boulogne at
ac em&-and the blankity boat left at
ic enima. Lastly, îhey have never pulled
ictoria Station, London, Eng., two holirs
vhen their vite (I think that's right,
i it sounda queer> bas waited for two bours
.ring Cross, and gone hOme-go0 miles away
use8 she vas told that no leave train would
there that n;ght.

se are some of the joys of leave, and as
Îies they are moat enjoyable.
there are others. Do you remember wl.eIi
et foot on the~ Quay~ at Folkestone, and
the blessed Faiglish language apoken by

Ms1 affain? Do vou lemnember the train

the bright ligbts and luxury o! Prince's, or the
Troc., or Simpson's, or the punch and beefsteak
pie of the Cheshire Cheese, or the curry at Gowls
in the Stiand-accordîng to your taste or the
weight of your pocket-as you did during those
gorgeons days. None in the whole theatre
laughed so heartily as you did at the crazy
antics o! George Robey or Leslie Henson, and
yet again-none o! the Stay.at-Homes ever felt
the perfect peace of mind wvhich you experienced
as you knelt in the little church in your native
village on Sunday.

Weil, if 1 h*aven't proved it to you, I have
convinced myself that we, who live in filth and
squalor, who go on witlwut ,sleep, and en-
deavour to kill Huns, between-times, are
extrernely f avoue£4.OsOP>. Anyhow, I'm out of
breath~ nov, so lPi stop. But 1'm aiiglsty glad
I arn not a Stay-at-Home.


