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HERE AND THERE.
A very breezy and entertaining paper is The Dead Heorse

lCorner Gazette, officiai publication ot the 4th Caniadian
I3attalion, and the Editor of that paper can bie congratulated
uiporî the excellent quality of the subject inatter ini the first
number, wvbieiilias jnist inade its appearance. The paper
takes its Iîigbly originîal naine from a spot Il Sornewhere in
Flaîîders," w~hee nuits of the Fourtlî Battalion have often
been quartered and it is farniliar to many membeis et No. 1
F"ield Ambulance.

T'he Editor of this enterprising journal is a Western
Canadian journalist, who threw down the pen to take up the
rifle at the outbreak of the war. He bas now taken up the
peu again (or perbaps we should say the indelible pencil) to
enliven and cheer bis corrnrades, and in tbe initial number hie
bias undotihted,(ly sncceeded. Here's te contiriued snccess to
the D.H.C. (aii~te. XVe awaiL No. 2 witb interest.

J. K. LaceY, the anthor of Il An Ernpire's Heroine," in
-this numnher, is a native of Prince Edward Island, having
been berri neair Charlottetown, P.E.., some 24 years ago.
lIe is a troquent contrihutor ie verse and prose to tue II I.C.,"
but we tlîiek bis verses upon Miss Cayell, the beroine ef
Brussels, are blis finest effort. H-e is a driver iii the borse
transport, -amdie is one of sorne eigbt " 1lsland beys " in
our unlit, ail gond feliows.

'-lhc [Last Trreb,'' by Thomas I-arton, iii No. 2 et
the lodine Chroîiicle, lias called forth mfany favourable cern-
monts, and it is in fact one of tile finest poems of the war
we bave ever coine aeress. Il Tom " %vas engaged iri the sad
business et grave digging in IlTbe Maple Leaf Cemnetery"
,se well knowîi to us ail, wbcni lie got the inspiration. He is
-a bearer iii A Section.

THE TALE 0F A CAT.
<(The incident hereivith realistically portrayed hal)pened at

La Jiass,'e Canal, at Verdon, last Juiîe.-En.)

This is tbe taie et a dead cat! Ne doubt yen bave aIl
,seeu aiîd aise sineilcl dead cats, but did you ever taste ene?
No! Weli, doîî't start, but we know a tellow whe did, and
ho nearly succumhed under the shock. Lt ail bapperied in a
certain odifernuis canial, net a million miles fronu the firing
line. We were ail disporting ourselves in the w'ater more
'or less gracefully in the garb et Father Adam before anl ad-
mniring crowd et nid ladies and piccanlinios, whon aiong carne

an nd canai boat loaded witb ceai. Thon the fun cern-
meeced ! Tbe xvater wasn't particularly sweet and dlean
betoro the boat camne along-but at ter it had passed by and
,cburned up the bottom, oh! my! I guess from the refuse
that came up that that canal hadl been a dumping place for
the inhabitants since the time ef Julius Cwesar. _Holp! the
,vater turned yellow, the air turned green, and we ail swam
mnadiy, gaspinga and spluttoring for the bank.

But, aias, for a poor Staff Sorgeant in "lA " Section.
In bis hurry te get ashore lie ran slap bang into, and took a
hunge bite ont et, tbat long deceasod, decnmpesed, defunet
-and iiighly-srnelling ex-member et tbe teline cnmmunity.
Gug-gug! Woehoo! The Staff S1ergeant in question says
he lias eaten ahl kinds of rougb I stu if, includieg Biily's stew,
ýsince hoe lias been in tiîis couetry, but that awtul ancient
Thomas (jat hadl themn aIl beaten a mile.

We got hirn te tbe shore at last more dead than alive,
and smelling like a, refuse destructor. He didn't eat for
tiîroe days atterwards, but just sat in bis sback, vilifying ahl
-canais, beats, beatmen, and cats in particular.

A cat is a pretty harmless creature, but wbon it lias
been dead about fivo years it bas more kiiling power than
all the poisuon gas ever manufactured by the Boche. D. S.

A GOAT DINNER.
Ie honour of the engagement of Jerry Carton to a

refugee f rom sornexvere the other side et the German first
line et trencbes, some et the beys in the herse transport were
ievited eut te a. dinner by Jerry's future motber-in-law, a
goat having been killed te celebrate the occasion. Mother
xvas short of bread, se the boys took their owe bread, butter
-and rusty knives and forks, and thon tbey preceedod te de-
vour the fatted goat. Ator dinner there was a short stump
speech by M. O'Brien, who, atter bis oration calied for bis
usuai cbew et tobacco, and thon wished the happy couple
long lite and future bappiness. Evoryono was happy excopt
the goat, hie was the qeat alriglit.

W. E. A.

THE LOOK-OUT.
(Chreaicles of the Heorse Transport, by SiuD 1. LAND).

The Transport continues te inîpmeve iinder the able
direction et Capt. L. N. Jones, tbe transport oflicer, and
Sergt. W. D. Foran, chiot N.C.O., the latter baviiig eareed
soveral eucomiuîis from inispecting oflicers on accounit et the
gond woi'k ho bas put iii.

'Fhe Transport " chef," I' ed" Edwards is giving
generai satisfiaction, and the contribution et just one franc
te mess funds each pay day makes the men's mess tins look
as if they corîtain a Royal Banquet instead et ail active
service meai.

Tbat hrilliant orator, John Fannoji, in a short speech
this inerning, made a inonientous speech upen the financial
standing et the tranisport, but hoe wounid up blis flow ni
eratory \viLii a statemnent that ne (leult the embarrassing
situation would shortiy ho reicved. by tue arrivai ef Captain
Beaudry.

Thomnas Hailigan bais again earned tue gratitude et is
comrades by repairing the pump. Hle bas also get round te
wearing spurs on Sundays, the resuit ni \,vhiceli is that lie
recentiy narrowly escapod a tatality when going inte luis
tent the otiier day. One et lus spurs cauglit in a guy rope
and hoe was tiîrown ever the nil steve, wbiciî right have
caused serions daîîîage te Gevernment preperty and te him-
self. Ho can congratulate himeoî upen bis luclky escape.

Jiiiny Ford receîitly returnied frein pass in the Oid
Country.

Tue Transport lias recenitly bad tue picasure et con-
gratulatirîg Samn Elliot upon bis inlarriage te a youeg Edin-
burghi lass when lie was on pass a short time age. As the
enly parade that Saîin ever misses is the 7.30 iurn parade xve
think the bride is a very tortunate yong lady.

AN EMPIRE'S HEROINE.
Standinig hetere a cruel ba- et judgment.

Hliddenî from the world hy secrecy and înight,
A hoime, though belpiess, yet unflinching,

[s doemed te die e'er conues the meingiii liglît.

Befere îîîy eyes I sec a gentie creature,
Who'd spent bier lite in snethiîîg lînman woes,

Gaze with a, look et sweet compassion
Tipon ber capters and ber cotîntry's tocs.

With voice se tender thuat at thonsaîîd biernes,
Wlîo'd tossed on eds ni pain, oit leved te licar,

Sie bravely stood o'erclouded by deatb's siiadow,
And preudly spolie the words tlîat Eegiand liolds

se dear.

Tbere's a lesson iii the grand but simple stnry,
The wondrous truth et wbicbi ne bard eau tell,

'Tis the noble spirit of tbe Empire's daugiiters,
Ensbrined witii the simple xword Il Cavell."

J. K. LACEY.

OUJR OWN CIJB REPORTER GETS BUSY.
"The Germans kept up an incessant artiiiery fire for

days whicb was a preliîninary to an assauît on our tremicles.
Witli tue hope et gieaniîg first baift infor~îmationî 1 ruslied
trom the littie Estavbinct where I had heeni iîianouvring
between tue stove aed the bar, and speeded towitrds the
firing lino, note book in hand.

l'le first object that lut the landscape \vas a retugee,
wbo with throe dogs yoked te the axie et a push-cart, was
romoving ail bis eartiîly beloiigings. Foilowitig in the rear
was bis faithfui retinue, nine Il piokanins " and a sponse. 1
learned frein these denizens of the war zone tlîat tbe physi-
elogical moment bad corne. Witb a hasty Gond-bye and
God-speed I continued my wild advaece. Meetinga wounded
soldier, who looked like a bull escaped frnin the slaugbtor-
house, I gleaned that the eemy, atter repeated attacks, bad
succeeded in gainieg twe inches ef greund, and that oui
artiliery were coecentratieg a preponderance et fire on the
lest groued with great skil! Oar lost ground Nwould un-
doubtedly ho retaken at aîîy momnt.

Taking a rail fence for shelter- for the sholi fire was
exceedingiy heavy-I leareed from divers conversations
dropped by weunded Tommies makieg bospital-ward, that
a gap had been mruado je our lino South-East-North et
Hill -(deieted by C euser). That reîninds nie that the
Editor told me te fill up all gaps with my imagination, but
1 prefer te beave it te the soldions to fill ail gaps. Oui'
soldiers stopped the broach in our uines ie more wvays tiîan
ene, and the rutbless tide et Kultur recoded.


