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••VERS LA GLOIRE"
oltl days" of Nelson arnl of Drake. Th« fr ^'lory

he c-oulil se«' in the encliantnient of far <hstanee.

A vast ami panoramic picture of :no<hrn glory on
the sea was str<'tch<Hl before h'ni, hut lie saw it

not. lie himself was a part of iJiat grand New
WorM armada, hut he was too engaged in envy-
ing tlie past to regard the vaster splendor of Ju's

pr(\sent.

When we were near to England llie hat tie-

cruiser Princess Royal, one of our convoying war-

.ships, steamed at full speed between our lines.

She was stripped for action, with her great guns
pointing upward. Sailors in dirty jeans thronged

her decks, and up along the fighting-tops ap-

peare<l the men in blue. Thirty tliousand tons

went by at tliirty knots an hour, and as she
passe<I with clieers and answering cheers we
hoard her band pla; ng forth our national song,

"O Canada!" Our melanciioly mate iu th;tt

short, thrilling moment caught his breath and
cautiously admitted from the honor of the past,

"That's some sight!"

But when tlie Princess Royal had passed, "sky-
hooting tJirough tlie brine," the melancholy one
deplored, "She hasn't got a look-in with the yards
and spars of those tall ships tliey used to liave in

Nelson's day."

If our melancholy mate could have descendetj
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