
nothing on the cros but the tin rosettes bearing
colour for France, faded uxow by the wind ain
loosened too and rattling as the wind passed ove
making a weird siaiging in this quiet street of thi

1 had not known that there were acres and ac
acres of these white crosses and as I looked at ti
hemr was swept with a feeling of desolation and
at the enormity of war. Surely it was not for t]
diese brave young fellows wcre born. I tried to t
thern as lying at peace in the land they fought i
1 tried to pray that it might lie lighdly to their bo:
that God's richest treasures in heaven rnight b
inheritance, but 1 kziew it was all wrong and m
was hot with rebeliion.

We cliuibed Vimy Ridge one day and there wer
Iike us who had corne to see this tragic place. Grt
of rusti»g barbed wire, wheels, shafts and other
wreckage of wbat once had been machines ol
littered the gras. Be1ow us, and not far away, men
smocks ploughed their fields, one man leading thi
and another man guiding the plow. Fartiier ai
could tee cattle grazlug. Below our fret small yeUl

pinkfloersblomedin~ caim assurance that Natt

There was sonthn boutallthis placdita

expected to find, but certainly it seeined that i
forgotten too soon the wanton destruction of i
life. Hpw cepy blood had flowed into this unh
soil *

Once I stoope4 and dug ino thc soil with my

a button Itah o a piee#of greydcoth. 1 put

When we ecethtoofim ii ae


