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THE REAL FRONT

ubystnal wrelchi'<lucss where he left most ol liis

comrades forever.

I had always ihriUed to Tennyson's "Charj,'.'

of the Light BrigmU-." But the hackgmimd

wliich Trooi)er MeConuick gave to the poH's

flashing i)ieture turned all its gay and glillerin;,'

hue^ into a somber gray.

Recently I heard a friend comparing the

British entry into Jerusalem with the glory of tlwit

other triumphal entry in the time of the Crusades.

"Those were the days for fighting!" he ex-

claimed.

Our British troops in khaki filing through the

gate at the Tower of David seem a poor spectacle

indeed compared with the plumed knights of God-

frey de Bouillon, with tossing spears and coat^

of shining mail. But I doubt if those bravt

knights, encumbered by their hundred pound;

of iron, felt much more glorious than a prome

nading junk-shop by the time they reached llu

Heights of Zion.

When I crossed the Atlantic in 1914 witli .

convoy of thirty transports, a deckmatc was for

ever bemoaning the departure of glory from Ui

sea. By day the mile-long columns marchtH

across the ocean's gray. By night the blinkin,

war-ships folded us upon the vast and heavm

waste. But my mate was repining for the "goo
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