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% The One New
Idea in Phonographs

The “Organola”
Model of our
“Phonola’ is the
only really new
idea — the O—I;E"
radical improve-
ment—in phono-
graphs in years.

Into this model
we have built tone
control pipes,
carrying out the
principle of the
church organ. The
tone result is re-
markable and
marks the ‘“Phon-
ola Organola” as
the supreme ach-
ievementin phono-
graph construction.

The ‘‘Organola” cabinet is superbly finished.

The winding crank is concealed. The motor is noise-
less. It is an instrument of real distinction.

Other models of the ‘“Phonola” from $18 up.
They play all makes of disc records.
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The Pollock Manufacturing Co., Limited
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WOMEN
APPRECIATE

the satisfaction and attraction of having bright
eyes, red lips, clear skin, a buoyant step and lively
manner. Only well women possess these charms,
for they are the outward signs of good health. If
your skin is sallow, the eyes dull, the steps heavy,
and you feel depressed you certainly need

THE GOOD
EFFECTS OF

Beecham’s Pills, a tested remedy for weak and run-
down conditions. They have a prompt and bene-
ficial action on the organs of elimination, relieve
headache and biliousness, tone the stomach and
restore appetite. These pills are made of medicinal
herbs, without admixture of any harmful drug.
They are safe, gentle and effective. For over sixty
years women of many nations have been helped
and strengthened by

Beecham’s Pills

At All Druggists, 25c.
Directions of special value to women are with every box

‘“The Largest Sale of Any Medicine in the World"’
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Random Reminiscences

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 15)

air, this Peace and Goodwill feeling
surely will have some effect on the
situation here to-day!” And I wasn’t
far wrong; it did around us, anyway,
and I have always been so glad to think
of my luck in, firstly, being actually in
the trenches on Christmas Day, and,
secondly, being on the spot where quite
a unique little episode took place.

“Walking about the trench discussing
the curious affair of the night before,
we suddenly became aware of the fact
that we were seeing a lot of evidences
of  Germans. Heads were bobbing
about and showing over their para-
pet in a most reckless way, and, as
we looked, this phenomenon became
more and more pronounced.

“A complete Boche figure suddenly
appeared on the parapet, and looked
about itself. This complaint became
infectious. It didn’t take ‘Our Bert’
long to be up on the skyline (it is one
long grind to ever keep him off it).
This was the signal for more Boche
anatomy to be disclosed, and this was
replied to by all our Alf’'s and Bill’s,
until, in less time than it takes to tell,
half a dozen or so of each of the bellig-
erents were outside their trenches and
were advancing towards each other in
no-man’s land.

““A strange sight, truly!

“I clambered up and over our para-
pet, and moved out across the field to
look. Clad in a muddy suit of khaki
and wearing a sheepskin coat and
Balaclava helmet, I joined the throng
about half-way across to the German
trenches.

“IT all felt most curious; here were these
sausage-eating wretches, who had
elected to start this informal European
fracas, and in so doing had brought us
all into the same muddy pickle as
themselves.

““This was my first real sight of them
at close quarters. Here they were—
the actual, practical soldiers of the
German army. There was not an
atom of hate in either side that day;
and yet, on our side, not for a moment
was the will to war and the will to beat
them relaxed. It was just like the
interval between the rounds in a
friendly boxing match. The difference
in type between our men and theirs
was very marked. There was no con-
trasting the spirit of the two parties.
Our men, in their scratch costumes of
dirty, muddy khaki, with their various
assorted head-dresses of woollen helmets
mufflers and battered hats, were a light-
hearted, open, humorous collection as
opposed to the sombre demeanour and
stolid appearance of the Huns in their
gr?r-green faded uniforms, top boots,
and pork-pie hats.

‘“The shortest effect I can give of
the impression I had was that our men,
superior, broadminded, more frank, and
lovable beings, were regarding these
faded, unimaginative products of per-
verted kulture as a set of objectionable
but amusing lunatics whose heads had
got to be eventually smacked.

“I spotted a German officer, some
sort of lieutenant, I should think, and
being a bit of a collector, I intimated to
him that I had taken a fancy to some of
his buttons.

““We both then said things to each
other which neither understood, and
agreed to do a swap. I brought out my
wire clippers, and, with a few deft
snips, removed a couple of his buttons
ancs) put them in my pocket. I then
gave him two of mine in exchange.

““Whilst this was going on a babbling
of guttural ejaculations emanating from
one of the laager-schisters, told me that
some idea had occurred to some one.

“Suddenly, one of the Boches ran
back to his ‘trench and presently’ re-
appeared with a large camera. 1 posed
in a mixed Eroup for several photo-
Fraphs, and have ever since wished I
had fixed up some arrangement for

who was patiently kneeling on the
ground whilst - the automatic clippers
crept up the back of his neck.”

WI:IiHOUT a word of comment
: Short’ closed the book, threw
It up on the mantelpiece and disap-
pefi‘red through a rear door.

unny youngster, that,” one of the
crowd broke the silence. “Can sort of
make you re-live it, in the telling, eh?’’

veryone agreed, but no one  an-
swered. Each was deep in his thoughts,
for another Christmas was but a few
days off and they were all home again—
ome, in s‘uch varying conditions!

hgn— ‘I remember one rather funn
experience I had,” laughed one,“thougﬁ
it didn’t seem funny to me then.
Rather a tragedy! It was Christmas
Eve and Wwe expected to spend our
Christmas ig Rest Billets behind the
line, but we were unexpectedly moved
1nto the trenches. How we did curse!
Tl}? air was blue with it. *

t was very cold and raining hard.
We had no dug-out, only a littlegshelter
trench, You couldn’t light a fire for
fear of Fritz spotting it. So our
Christmas breakfast consisted of bully
beef and hardtack and our Christmas

a dozen squares of
Oxo,_some vegetable sou
We rigged up a screen wit

Soup—not
1t was. So

whole_ha]f dozen squares.
”adtwo mates, a big fellow, whom we
called’ Long, and a Ilittle bit of a
wizened up Scotchman.  We watched
that thing boiling and thought how

mléc We were going to enjoy the nice
01 soup. I tell you it smelled heav-
enly. Then, just as we were going to

take it off, what
upset the whole pot
éven save a drop,
couldn’t help it,

does Long do but
of it. We couldn’t

We laughed—we
The look on Long's
ade a cat laugh.

that he
tell you
It rained for seven
none of us knew

Soup tablets. You can

!magine what a pleasant Christmas we

put inl”
sml(\)Lle(tjhls time, the Outsider sat and
s 3 yeryone had, on first sight,
iy re hwho, or. what he could be,
o omehow, he seemed to belong, so

€Y, In true fraterna] spirit, asked no

qusestlons.
uddenly, he leaned f i i
chﬁx‘%and”pointeq his pi eog‘tv:l}‘gnlx? -
ell,”” he said, and hig voice was

fieeﬁ_ and resonant,

In his direction,

worth hearing,
‘I had one

veryone turned
€Xpecting something

Pretty exciting experi-
ence myself. Yoy fellows in ghe apremy

think you get 4 ;
tell you it ign't aso, the fighting, but 1

“Until the last thre

e or fo S
have been foreman on L

: I'm taking 2
iday just now, b
before long to be off again, uIt hzide:l[{:gt:

Ve or six uneventful voyages €
:grough quite safely, bl)l,tgthé ?Egkczvngs
20 good to hold ang the last voyage
1d me for some little time. We had
for Brest, France, and

Dead cal h
way over and we made fine rtr:n?e" 8T

e delivered our horses at Brest and

getting a copy. No doubt framed go us night, doctoring
editions of this photograph are reposing tirr:g. s“fk f_‘:rs?d an was good and
on some Hun mantelpieces, showing  struck my u}:H{ asleep as soon as I
clearly and unmistakably to admiring I was roused b and first thing I knew
strafers how a group of perfidious  deck Then ¢ Yy wild yells from the
Bnt_lsh surrendered unconditionally on [ lay half A ere " was ‘dead silence.
Christmas Day to the brave Deutschers, meant and precer Racring what it all

‘Slowly the meetihg began to dis. that there wr;;esently I began to feel

perse; a sort of feeling that the authori-
ties on both sides were not very en-
thusiastic about this fraternizing seemed
to creep across the gathering, We
Farted, but there was a distinct and
riendly understanding that Christmas
Day would be left to finish in tran.

quility. The last I saw of this little -

affair was a visioq of one of my machine
unners, who was a bit of an amateur
airdresser. in civil life, cuttin _the

unnaturally long hair of a docile

ihef
oche: - before

man,” sa‘s 78 %) .
you were getting ('m de}ék}” »It i

‘"

SO I got up and left
he first thing |

horses SCreaming, §,

ear that sound? A

h,undrgd battlefields.

ve c;eon‘1 E};ere.kl fought on land
: YS ‘knew what
(CoNTINUED 0N PAGE ;7‘;“ i

my bunk and
heard was the
Yy, did you ever
t's worse than a

. know, because



