
On Bellona's Hem

The three colours of France. It was for them
that I have lost my life; fighting for them has
brought me to this Judgment Hall

! ""

That is fine, is it not ? Only the French genius
is capable of just such a splendid blend of naivete,
emotion, and the best kind of theatricalism.'

And at these words at last the Good God smiles,
and behind Him Heaven opens for the Poilu to
enter.

There is a little more—for it seems that Heaven
is full of, Pnilus with blue caps, and golden
helmets, and wings that remove the possibility of
getting wet feet or weary feet any more for ever
and ever. And our Poilu joins these others, who
look Iiappy and are happy, and sings with them
" Glory to God in the highest," while the angels,
not perhaps wholly without irony, answei, " Peace
on earth and goodwill to men."
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