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London Officer Sends Descriptive Letter
the Death of Lieut.-Col. Woodman I
Place in the Hearts of His Men and Fellow-(
Wonderful Spirit of Soldiers Emphasized and
uiven of 'dltmm;te Victor y. :
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How the #ad mews of Lieut.-Col
Woodman Leonard’s woundinz aad
subsequent death reached London
tellow officers, and how he carried it to
Lieut.-Col. Ibbotson Leorard, and sc-
companied him to whers t,e brydy layv,
in a quiet chapel, alongside those of
brother officers, - all cogzred by the
flag wh.2h represenfs the ideals for
which they fought and died, is vividly
told in the follo letter written by
moﬁoummuv%smmuolty.

The writer tells of the batile of
Vimy Ridge, rcenes oncvuntered dur-
ing the advance, the heéroism of the

+ men, and lets in light upon the joys
and sorrows which touch the hearts of
the men are protec!

Britain and all humanity on the bat-
| tiefelds of France and nndr. The
} dotter ocouplied the writer'§ spare
, moments during many weeks, Dbe-
begun on April 13, and not fin-

untl quite recently, " and ‘13
strong evidence of the (remendous
pressure under, which responsible offi-

| oers are wor all the time.
" The Londm? 3

cer says:
! A few minutes ago 1 was standing
| on the great pile of chalk which an
exploding mine had heaved up, ieav-
ing a crater thirty or forty feet deep.
¢ A few daysg ago 1 visited this saine
‘ spot, but then the Huns were but a
i few hundreq yards away, and to have
¢ exposed myself wou:d have meant an
i untimely end. But tonight I could not
| help but feel ‘sad, for the Scene was
‘one of great desolation, and ia the
';n!-dnkneu it was almost impcs-
le to diftinguish tne forms: of man
{and horse as they moved by. It ail
| felt so strangely quiet and lonely that
{ one longed to be once again with these
{ who are in action.
! Yesterday we were in their midst

7 but today, being more mobile than a

: divisional headquarters, they  bhave
rushed on after the fleeing Hun, leav-
ing us to follow on more segately on

Only occasionally, in the far dis-
! tance, could I see the very light that
'hag been part of the picture of every
+night of the past two and a half years
‘=it was silent also, except for the
. booming of our long range guns--all
others are hastily advancing to new
positions from which they will be able
, to again take on the Germans should
' they decide to make a stand.

Presently, in my loneliness, mny
: thoughts turned to home, and I reallzed

¢ { the: morrow.

, ' that I had not written you since “a
| | week ago yesterday,

and so I slowly
turned and made my way down the
sides of the crater to the entrance of
my dugout, which, in accordance with
the French and German custom in this
chalk country, is about 35 feet under-

ground.
His Mistake.

In our little chamber, which is about
ten feet square, most of the work of
administering the division 1is being
carried on. Col, Brown and T use the
same table with the sergeant-major
and his typewriter near at hand. A

orders and instructions are quickly
communicated to others. In one cor-:
ner of the littlé room there are two
bunks, one above t he other. Willis
O’Connor: sléeps in the bottom - one,
while. 1 live en I chose the.
upper one I forgot that I would have
to amswer the 'phoneg at night, which
was a great oversight, for now each
time the bell wings I usually hit my
head in the dark on one of the steel
beams that support the roof, and then
with visions of astars I climb down to
the groung and endeavor to callect my

My thirg Good Friday spent away
from you pasSed away v quietly
We. were all -.mpch'“ooﬁumd in the
preparations of active war, and it was
not until almiost 6 o'clock that I was
able to get out a bit of air. Ben-
nett, our D. .G., and I went up to
the top of the — . the summiit of
which stretched across the country a
mile or so to the east. From our poimt
of vantage we watched for half an hour
the “artillery bombardment which was
being carri ot all the time. One
could not imagine a "more awe-in-
spiring or terrible sight—along the en-
tirg line our shells were bursting, the
shrapnel high up in the air, in order

tho%hu in order that I may Iintelli- | that the spread of bullets and bits
gently answer the' w. calls. | would be greatest; the high explosive
It is sometimes terribly hard to con- | shelly on the line itself, and as each
centrate one’s thoughts when ‘sudden- | ghell- f d its billet an enormous

ly. awakened out of a sound sieep, but
practice is beginning to make one
more or less of an adept in the art
of concen on. 5

S hndx& know just how or where
to ‘start this letter. So far I have just
been rambling on and on with no par-
ticular outline to work upon, In the
last eight days so much happened
‘that ome could not-tell all uniess vol-
umes were written. All the joys of
victory haVe been helping to raise our
()

piritsg to the highest pitch and yet I
hm feeli .zergtbly sad and

lonely - of Wood Leonard, but I
shall tell you of him later,

* For the last hour and a half I have
been exceedingly oc¢cupied with warn-
ing orders, etc., consequent upon )he
rapid forward move of our‘;allam ol-
dier boys, and as it 18 now’ midnight I
will stop for tonight and will try to
finish tomorrow-—so, good night.

. Living in a Chateau.

Twenty-four hours have elapsed since
1 laid down my’ pen at midnight last
night, but instead of retiring to my
cot, which ig only some chicken wire
stretched over a frame, I was kept
up by matters of urgency uutil almost
2:45 a.an. after which I had to get out
of bed rée times to answer ’'phone
calls; so altogether I fee]l a bit in, es-
pecially so on account of the very
heavy strain which always exists prior
to or during an action.

During the past month we have been
living in the chateau of the Count
De P The place did pot have a
whole pane of glass when we arrived,
and the dirt was indescribable. But a
hundred men soon made the place pre-
sentable, and I quite enjoyed my stay
there. n the house was much furni-
ture of a aot entirely attractive type,
though heavy and massive, but in the
living-room, or I should say, the salon,
there were quite a few fairly good
pictures anq some excellent china. I
was much attracted by a drawing of
an old church' -of Spanish type of
architecture, which stood "just beside
the chateau, and so I asked Demelon,
cur French liaison officer, if he would
tell the count that one of the British
officers* would ' like to buy the little
-drawing. Demelon asked him and the
count came into the room and sald:
“‘Certainly, he may have it,"" but that
it would not cost him anything, and in
addition to it he gave Vandersiuys a
little old print about six by eight inches

desk telephone, which is corstantly in
operation, keeps us

needs of the moment, and by it our

informed of the !

of a festival In the square of an old
French village, I was quite preparad
to give him, say 25 francs, but he ap-

Like Taking an Axe

To a

Some methods of removing
corns est an axe, They are
harsh. ey attack live tissue
as well as the corn. And sore-,
ness often. follows.

Some are mussy. Some re-
quire frequent applications. All
were uncertain, all unscientific,
until Blue-jay came.
 Now, with Blue-jay, you ap-
ply athin p , which stop
the pain at once. In the center—

on the corn alone—is a
gentle; efficient wax. And a
tape wraps the

Corn

About one corn in ten needs
a second application. But no
corn can resist this new-day
method.

At least a million coms a
month are ended in-this easy,
gentle way, Users of Blue-jay
apply it as soon as a comn is
felt. And it never pains again.

Try it tonight—on- any corn,
old or new. What it does to
that corn, it will do to all. And
that means lifetime freedom.
You will be amazed to know

how easily this

toe while it acts.
Blue-jay is ap-

coll;d in a jifiy. p

en applied,

you et the

corn. In two

days you find it

gone.

Blue-jay
Corn Plasters

Stop Pain Instan
Endhsom- Comphutyely

25¢ Packages at

trouble can be
ended.

Blue-jay Com
P l;;tctlldnrt
sold by all drug-

sts, Also Blue-

ay Bunion
Plasters.

Druggists

BAUER & BLACK, Limited, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.,Torouts,Casads

How Bluesjay Acts

&

B ia the B&B vn:{ which gen!
undermines the corn. Usually it 4
onl{. l;l hours to end the corm com-

ple
O is rubber adhesive which sticks
without wetting. It wraps around the
toe to make the plaster snug and
comfortable, i
Blue-jay is applied iIn a Jiffy, After
that, one doanvg feel the corm. The
action is gentle, and applied to the
corn alone. So the corn disappears
without soreness.

m A woman.
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volume pf . black smoke, earth and
debris would be hurled into the air, and
behind the line one could see the effect
of our heavy hows and long-range
guns, for eagh time 2 bullding in which
a gun or machine gun or storeg were
sheltered was struck, the sky was
clouded by a great mass of brick-red
dust. It is time that the Hun realized
that our artillery is a magnificent or-
ganization, which will batter down
even his strongest positions. How bit-
terly do I remember the early days. On
one occasion we went into an attack
at Ypres after the first gas attack, and
to support our attack we only had two
batteries “of fleld guns. Later in the
day, more, however, joined us, and
within .a day or two many French
guns came to our rescue, but that was
before the munitions workers of Eng-
land were organized..~Thanks to their
efforts, the western front now bristles
with guns and ammunition from end
to eng of the line.
Shells Bursting Near.

Just behind us were the two towers
of a stately monastry, which was de-
stroyed by the revoiutionists of France
ower 100 years ago. Stanaing on the
top of a high hill they formed land-
marks, which could be seen for miles
around, and yet the Boche would not
let even those harmless ruing rest in
peace, but the day before he Degan
shelling them ‘and one shot well aimed
took away a large part of one of the
towers,

We felt a bit concerned, as our head-
quarters was only 500 yards away down
the hill in a delightful spot to catch
all the overs. Many did come over,
killing horses and men, besides wound-
ing many. It was not until Sunday
(Easter) that he really got our range,
and we were all very rudely distur®ed,
just as we sat down to lunch, for evéery
minute to the second there arrived a
shell from ay 4.1 naval high velocity
gun. They just skipped our place by
a matter of a few feet, falling among
the horse lines and stores behind the
chateau. Several men were wounded
and horses killed, and the place looked
quite like the remains of a hurricane
when an hour later the ' cease fire
sounded, permitting us to ascertain
the damage.

Despite the pending work on Easter
Sunday, I felt that for Mrs. Becher's
sake and for memorjes’ sake that I
should visit dear old Campbell's grave,
and as I could not get away during the
daytime, I started off at 6 a.m. on my
journey of twenty miles to the quiet,
peaceful spot, where he rests in peace.

Flowers for Becher's Grave.

The only flowers I had to lay on his

| Brave werg several punches of violets

which I had ordered lwo months be-
fore from London., Thev were with-
ﬁ,’- byt neveotheiess 1hey retained
t sweetness, and as I dia it for
Mrs. Beécher I know Campbell wouwd
be happy. The cemetery lies in such
a quiet peaceful spot on a hill—tha
church is nearby, and at the foot of
the hill the old French villags rests.
Although mmuch . scvere fighting has
taken place in the vicinity, no evidence
remains of war except the mauy
graves of gzallant soldiers.

During Sunday afternoon a constant
stream of splendig Canadiarn manhoo'l
filed past oar headquarters on their
way to the.r asseinbly noint near ,
Livery one was most cisery as they all
felt the excitement of impending vic-
tory in their veins. Moreover, t&xe
regimental and brigade bands vied
with each other in the. playing of stir-
ringly patriotic or ular music, At
the assembly point the sight was
memorable, no one who did not know
would have imagined for one instant
that ‘the troops there collected were
during the early hours of Easter Mon-
day mforning to initiate one of the
greatest battles in which our corps had
ag yet been engaged. All were cheery
and full of the assurance of victory
that marks the good soldier and the
“good lucks” that were passed from
ong to another showed the remarkable
spirit that pervaded the entire force.

During the remainder of the day we
finished the final preparations, assur-
ing ourselves that every: miaue detail

' had been attended to. and at midnight

turned In for a few hours' rest. Al-
most before dawn we were up again,
for 'at 5:35 a.m. rthe great attack was
launched. g
j. I'do not need to tell you of the won-
derful way in whi€h our. men carried
position after position and of the pris-
oners and funs which were captured.
Your Canadian papers have already
given the story in detail. .
Wonderful Sight.

At 8 am, I went forward with Coke
to look into some, details, and the
sight wag a wonderful one; for milés

to the north ang south could be seen

the clouds' of' bursting shells, while be-
hind us battery after battery was
pouring gut the flash of flame and
their bit of metal each piece of which
was destined to weakeén the morale of
the enemy. Already German prison-
ers passed us on their' way to the
divisiopal camps, and many wounded
men, ugh our casualties were, on
the whole, exceedingly small.  As we
walked on we passed four men carry-
ing an ofifder on a stretcher. 1 did
not recognize the mud-covered figure
at. first until I heard his ‘‘Hello,
¥rank.” It wag Allison Fraser of the
15th Battalion, who grasped my hand
and held it the while he told me of the
wiid rush forw against a wither-
i machineg gun fire, but he said,
*Nothing would or could gtog my men,
and we gained our objective. I tried
to get away from him, as I saw that
he was too excited to talk, but he
gripped my hand so tigh’ly that it
was with difficuity that I was able
to withdraw it o(tnd help him to & more
comfortable position on his stretcher.
The poor boy ‘had done splendid work,
wounded first by a machine gun ‘bul-
let in the arm, he refused to leave
his company, but continued: in ad-
vance until a bit of shell fractured his
leg. His wounds appeared as noth-
ing, for he was filled with the thought
of victory. el

Upon my return to D, H. G. at 11
a.m., 1 glanced th h the wires, and
was startled to see that Lieut.-Col. 1.
'W. Leonari was nded. but relieved
to read further on that the wound
but ' a few moments to get ready and
off we sped to the casualty cleaping
station, to arrive if possible in time to
seg Wood alive. At the place to which
we were directed we found that he had
not been admitted, and so we ’phoned
to other neighboring stations. M,

volce, owing to a heavy cold, abso-
lutety disappeared, and I had to hand
over the ‘phone to Ibb., and I was
shocked when I, heard him repeat the

fact that Wood was

A Solemn Moment.
In sllence we motored
miles to the C. C.

I,S‘:d. and there the doctors
e

sad news.

T8

e en
apel where ‘W two

touched am“m :
well m{,l was able to
few days in

‘The bitter part of .it -

the brother nor the friend coul
present the following day at
eral, for the war was :?’

ever

thus did we leave
lant soldier, who died if
died, doing his duty, S
We artived back at our headqu
ters at 5 a.m., where after a . of
two hours we both ‘got up to continue
the work of the war. I cabled ' for
Ibb. ‘to Jack Labatt, in order that he
might inform Mrs. Leonard and family |
for whom we ‘all feel so sorry. :

This- letter has been one subjected
to. many an intel tion, for during
theése days of tre

:g;lprivate‘ affairs or desires are pos-
sible.

It is now the 24th of April — my
thoughts wander back to the .trying
angd anxious days commencing Aprii
22, 1915, when the Boche first let loose
his villainous gas.

Every Canadian has .read the thrill-
[ing story of how the French colonials,
terrified and overwhelmed by the Ger-
man gas, were forced to retire before
the poisonous clouds, leaving the left
flank of the Canadiang exposed. The
world. hag also read of how Canada
that day held her ground and prevent-
ed the onrush of the ‘hgrdes of ' the
enemy, thus closing the road to Calals.
The Bgche gained much ground, how-
ever, and our artillery found . them-
selves practically surrounded. So close
dig the Hung get to the London bat-
tery, the 12th, commanded by Wood
Leonard, that they were ‘firing point
blank at the enemy. By extraordinary
bravery and skill Wood extmadited his
guns trom their pertlous positions and
moved them to a new line, 8t. J

Cool as If On Parade.

Two our battalions, the 1st and
the 4th Tanadians, made their famous
attack on Pilkem Ridge on the 23rd
of April and on the 24th at moon. Gen-
era] Mercer received orders to move
over to St. Julien, joining up with our
2nd and 3rd Infantry Brigades.

With the remnants. of our two gal-
lant battalions we proceeded cautious-
ly across country and about 3 p.m.,
just two years ago tolay, we met
Wood and hig officers, who were select-
ing their new positiohs. " “'Wood was as
cool and capable as if the change was
but a move in a peace camp, and gave
no’ outward sign of the terrible strain
through which he must have, passed on
the 22nd and 23rd of April. * How dif-
ferent must have been Wood's feelings
that April day in 1915 to his feelings
of exaltation on the morning of the
9th of April, 1917, for this time great
success was attending our arms, and
insteag of a retirement of our guns
he hi received orders to ‘move our
brigade forward in order that touch
might be maintained with the retiring
H

un.

Notwithstanding the rainh of steel
which the Boche guns were pouring
over our lines in the vain. endeavor to
stop the forward movement, Wood gal-
lantly reconnoitred the ground and
selected the positions to which his guns
were advanced, but alas! he did not
have the satisfaction of commanding
his brigade in the forward area, for
just as he was -returning after having
completed his reconnaissance he re-
ceived the wound which 8o quiekly
called him to his reward.

The riband of ‘the Distinguished
Service Order which he wore testified
to the honor in which he was held by
his majesty the king and his general.
His officers admired and respected
him for his gallantry and sound mili-
tary judgment and best of all every
man under his conmimand loved him for
his devotion to their welfare and his
splendig leadership.

The Advance Contlinues.

It is two nights since ! wrote of Wood,
and now again for a few minutes I will
return to my story—it is late, therefore
1 cannot write long.

After lunch on the day of the battle
I had much work to do at D. H. G., but
by 4:30 p.m. I was free again to attend

area. Donning our steel helmets and
carrying our gas masks slung over our
shoulders, Willis O’Connor and I started
out by motor, leaving our car to finish
the “last half mile on foot. oon we
were in the area from which the attack
wag launched several hours previous.
Everyone had a set determined expres-
sion on his face and all moved silently,
each mdn carrying out his own particu-
lar task., What an extraordinary sight
it was—already the guns were being
rushed forward, some were being drawn
by caterpillar engines, -while sturdy
horses were tugging and ‘straining In
their efforts to move the lighter guns,
Moving forward one saw an endless
procession of mien, horses and vehicles
and guns—supplies of all description
were moving onwards, and then on the
other side one saw the downward
stream. ‘Hundreds of German prisoners
were assisting in carrying out our
wounded, those only slightly hurt hob-
bled down to the collecting stations,
where they got a bowl of hot soup or
tea and something to eat while they
waited for transport to carry them to
the main dressing stations.
Then one saw the stretcher cases. The
splendid fellows were lying without a
word of complaint awaiting their turn
to be carried back. I talked to many
as we slowly made our way forward,
and every man of them was proud of
the way in which his own unit had
done its task. It was great for our
men, and what greater stimulant can
a soldier have than when he gees ths
enemy on the run? Truly it was an
hour of jubilation for Canada and her
soldiers, for had they not won for the
Allies one of the coveted positions of
the western front?
Presently we arrived at an advanced
brigade headquarters which was situ-
ated in dugouts, about two hundred
yagds of the German line of the morn-
ind. Gen. L—— had been hit in the
arm,. but was only slightly wounded,
and was full of cheer as we were
ushered into his little underground
chamber. Willis and I listened to his
stories of ghe gallant way in which the
attack of the day had been carried
out, and of the reckless bravery of this
officer or that man. No finer deeds
have been recorded since the war began,
unless it was during the action of. the
1st Canadian Battalion at Givenchy on
the 15th of June, 1915. But men are
men wherever one meets them, and be
he Irish,’ Scot, British, Canadian, Aus-
tralian, New Zealander, French, Rus-
gian or Italian, they all seem to be
filled with the same spirit of courage
and daring, and thus one should not
take s a special attribute the noble
gualities which almost every soldier of
the Allied armies is known to possess,
German Officers Taken,
Just as we were about to leave an
orderly came in and announced that a
German staff officer had been taken
prisoner, and that he was up above,
The general asked that he be escorted
downstairs. -You may imagine our sur-
prise when, instead of one officer, there
arrived no less than eight. The party
included one officer of the rank of a
brigade commander, and his entire staff,
and two artillery officers—and a very
glittering staff it was—four of them
wore the Iron Cross, and all were
clothed in uniforms which were very
smart, being covered with much gold
braid and gold and silver epaulettes,
upon which were mountrd richly-
designed regimental crests.'
Very little information did they offer
to give, and I wondered If an Allied
staff officer captured as they wers would
have been tréated with such consider-
ation, for we did not compel them at
the point of the bayonet or a pistol to
give the informatior which would have
been of st value to us.

One c{}?‘;‘ German, who wore a fur-
lined and collar, had the audacity
to add when he was being questjoned
that it was not gentlemanly for an offi-
cer to ask an officer the name of his
regiment. One only thinks of a Ger-

- on y m %
8. where he had a Hun or a Boche, which,
3 n 3 man as .

comman lance, means a ne.
Many .wv:érhg have ed since I last

o letter, 1t is
fyertieid
ot down in this

3 InLRr- -}
(RN S

e ndous activity one |’
ds but few moments when attention’|.

to matters of moment in the forward '

tions in anticipation of #
knew

en

A Wondei Day. ~ .

s Iv“l a. w_ondcrmda , that 9th of
: 119817, for the Canadians. Object
ive T -0b, ve had been taken with
clock-like precision, and once again
the .Ig:m‘.wn compelled, as he viewed'
‘the. ttered and disorganized remains
of "his ‘once gplendid regiments, to ad-

it defeat and to realize the fact that
his men were no match for:

‘the men of the Dominion over the seas.
That day was a happy and proud one
for my divisional commander, Major-
Gen. Currie, C. B. The magnificent man-
ner in which every detall of the attack
was - carried out by his brave. officers
and men, and the ‘saerifices they have
made, must have touched his heart very
keenly, for he is a leader who not only
loveés his men, but who hiftself is loved
by ovelzamn.n. A S ol . 8
The y following the first advance
was one which brought forward'a thous-
and snd one questions and situations,
and my branch was very busy with the
problems of preparing roads and tracks
upon which our artillery could move
forward their ciuna and ammunition,
and upon whi the wheeled and
mechanical transport could carry to the
new forward areas the vast quantities

Some cases, on account- of the condi-
tion of former roads and the fact that
the Huns kept up a persistent shelling
at spots where transport had to move,
we built new, corduroy roads, The speed
with which our pioneer battaliong lev-.|
elled and graded the land, filled shell
holes and laid the heavy planking, svas
marvellous.

Then again, the supply of water both
for man and beast was a heavy prob-
lem. Owing to the preparatory bom-
bardments and the terrible shelling dur-
ing the attacks, every existing source
of supply in the area,to which we had |
pushed forward was destroyed, Wells |
and reservoirs had become so filled with ;
stones, bricks, mud and other debris '
that one would have never lmulnedl
that they had been watering points. In !
anticipation of this barren state, shal-
low trenches had previgusly been dug
as far forward to our original front Jine
as was possible, and near at hdand were
immense quantities of water pipes. The
great parties of men which were put

and in a day or so after the advance
horses could be watered and water-
carts could obtaln drinking water for
the men in an.area almost adjoining
the old German line.

Not-less than wonderful was the way
in which the tracks for the steam rail-
ways were laid. Two labor battalions
worked almost day and night, and the
fourth day after the attack
trains running up to & point 200 yards i
in the rear of the jumping off Lrenghes
of.the 9th instant.

A Picture of Desolation,

It 1s hard for me at this late day (
to describe what Willis O'Connor ‘and '
I saw when on Wednesday, the second |
day after the attack, we went forward
to get in touch with our various bri-
gade, battalion. and artillery head-
quarters. All were making use of such
German. dugouts as had not been ab-
solutely denwlished. The picture of |
desolation still remains a vivid one—
that ground could be s0 .torn up
seemed aimost |
passed through Thelus and then op to
Farbus. When our men first reached |
the crest of the hill at Farbus
the scene was as of the Promised Land |
—iooking down the gemtle slope of the |
hill towards Willerval, Arleux and
Fresnoy, the triumphant soldiers saw |
green fields, woods and pretty little |
I'renche villages, as yet untouched by !

it is ruin; utter ruin, everywhere.
of brick and mortar heaved into form-
less mass, gaping holes and new !
mounds of earth, dead men in grey, !
twisted machine guns, powdered con- ;
crete, broken rifles, howitzers tilted at |
impossible angles, .blackened
stumps, bent raiis ang sphntered tim-
bers—the picture of chaos and appal-
ling desolation can hardly be imagined
—the earth was convulsed and dead.
On our return we were passing the
Nine Elmg when we recognized at the
entrance to a deep dugout the sign of
jone of the artillery brigade group
| commanders, and finding that it was
the headquarters of Charlig MclLaren's
group we decided to undergo the hard-
ship of a climb down 35 slippery steps
for the sake of seeing McLaren and-
the possible chance of being offered a
dish of tea and a biscuit. Beiore I go
further I must tel] you of the destruc-
tiveness of the Hun. On ail the na-
tional roads of France magnificent
rows of trees grow on each side, the

effect in summer when the leaves are
out being wonderfully fine. The trees
on the road radiating out of @drras

were visible from the British lines, and
in order that our guns could not range
on them and thus annoy or destroy
German moving troops or transport the
Hun cut down every one of those fine
old trees. Needing a guiding mark,
however, for their own forces, ti
spared the Nine Elms, a little group
which stood some 500 yards away frowa
the~road. The Nine Elms, the guiding |
mark of the Hun, is today the dis- .
tinguishing landmark for the British
soldier, but the spot is not a healthy !
one, for the enemy shelis the area with |
most. persistent regularity, knowing |
full well that all our movement for- |
ward and back had to pass nearby.
The Reunion.

Accordingly we did not linger long
on the surface near the Nine Elms, !
and we were soon down 35 feet under- |
ground, where we found Colonel Mc-
Laren carrying on the work of direct-
ing his batteries at the table of a
former German commander. The series
of dugouts were quite the most com-
fortable and luxurious that I had ever
seen. Instead of chalk walls with =
wooden protecting ceiling, each cham-
ber wag entirely boardéd in, and the
whole place was brilliantly illuminatec
by an - acetylene gas plant,

‘While we refreshed ourselves with »
drink we talked jof the war, and then
of the good old days of June, 1914,
when we three attended the two weeks |
course at the Royal Military College, |
Kingston, thus completing our strenu-
oug militia staff course. Liftle did any
of us in that class of 27 officers thini
that within two months we wonld
practically all be on the way to Hur-
ope to take part in a war that was
destined to last three years, and may-
be four.

‘While we chatted, a smart looking. !
officer entered, saluted the colonel and |
delivered his message, to which Mec-
Laren replied “Thank you, Chapman.”
Something familiar arrested my at-
tention, and when the tall young offi-
cer hag saluted and departed. I asked '
who he was, and I found out that he
wag a London boy, and of course rec-
ognized him as Harry, one of J, H.;
Chapman’s sons. cLaren sent an |
orderly after Chapman in order that I‘

of supplies which are dally needed. In}

on this work rapidly installed a system, . §

found | §

inconceivable. We l 5

Wood | K

tree 1‘ 5

Just about now you and the
kiddies are probably holding de-
lightfully secret conferences about
Mother’s Christmas present.

Stop at any Columbia dealer’s
. store and have him show you a
Columbia Grafonola.

You will be allowed to play as
many records of your own selection
as you wish on different Columbia
Grafonold models. You may feel
free to ask as many questions as
you wish—the more you ask the
better the salesman will like it.

the destructive hand of war, but now | B
Bits l

Columbia Grafonolas are priced at $24 to $300

Columbia Graphophone Company, Toronto

-. Feel Welcome in any Store
| Where Columbia Grafonolas are Sold'

You will hear your favorite pieces,
played and the salesman will tell’
you the facts about the Columbia -~
Grafonola. ;

You are to be the judge and
the jury. The instrument is on
trial. It’s up to the in:irumeni.
Performance is the final test.

Compare the Columbia Grafo- .
nola with any phonograph in the
world. In direct comparison it
always appears at its best.

A Columbia Grafonola may be
bought on convenient terms.
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" WM. McPHILLIPS

189 DUNDAS
STREZET.

COLUMBIA RECORDS AND GRAFONOLAS ON SALE AT

HARMONY HALL

4 Doors North of Dundas,
421 Richmond Street,

Peoples Outfitting Co.

OLUMBIA GRAFONOLAS AND RECORDS

240 DUNDAS
STREET.
PHONE 5616

352 DUNDAS STREET.

Columbia Machines and Records.

| The Wright Piano Co., Ltd.

‘ .quaz A M. DOUTHWRIGHT, Manager.

T e e e e e e el % ST T

‘“Wright Pianos Are Right Pianos.”’

Nordheimer's

2Doors West of Majestic. 221 Dundas

might meet him and talk of London.

cards and a card which Mrs. Gregsten
had sent him. In the centre of the
card was an ugly rent, but Mrs. Greg-

must have been a. great Joyefor her
to know that one of her cards was in-
strumental in saving’ the life of one of
her old Queen’'s Avenue Church boys.
-After leaving Mec n, Willis and

‘ade stores. At the entrance to one

et

| ch a ( Y i

dest nning -around the flange. The
& most attractiy,

Two padres ai\d a party stood at an

open _trench, ﬁw?‘.

broken bodies of men who had gallant-
Y 1

sten’s face was quite unharmed, and it L’lr'iumpﬁ, ang THat the Btrong. and pows-

erful nations be
trample on the weak.

bared heads,
4 53:;1‘::; ntrnnm of one of Canon Scott's

es as he stood at the grave of his
g:%. son, who was killed in the Somme

n- which lay .the

given their lives that right might| . their play,

not permitted to

atherd: !
Ag ‘we stood In th; ‘thoughx:.‘ °‘f: CK:?

in_1916. . g 1dea .of the many
- the Rue flarelight eam, .
Nax 1 augis, We Ton B 01 ik ranedes alln: trtoiphans 1n thate ~re Srowdag. e &

o

The

beam,
world

1d Christ, within this broken
; 3 oo .‘ e

ana

i

Kings with their ermles, children in

passed unheeding down this
shell-plowed way;

The great world knew not where its

true strength lay.

® | In pomp and luxury, in lust of gold,
In selfish ease, in pleasures manifold,

Yet here, where - nightly the great

k': vplunod from its

Chapman was just recovering from ['i lic of Vimy, but: my, it as , Have given the nations blood to drink darkened land,

a rather try exp:(;i%r‘}ceh as on‘lthe hﬁv;e, and mg’l hand shook for hours like wine. - emwerr\xyin:;indhomn Me round on
t poor nal 00 killed i home. 2 '

ﬁ:ym l?ﬁ just over the he‘;:t’ by e. o M-;-.h: Final Scene. Througl!? weary vears and 'neath the | Life's deeper truths men come to un-

bit of shrapnel, which would undoubt- Aurll afternoon: was drawing changifg skies, derstand.

edly have ended his earthly career had |, As the April afternoon %5 | Men “turned their backs on’ those ap- t

the bit not Janded exactly on his poc- |10 & close, and as a wet Snow DeEH pealing eyes : | For lonely graveg along the eountry-

ket. He showed me the contents, | fall. we hurried on. It was a solemn | png scothed sa vain Thine awful sac- side,

which consisted of a dozen or so post. | Sight which met our eyes in passing. rifice. W'hexja; gleet‘?l t‘ho;io brave hearts who

¢ or others

ed,
Tell of life's union with the Crucified.

And new light kindles in the mourner’s
eyes ~
Like day-@awn breaking through the

rifted skles,
i | For life is born of lfe's self-sacrifice.

T am afraild that this will read a

m ldownu:ho Oll‘i, tgmm;lugotnnct’;: “For life 48 born of life's self:
b S SIS, | BOSIIS: - h 1 is good, good evil” were | much digjointed letter, as I have writ-
imachine gun emplacements and gren- | sacrifice.” He thought of ‘the same| 'Evil to'l‘d.‘oo . ‘4 e ten bits jon at least two mm"ema.

sions, with many a long
between, but it will give

Some of the ;

B
£



