
BRUCE IN KFIAKI.

WORTIILESS JOCK McGREGOR
By Pte. A. W. Drunimond, 15th Field Ambulance

When the drumi-beat that encircled the
worid, calied the Sons of the Empire
back te defend their horne against the
treachery of a desperato foe, a foc who
liad torn in slîreds ail tho sacred rights
of hiuianity. Wlîeu that druin-beat
was' heard iii the far west and the Sons
ef Canada responded, with them caine
Jock Mc(Gregor.

Jock, the adv'entiirer, whio hiad left
Scotlaiid to foiiow the long trail, the
îi-rsistible call of the înighty west, heard
tlhat bis hoinieand wvas in danger and as
hoe listened te ftie tales of tre;îchery, bis
whoIe being rose in revoit, and hie en-
listed, onu anîong the many who Ieft
thoir adoptod land to pour vengeance on
the head of the [lun.

After many înonths of suvoru training,
Jock with lus Battalion sot sail for Eng-
land, wliero again they were put throughi
a series of lbard testî. 'l'lin that event-
fui day camne, that day when thoy wure
found fit t() 3011 the great arrny cf free-
dom, battling againstînighty odds in
the tranches cf Pllanders.

What hopes and expectatious thrillod
tlîeir huarts as tlioy stood on the parade
groand liisteuÎng te, tic wordsi of advico
givun thein hy thieir 0. C. before mari--
ing to the train that wvas te carry them
to their troopship, thon France.

La Belle F"rance, that magic namne, thu
Iand of battie for which ail soldiers eag-
erly strive, and learn, se that whun thuir
day cornes, thcy înay net bu found want-
ing. Jock MoGregor fait the blood of
the clansmen surging througli his vains,
se eager had lhe bean for the fray that
the days of drill and waiting seemed
endloss.

In France, Jock with bis battalion
was sent te the base, thiere te await the
command from headquarters teliiing them
te meve np the lino. Soon it came and
to the skiri of the bagpipes thuy march-
ed away, throwing a kiss hure and there
or exchanging a bit of carelesa

banter with the French lassies, who
trooped along the wayside te sou the
Tommies mardi past. Near the front
ail precauîtî<ms were taken ta ensnre the
safety cf the men. Thlle skirl of the
bagpipes no longer enceuraged thein
forward, in silence they marched, once
in a wvhile semne wit would attempt te
crack a joke and a feeblu laugh would
bu tue ouly response from bis comrados.

Once in thc tronches the usual routine
cf taking cover was gene through and
the men settled down te their vigil.
Eveîýything was so different frein wlia:t
Jock baad iînagined. Ilo iad tlionght
that war censistod cf a sudden dash,
a rush across the open, a struggle, thon
victory. Býut this cold weary wait,
watclîing for soinething that struck down
a coinrade, who a moment beforo lad
heen liv-ng flash and blood at your vury
side, unnerved a man.

At last thu day came, it badl been pre-
ceedud by heurs of ceaselesa activity on
tlie part cf the artiilery. Tfhe flash and
roar cf bursting shela had seemed te
Jock like the noise cf an inferno. It
lîad beaui terrifie, tremundu and awe-
somne. Suddeuly it had ceasod, and tho
crouclîiig mnen in the trench weru up
and at 'ui. Acress the open thoy
charged, siaslîing and luiiging at the
grcey mnass, tint were like a wave before
thiein.

Whou the ordur had ceme te charge
Jock McG rager had respendod. With a
rush lie had scaled the parapet, but juat
as ho gainod the top, he fuit it, it stung
lîim sharp and quick. Ho fuit the warm
bieod gusi, the uarth soemed te spin
around him, then darkness, black and
impenutrable settled ovur him and ho
toppled backward with arma eutstrotched
as if impioring aid frein a God who had
tumned his back on mankind.

Eager and willing bauds however
reached forth, handa that provided suc-
cor and aid, and ataunched the stream
that flowed frorn Jock'a wound. Care-
f uily the bearera carried him. back te the
dressing station. But, alas ! the bullet
had found its billet, poor Jock was mer-


