
-Well, Young fellow, how does it feel to win a v~
"I1 did flot know that wars were ever won,"' jack

quietly. "Certainly flot by the people who do the I
ing." His voice cut like a sharp paper edge and his
had gone suddenly oic!. Word bac! corne that day o
dcath of one of his friends in an English hospital.

Looking back now I can see our whole way <>1
bothered hlm. We were too complacent, too mudh
ccrned with trifles. He had seen the negation of e-
thing lie had been tauglit, and now here we were
ahead, ahnost as if nothing had happened.

Alfred Noyes, in his great poem, "The Vig
Dance," interpreted the spirit of the returned meni i
faithfully than anyonc of thaf time, but his pocix
toc sac! for our spirit of jubilation, and we were not
enougli to heed lus warning. He pictured the spiri
Young soldiers coming back after the Armistice to
the wholc population celcbratirxg victory in a wild c
ation of mad joy. The spirits stood, on the side
watching thc revels, amazed, shocked, saddened. 01
thc spirits plcadcd with his companions flot to judg
dancers toc harshly.
"They are Young you sec.» "Aye," said the dead

50 s wcrc we."
*'What did you think we would find?" asked a shadi
"When Uic lait shot was fircd and thc lait peace m.~
"ChristIl' said the fleshless jaws cf bis friend,
-l thought they'd bc looking for worlds to mend.-

jack tried bard to adapt himseif. He workecl long!1
and made a naine for himseif as a student. There
times when lie wanted to leave thc University and
job, but wecoaxedbhirntostay and get hisdegrein
and this lie did with distinction. He was honcurc
bis fellow students ln many ways, and won a sdiola
which took hlm to Oxford.

194


