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race Îs utterly defeated. To accompliali
this, as 1 have said, we have to consider con-
,ditions, duties, prospects. The conditions,
as might be expected in such a titanic
'struggle, are of the most tryingr character
that it is possible for humant nature to en-
dure, Guns and munitions, in number,
size, power, and cost, almost încredible, are
employed on both sides and oit ail fronts.
Destruction and death reigni auprerne:
towns and villages are razed to the ground;
miles of country present the spectacle of
being literally pulverised. To know the
neaning of moderm warfare one has only to

witness the sites where Ypres, Courcelette,
IPozières, and Verdun once stood. Miss
Emily Ilobhouse, who visited Qermny re-
,cently, and found friends there, returtned to
give, us an entirely new version of the Ilun
terrorisai of " our f riend the enemy. " She
found herself agreeably surprised at the con-
ditions which prevail in the parts of France
and Belgium held by the Germans; she saw
no sucli aigus of vandalisni as ahe had been
led to expect. One is apt to wonder what
localities were visited by the lady. Did she
linger at the now world-famous places where
,chu rches and libraries were wrerked,
children crucified, and maidens tori front
their homes ? Possibly lier impressions were
gained within the city of Berlin.

Winter is here, and witb it all the wet,
cold, and mud with which our splendid nien
have grown familiar in the present trench
warfare. Our noble comrades who have made
the great sacrifice were lieroes, the nien who
wear upon their breasts the decorations of
their country are lieroes, but so arc the meni
who are enduring the privations and dis-
comforts of the winter carnpaign. This, let
me say, is where true manhood is found.
Someone lias said that the eloser you corne
to the firing-line the nearer you are to true,
uiobility, and that is true. War creates
myriada of parasites; creatures for whomn the
misery, suffering, and death of others ýs
transformed into the very sunhine of tli
existence. But it is at the front, on the
firing-line, that life is stripped of selfishness
and self-interest, and true manliood is me-
vealed. Hero mnen reck nothing of danger
as they bravely "go over the top." Here
life itself is not considered as they stop to
stancli the wound of a commade, or camy
carry hirn to safetv tlirough a stomn of shot
and shell.

On ail Isands our owii lattalion is spoken
of in the highest ternis, and we are înodestly
inclined to believe that what everybody says
in praise of our gyallant boys must be true.
We now have a V.C. of our own, and we no
longer sing the glories of " Private Michael
Cassidy, V.C.," but substitute the nlaine of
Private Johnny Kerr, V.C. Let nu men
suppose that these heroic souls are oblivious
to danger of their surroundings. They know
full well that their turn mnay corne at any
instant. But to my own certain knowledge
many of these careless, cheerful lads are
consciously reliant uponi a higyhcr Power, and
like Lord Kitchener, who aaid " Prayer
nMeans victory," they believe iii the presence
and power of the Living God. Since the
day when this devastating conflict began,
the enenhies of Christianitv-the religion of
tmuth, purity, and goodiness-have neyer
ceased to point out what they are pleased to
cail the failure of ('hrîstîanity. If such
critica could spend a w'hile iii the front hune
trenches, and participate ini soute of the
deeds there performed, they would, I be.
lieve, learn flot to blaspherne.

The leason of the war is not that Chris
tianity lias failed, but that we have failed
miserably in our application of it to the
problems of life. lit time, please God, we
shall learu, even tliough it be through hard
and bitter experieuce, tliat the Lord God
omnipotent reigyneth, and that the only
remedy for war 'and ai other îlls of humait
society is to accept the principles and follow
the teachinga of Jesus Christ, the Prince of
Peace. Into the midst of aIl this tummioil
and bloodshed there cornes for the third
tirne, the message of C'hristmnas, with its
angelic aong, " Peace oit Eartli, goodwill to-
wards nien." What a strangre sonu, an
liow seemingly out of keeping wîih this sad
time and place. What a contrast is brought,
tri mind as we think of God's love and mans's
liatred; of God's peace, and man's conflict;
of life eternal beyond the present time of
discipline and death. Notwithstanding the
character of tlie conflict iii which we are en-
gaged, and the conditions under whîch. we
are striving to perforni our dnty, the 'writer
ventures cordially to wish the readera of the
Battalion Magazine the true joys and bleass
îings of Christmas. After aIl, we figit, and
serve, not mereiy to achieve, a rpresent vie-
tory, but to ensure a happy future, a future
in which a muai shall be to bis brother nman


