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;4 a letter for you. I have, I know, kept 
you waiting for weeks and weeks for 
this special letter, and for the long de­
lay I now humbly crave your pardon.

When Willis and I returned to head- 
quarters that night we had a great 
story to tell of everything that had 
happened, and it was a delightful mor­
sel that the captured German staff 
furnished.

At last the long and weary day drew 
to a close. It did not mean rest for 
everybody, for the battle was raging 
here and there with great intensity- 
fortunately, however, the Huns were 
terribly disorganized, and thus our gal­
lant fellows had an opportunity to 
organize and Consolidate their new posi­
tions in anticipation of the counter­
attacks which we knew would sooner or 
later be launched against them by the 
enemy.

A Wonderful Day. -
It was a wonderful.day, that 9th of 

April, 1917, for the Canadians. Object­
ive after objective had been taken with 
clock-like precision, and once again 
the Hun was compelled, as he viewed 
the shattered and disorganized remains 
of his once splendid regiments, to ad­
mit defeat and to realize the fact that 
even his best 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 detail of the attack 
was carried out by his brave officers 
and men, and the sacrifices they have 
made, must have touched his heart very 
keenly, for he is a leader who not only 
loves hls men, but who himself is loved 
by every man.

The day following the first advance 
was one which brought forward a thous­
and and 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 guns and ammunition, 
and upon which the wheeled and 
mechanical transport could carry to the J 
new forward areas the vast quantities 
of supplies which are daily needed. In 
some cases, on account of the condi- 
tlon 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 battalions lev-, 
elled and graded the land, filled shell 
holes and laid the heavy planking, was 
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. Wellsi 
and reservoirs had become so filled with 
stones, bricks, mud and other debris 
that one would have never imagined 
that they had been watering points. In 
anticipation of this barren state, shal­
low trenches had previously been dug 
as far forward to our original front line 
as was possible, and near at hand were 
immense quantities of water pipes. The 
great parties of men which were put 
on this work rapidly installed a system, 
and in a day or so after the advance 
horses could be watered and water- 
carts could obtain 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 found 
trains running up to a point 200 yards 
in the rear of the jumping off trenches 
of the 9th instant.

A Picture of Desolation,
It is 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 demolished. The picture of I 
désolation still remains a vivid one_

right. I left Ibbotson alone for a few 
moments, while I arranged with the 
officer for the service on the morrow, 
then Ibb. called me in. .

You do not know how sad these 
events are. Hardened as we have be­
come to death, it touches one terribly 
when a close friend is taken away— 
what poor old Ibb. must have felt I 
cannot imagine.

Then we turned away and com­
menced pur long journey home, if one 
could call the scene of action home. 
The bitter part of it was that neither 
the brother nor the friend could be 
present the following day at the 
funeral, for the war was continuing 
with severity the following day, and 
thus did we leave the body of a, gal­
lant soldier, who died if ever a man 
died, doing his duty.

We arrived back at our headquar­
ters at 5 a.m., where after a rest of 
two hours we both got up to continua 
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 interruption, for during 
these days of tremendous activity one 
finds but few moments when attention 
to private affairs or desires are pos­
sible. ,

It is now the 24th of April — my 
thoughts wander back to the trying 
and anxious days commencing April 
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 Canadians exposed. The 
world has also read of how Canada 
that day held her ground and prevent­
ed the onrush of the hordes of the 
enemy, thus closing the road to Calais. 
The Boche gained much ground, how­
ever, and our artillery found them­
selves practically surrounded. So close 
did the Huna 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 extradited his 
guns from their perilous positions and
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parently considered the drawing of no 
value, or to give him credit, I should 
say that he felt pleased to do some 
little thing tor us, in return for the 
way in which we restored his place. 
The way in which the war has de­
stroyed the old places of this part of 
France is truly appalling.

Artillery Changes.
My third Good Friday spent away 

from you passed away very quietly 
We were all much occupied in the 
preparations of active war, and It was 
not until almost 6 o’clock that I was 
able to get out for a bit of air. Ben­
nett, our D.A.A.G., and I went up to
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wounding and
ana-jorders and instructions are quickly 

communicated to others. In one cor­
ner of the little room there are two 
bunks, one above t he other. Willls 
O’Connor, sleeps in the bottom one, 
while I live above. When I chose the 
upper one I forgot that I would have 
to answer the ‘phone at night, which 
was a great oversight, for now each 
time the bell rings I usually hit my 
head in the dark on one of the steel 
beams that support the roof, and then 
with visions of stars I climb down to 
the ground and endeavor to collect my 
thoughts in order that I may intelli­
gently answer the person who calls. 
It is sometimes terribly hard to con­
centrate one's thoughts when sudden­
ly awakened out of a sound sleep, but 
practice is beginning to make one 
more or less of an adept in the art 
of concentration.

I hardly 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 has happened 
that one could not tell all unless vol­
umes were written. All the joys of 
victory have been helping to raise our 
spirits to the highest pitch and yet I 
have been feeling terribly sad and 
lonely because of Wood Leonard, but I 
shall tell you of him later.

For the last hour and a half I have 
been exceedingly occupied with warn­
ing orders, etc., consequent upon the 
rapid forward move of our gallant sol­
dier boys, and as it is 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 

I laid down my pen at midnight last 
night, but instead of retiring to my 
cot, which is only some chicken wire 
stretched over a frame, I was kept 
up by matters of urgency until almost 
2:45 a.m. after which I had to get out 
of bed three times to answer 'phone 
calls; so altogether I feel 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 not 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. In the house was much furni­
ture of a not 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 and 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, 
our 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 said: 
"Certainly, he may have it," but that 
it would not cost him anything, and in

How the sad news
Woodman Leonard's 
subsequent death reached London 1• fellow officers, and how he carried it to 

<Lieut.-Col. Ibbotson Leorard, and sc- 
£ companted him to where t’.e body lay, 
, in a quiet chapel, alongside those of 
• brother officers, ail covered by the 

flag whch represents the ideals for 
X which they fought and died, is vividly 
[told in the following letter written by 

the officer to his wife in this city.
• The writer tells of the buttle of 

Vimy Ridge, scenes encountered dur- 
a Ing the advance, the heroism of the 

• men, and lets In light upon the joys 
and sorrows which touch the hearts of 

V the men who are protecting Canada, 
Britain and all humanity oh the bat- 

ol tiefields of France and Flanders. The 
NT letter occupied the writer's spare 
• moments during many weeks, be- 
►ing begun on April 11, and not fin- 
Lished until quite recently, and is 
- , strong evidence of the tremendous 
• pressure under, which responsible offi- 
f'oers are working all the time.

The London officer says:
C. ▲ few minutes ago 1 was standing

I on the great pile of chalk which an 
0 i exploding mine had heaved up, leav- 
■Iing a crater thirty or forty feet deep.

A few days ago I visited this same 
a spot, but then the Huns were but a 

Ifew hundred yards away, and to have 
r 7 exposed myself would have meant an 
■ i untimely end. . But tonight I could not 
■ ! help but feel sad, tor the scene was 
0 one of great desolation, and in the 
71 semi-darkness it was almost impos- 
t sible to distinguish tne forms of man 
à and horse as they moved by. It all 
■ felt so strangely quiet and lonely that 
1 one longed to be once again with those 
a who are in action.
F Testerday we were in their midst 
F { but today, being more mobile than a 

i divisional headquarters, they have 
5 rushed on after the fleeing Hun, leav- 
I I ing us to follow on more sedate,y on 
7 / the morrow.
IOnly occasionally, in the far dis- 

tance, could I see the very light that 
• ;has been part of the picture of every 
• i night of the past two and a half years 
•j—it was silent also, except for the 

, booming of our long range guns—all 
0 others are hastily advancing to now 
1 positions from which they will be able 
9. to again take on the Germans should 
[ they decide to make a stand.
[ Presently, in my loneliness, my 

thoughts turned to home, and I realized 
/ ' that I had not written you since a 

1 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.

the top of the •, the summit of %which stretched across the country a 
mile or so to the east. From our point 
of vantage we watched for half an hour 
the artillery bombardment which was 
being carried out all the time. One 
could not imagine a more awe-in- 
spiring or terrible sight—along the en­
tire line our shells were bursting, the 
shrapnel high up in the air, in order 
that the spread of bullets and bits 
would be greatest; the high explosive 
shells on the line itself, and as each 
shell found its billet an enormous 
volume of 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 each time a building in which 
a gun or machine gun or stores 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 field 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 end of the line.

Shells Bursting Near.
Just behind us were the two towers 

of a stately monastry, which was de­
stroyed by the revolutionists of France 
over 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 ruina rest in 
peace, but the day before he began 
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 disturbed, 
just as we sat down to lunch, for evèry 
minute to the second there arrived a 
shell from 8 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. Bechers 
sake and for memories’ 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 Qrave.
The only flowers I had to lay on his 

grave were several punches of violets 
which I had ordered two months be­
fore from London. Thev were with- 
ered, but nevertheless they retained 
their sweetness, and as I did it for 
Mrs. Becher I know Campbell would 
be happy. The cemetery lies in such 
a quiet peaceful spot on a hill—the 
church is nearby, and at the foot of 
the hill the old French village rests. 
Although much severe fighting has 
taken place In the vicinity, no evidence 
remains of war except the many 
graves of gallant soldiers.

During Sunday afternoon a constant 
stream of splendid Canadian manhood 
filed past our headquarters on their 
way to their assembly point near ----- ,
Every one was most cheery as they all 
felt the excitement of impending vic­
tory in their veins. Moreover, the 
regimental and brigade bands vied 
with each other in the playing of stir­
ringly patriotic or popular 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 morning to initiate one of the
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moved them to a new line, St. J-
Cool as If On Parade.

Two of our battalions, the 1st and 
the 4th Canadians, made their famous 
attack on Pilkem Ridge on the 23rd 
of April and on the 24th at noon. Gen­
eral 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 today, we met 
Wood and his officers, who were select­
ing their new positions. 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 
instead of a retirement of our guns 
he had received orders to move our 
brigade forward in order that touch 
might be maintained with the retiring 
Hun.

Notwithstanding the rain 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 so quickly 
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 hls gallantry and sound mili­
tary judgment and best of all every 
man under his command loved him for 
his devotion to their welfare and his 
splendid leadership.

The Advance Continues.
It Is two nights since 1 wrote of Wood, 

and now again for a few minutes I will 
return to my story—it is late, therefore 
I 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 
to matters of moment in the forward 
area. Donning our steel helmbts 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. Soon we 
were in the area from which the attack 
was launched several hours previous. 
Everyone had a set determined expres­
sion on his face and all moved silently, 
each man carrying out hls own particu­
lar task. What an extraordinary sight 
it was—already the guns were being i 
rushed forward, some were being drawn1 
by caterpillar engines, while sturdy 
horses were tugging and straining hi 
their efforts to move the lighter guns. 
Moving forward one saw an endless 
procession of men, 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

Feel Welcome in any Store
SoldWhere Columbia Grafonolas are

His Mistake.
In our little chamber, which is about 

ten feet square, most of the work of 
administering the division is being 
carried on. Col. Brown and I use the 
same table with the sergeant-major 
and his typewriter near at hand. A

You will hear your favorite pieces 
played and the salesman will tell 
you the facts about the Columbian 
Grafonola.

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

addition to It he gave Vandersluys a 
little old print about six by eight inches 
of a festival in the square of an old that ground could be so torn up 

seemed almost inconceivable. We 
passed through Thelus and then on to 
Farbus. When our men first reached 
the crest of the hill at Farbus Wood 
the scene was as of the Promised Land 
—looking down the gentle slope of the 
hill towards Willerval, Arleux and 
Fresnoy, the triumphant soldiers saw 
green fields, woods and pretty little 
French’ villages, as yet untouched by 
the destructive hand of war, but now 
It Is ruin, utter ruin, everywhere. Bits 
of brick and mortar heaved into form­
less mass, gaping holes and new 
mounds of earth, dead men in grey, i 
twisted machine guns, powdered con-: 
crete, broken rifles, howitzers tilted at I 
impossible angles, blackened tree 
stumps, bent rails and splintered 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 Elms when we recognized at the 
entrance to a deep dugout the sign of 
one of the artillery brigade group 
commanders, and finding that it was 
the headquarters of Charlie McLaren 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. Before I go 
further I must tell you of the destruc- 
tiveness of the Hun. On all 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 Arras 
were visible from the British lines, and l 
in order that our guns could not range 1 
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, th 
spared the Nine Elms, a little group 
which stood some 500 yards away from 
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 shells the area with I 
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 I 

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

desk telephone, which is constantly in 
operation, keeps us informed of the
needs of the moment, and by it our to give him, say 25 francs, but he ap-

I was quite preparedFrench village.

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

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 
Grafonola models. You may feel 
free to ask as many questions as 
you wish—the more you ask the 
better the salesman will like it.

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.■ 03.2

Like Taking an Axe Columbia Grafonolas are priced at $24 to $300

To a Corn
About one corn in ten needs 

a second application. But no 
corn can resist this new-day 
method.

At least a million come a 
month are ended in this easy, 
gentle way. Users of Blue-jay 
apply it as soon as a corn 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 amused to know

Columbia Graphophone Company, TorontoSome methods of removing 
corns suggest an axe. They are 
harsh. They 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 a thin protector, which stops 
the pain at once. In the center — 
acting on the corn alone—is a 
gentle, efficient waz. And a 
tape wraps the
toe while it acts. F - -- - - - - 7

greatest battles in which our corps had 
as 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 
one 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- minute 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. the great attack was 
launched.
, I do not need to tell you of the won­
derful way in which our men carried 
position after position and of the pris­
oners and guns which were captured. 
Your Canadian papers have already 
given the story in detail.

Wonderful Sight.
At 8 a.m. I went forward with Coke 

to look into some, details, and the 
sight wag a wonderful one; for miles 
to the north and south could be seen 
the clouds of bursting shells, while be­
hind us battery after battery was 
pouring out the flash of flame and 
their bit of metal, each piece of which 
was destined to weaken the morale of 
the enemy. Already German prison­
ers passed us on their way to the 
divisional camps, and many wounded 
men, though our casualties were, on 
the whole, exceedingly small. .As we 
walked on we passed four men carry­
ing an officer on a stretcher. I did 
not recognize the mud-covered figure 
at first until I heard his "Hello, 
Frank." It was Allison Fraser of the 
15th Battalion, who grasped my hand 
and held it the while he told me of the 
wild rush forward against a wither­
ing machine gun fire, but he said, 
“Nothing would or could stop 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 tightly that it 
was with difficulty that I was able 
to withdraw it and help him to a 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.

Upon my return to D. H. G. at 11 
a.m., I glanced through the wires, and 
was startled to see that Lieut.-Col. E. 
W. Leonard was wounded, but relieved 
to read further on that the wound 
but a few moments to get ready and 
off we sped to the casualty clearing 
station. to arrive if possible in time to 
see 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. My 
voice, owing to a heavy cold, abso­
lutely disappeared, and I had to hand 
over the ‘phone to Ibb., and I was 
shocked when I beard him repeat the 
fact that Wood was dead.

A Solemn Moment.
In silence we motored on several 

miles to the C. C. S. where he had J 
died, and there the doctors confirmed
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the main dressing stations, x
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 sees the 
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 
yards of the German line of the morn- 
ing. Gen. L-----had been hit in the 
arm, but was only slightly wounded, 
and was full of cheer as we were 
ushered into hls little underground 
chamber. Willis and I listened to his 
stories of the gallant way in which the 
attack of the day had been carried 
out, and of the reckless bravery of this
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how easily this 
trouble can be 
ended.

Blue-jay Corn 
Plasters are 
sold by all drug- 
Jay Bunion 
Plasters.

Blue-jay
Corn Plasters

Stop Pain Instantly
End (Corns Completely 

25c Packages at Druggists

Blue-jay is ap­
plied in a jiffy. 
When applied, 
you forget the 
corn. In two 
days you find it 
gone.
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BAUER& BLACK, Limited, Maker. of Surgical Dressings, efc.„Terente,Canada The Wright Piano Co., Ltd.seen. Instead of chalk walls with a 
wooden protecting ceiling, each cham­
ber was entirely boarded in, and the 
whole place was brilliantly illuminated 
by an acetylene gas plant.

While we refreshed ourselves with a 
drink we talked of 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
ous militia staff course. Little did any 
of us in that class of 27 officers thin! 
that within two months we would 
practically all be on the way to Eur­
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 Mc­
Laren replied "Thank you. Chapman." 
Something familiar arrested my at­
tention, and when the tall young offi- 
cer had saluted and departed I asked1 
who he was, and I found out that he 
was a London boy, and of course rec- 
ognized him as Harry, one of J. H.

How Bluejay Acts B is the BAB wax, which gently 
undermines the corn. Usually it takes 
only 48 hours to end the corn com- 
pletely.

C is rubber adhesive which sticks 
without wetting. It wraps around the 
toe to make the plaster snug and 
comfortable.

Blue-Jay is applied in a jiffy. After 
that, one doesn’t feel the corn. The 
action la gentle, and applied to the corn alone. So the corn disappears without soreness.

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
sian or Italian, they all seem to be 
ailed with the same spirit of courage 
and daring, and thus one should not 
take as a special attribute the noble 
qualities 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—tour 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 mounted richly- 
designed regimental crests.

Very little information did they offer 
to give, and I wondered if an Allied 
staff officer captured as they were would 
have been treated with such consider- 
atlon, for we did not compel them at 
the point of the bayonet or a pistol to 
give the information which would have 
been of most value to us.

One young German, who wore a fur- 
lined coat and collar, had the audacity 
to add when he was being questioned 
that it was not gentlemanly tor an offi­
cer to ask an officer the name of his 
regiment. One only thinks of a Ger- 
man as a Hun or a Boche, which, in 
common parlance, means a swine.

Many weeks have passed since I last 
touched your Vimy Ridge letter. It is 
well that I was able to write you every 
few days in addition to the various odd 
scraps that I used to Jot down to this 
letter from time to time during that 
busy month of April, as otherwise your 
postman would have had to. make all 
manner of excuses for me each time 
that the English mail arrived without

Pains A. M. DOUTHWRIGHT, Manager.352 DUNDAS STREET.
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$ A is a thin, soft pad which stops 
the pain by relieving the pressure.

f
KNOW WOMAN’S FFE

Iam a woman.
What I have suffered is a far better guide 

Pan any MAN'S experience gained second- 
I know your need for sympathy and health. 
And the treatment that gave me health 

A and strength, new Interest in life, I want to 
• priceless" Boon ornenich. too, may enjoy the 
W Are you unhappy, unfit for your duties? 

write end tell me how you feel and I will 
send you ten days' FREE trial of a home 
treatment to meet your individual needs, 

i together with references to women in Canada 
/ who have passed through your troubles and 

regained health; or you can secure this 
FREE treatment for your daughter, sister or 
mother.

If yon suffer from pain in the head, back, 
• or bowels, feeling of weight aud dragging 

down sensations, falling or displacement of 
7 internal organs, bladder irritation with fre- 
quent urination, obstinate constipation or ipiles, pain in the sides regularly or irregu­

larly, bloating, dyspepsia, extreme nervous- 
• ness, depressed spirits, melancholy, desire 
Ito cry, fear of something evil about to 

happen, creej: feeling up the spine, pal- , pitation, hot es, weariness, sallow com- 
plexion, with dark circles under the eyes, 

pain in the left breast or a general feeling 
that life is not worth' living, I invite you to 
•end to-day for my complete ten days’ treat- 
ment entirely free and postpaid, to prove to .yourself that these ailments can be easily 

: and surely overcome at your ‘own home. 
, without the expense of hospital treatment, or 

the dangers of an operation. Women every-
. Where are escaping the surgeon's knife by 
" knowing of my simple method of home 
, treatment, and when you have been bene- 

fited, my sister, X shall only ask you to posa 
S the good word along to some other sufferer. 
AN home treatment is for all.—young or old.

ajestic. 227 Di2Doors West of das
Chapman's sons. McLaren sent an

In order that Iorderly after Chapman
might meet him and talk of London. Have given the nations blood to drink 

like wine.
Through weary years and ‘neath the 

changing skies. 
Men turned their backs on those ap­

pealing eyes
And scorned as vain Thine awful sac- 

rifice.

darkened land. 
Where ruined homes Me round on 

every hand, 
Life's deeper truths men come to un- 

derstand.

it wasChapman was just recovering from ing relic of Vimy, but my, 
rather trying experience, as on the |heavy, and my hand shook for hours 

after my arrival home.
a
day that poor Leonard Wood was killed 
he was hit just over the heart by a 
bit of shrapnel, which would undoubt­
edly have ended his earthly career had 
the bit not landed exactly on his poc­
ket. He showed me the contents, 
which consisted of a dozen or so post- 
cards and a card which Mrs. Gregsten 
had sent him. In the centre of the 
card was an ugly rent, but Mrs. Greg- 
sten’s face was quite unharmed, and it 
must have been a great joy—for 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 McLaren, Willis and I 
moved down the old German trench, 
examining the shattered dugouts, 
machine gun emplacements and gren­
ade stores. At the entrance to one 
extensive dugout I found a large brass 
bell which had a Greek key pattern 
design running around the flange. The 
hell, which was a most attractive one, 
was used by the Boche as a gas alarm, 
and no doubt It rang wildly as a warn­
ing to the Huns in the nearby dugouts 
when the sentry saw the advancing

The Final Scene.
As the April afternoon was drawing 

to a close, and as a wet snow began to 
fall we hurried on. It was a C 
sight which met our eyes in passing. 
Two padres and a party stood at an 
open trench, In- which lay the poor, 
broken bodies of men who had gallant­
ly given their lives that right might 
triumph and that the strong and pow­
erful nations be not permitted to

For lonely graveg along the country- 
side.

Where sleep those brave hearts who 
for others died.

Tell of life’s union with the Crucified.

solemn

Kings with their armies, children In 
their play,

Have 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, 
“Evil is good, good evil,” we were 

told.

Read My Offert
To Mothers of Daughters. I will explain a 

simple home treatment which speedily and 
effectually dispels green-sickness (chlorosis), 
irregularities, headaches and lassitude in 
young women, and restores them to plump­
ness and health. Tell me if you are worried 
about your daughter. Remember it costs you

And new light kindles in the mourner's 
eyes. 

Like day-dawn breaking through the 
rifted skies. 

For life is born of life’s self-sacrifice.
trample on the weak.

As we stood in the gathering gloom, 
with bared heads. I thought of. the 
closing stanzas of one of Canon Scott’s 
poems: "For life is born of life’s self- sacrifice.” He thought of the same 
Unes as he stood at the grave of hls 
own son, who was killed in the Somme 
In 1916.May I quote his "On the Rue du 
Bois?”

nothing to give my method of home treat- 
meut a complete ten days trial, and if 
you wish to continue, it costs only a few 
cents a week to do so, and it does not inter­
fere with one's daily work. Is health worth 
asking for? Write for the free treatment 
suited to your needs, and I will send it id 
plain wrapper by return mail. Cut out this 
offer, mark the places that tell your feelings, 
and return to me. Write and ask for the 
this oner again. "27: 2.7 may not “

I am afraid that this will read a 
much disjointed letter, as I have writ­
ten bits on at least two score occa­
sions, with many a long interval In 
between, but it will give you a slight 
idea of the many happenings which 
are crowded Into a day’s work at the 
front

Some of the days are sad, while 
others are cheery, but through them 
all there runs the confident spirit of

the sad news. It was a very solemn 
occasions as we entered the little 
temporary chaper where Wood and two 
other gallant officers, who had given 
their all, were lying. The candles shed 
a dim, religious glow over the little 
chamber, while the Union Jack draped

Yet here, where nightly the great 
flarelights gleam.

And murder stalks triumphant in their
beam. 

The world has awakened from itsO pallid Christ, within this broken 
Not those torn hands and not that

empty dream.over their poor bodies proclaimed to 
ail the feet that they had died * slor.RS. M. SUMMERS, Box 12, ..
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