roN

¥ ‘l];o‘ne

-+ I have just bought a coat.-
-8 bag of rags. I.paid two shillings. for

L)

+Laddie

“*Owing- to ithe: enémy using
x+HAVE just applied for my first
} long leave. I can’t: see! why 4
few of the artillery, take country

tations when there is Londen to see.

t’s where I am going. !

I am the Yeride and env?" of the tent,

, of the left. section of .the battery.
 yeceived a package with a pair of very
ne white socks yesterday, and early
$his morning, at reveille, when it was too
dark to see, and when ¥ou are not obliged

. have full kit on, I hurriedly pulled

on over my riding breeches and
dfe]l in.” I saw a snicker run along the
line and all eyes were on my poor legs.
I glanced down and those extra long white
‘had baby pink tops—the boys are

hz&fnng yet. . !
“So many of the boys have to be treated
for tonsils. Tell all friends to have theirs
_attended to in Canada and miss all this
sick leave.” :
“Just think, it’sten o’clock at night as
I am writing this.and. daylight, too; the:
yesult of putting the clock’an hour ahead

“the - ““channel.”

for the: whole country..
.1 had another " dip “in

' “'Guess they turned on the ice water, But
T .went to Folkstone and bought a real.

##dip” in a bath.

i It is wonderful to: seé-the well dressed:"

“growd on the “Leas” 'and to hear the:
“military bands playing,: on’ this one day"

" of the week-—Saturday-afternoon holiday.
would “almest : think. thére was no

‘war. This ‘summer " resort “is. for the’

* wealthy, and:the hotels remind one of the.

yal Alexandra. at -Winnipeg, .and.-the

the word Fritz,
called Laddie

v
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A;bf@ad—First Lon_g-Leéve—LondOn‘; s

By Bonnycastle Dale- -

Our__Gunner Ablba.d is 11_‘6?"

an -awful -fuss; he had to'go to our line
and get the men—not a soul in the tents,
of course. He managed to mark down
ten imen, but No. 1 will get it to-morrow.

No drafts for France have been picked
lately. I am just waiting ready to go.

“Just think, some of our men on a route
march had to 'pa{ the farmers for filling”
their water bottles—a penny a. bottle..
This is so_different from the usual kind-
ness, honesty and generosity of “the
English countryside.

T saw some bluebills and other wild
duck in ‘a park lately. Oh, how I will
miss those glorious Canadian fall days
when' we camped and photographed an
shot. I was surprised to'see a big blue
heron here the-other. day, and our com-
mon mudhens, but there are very few
birds along the seashore here.

I just heard we are not to go on any
drafts until the wounded convalescents
are all returned to fhe front; they have
first’ chance, being experienced. :

I have a new job—mess .orderly.
It’s good to learn everything. - Of course,
there 'is 'a ‘“butt’ in .the subsection—
this evening he picked a cigarette out of:

a box offered’ to. him—it/ had a‘nice wee

stick “of cordite ' in- the' centre. . There:
was some ‘doings after it-went off.- Then
he sang’for us.  Every man took off his
as owls and dilent—say, that'was no:name.

tent of .ours, they. would have:some film.

i King Edward: at. -Toronto.: ~We: played: ; -
“pilliards this evening; there are no-pool 1|
‘tables in England:....Say! I hope .1 .;

. get that leave. . _ -
% We had another. fish ration yesterday.:
“We, call him Sir Sam Fish now; they-are
‘not really bad when:fresh. ‘ol

“.it; you cannot get a' new one:-unless you

~ are really in tatters. ' You will remember

“iwriting the joke in The Western Home
“Monthly about . our: sentry in -Cobourg,,

Mine was .

- Jacko, who fell .into the  diteh?, Welly .

he was here in the tent-when I read your: :

:gtory and he laughed as hard as the rest.
' T've got to quit for a while—‘Physical
Jerks—Parade!” .

Well, now, I have time to - continue. .

'Do you know we are nearly roasted with:
the heat this August in England-—it’s
better than the rain of Aprl to July,

anyway.

Wh.lie we were doing. Physical Jerks
an’ aeroplane, evidently interested in
our odd evolutions, came circling over-
head watching us. - I know I’ll not get
! the crick out of my neck in some time
from watching it.

Oh! how can'I write? I'm on the edge
.of the platform in the recreation room.
A chap, guess he’s a blacksmith, is pound-
ing the piano, about a dozen couples of
men are dancing and everything’s topsy-
turvy. '

I am on aerial piquet to-night; hope a
:Zepp comes over. - Qur subsection is in
a mess—the No. 1. (sergeant in charge)
selected the piquet twenty men short
and dismissed. the rest..' Of course,
every man saw the error and every man
made himself - scarce ‘and, - when the

orderly of the day eame around, there was.

' Misses,

| 'Hussars Parade, ,Sho;ncliﬁ‘e Park.

I see on the notice board to-night that
I have got my pass for London. Sorry
I haven’t time to tell you all about the
big Zepp raid last night. Six big .ones
glowing like red hot cigars when the
searchlights caught them, and guns going
off. everywhere. I'll never forget the
searchlights on one long, golden looking
sausageﬁike thing. She got it hard as
she edged off over the sea. The half-
hour I spent looking at it was something
like a horserace or ball game. Up goes
a shell. Everyone yells: “That’s going
to get it!"—"Nol” they groan, as it
s, and when .she dove down in an
attempt to escape the beams of light,
we all cheered, thinking she was done for.

There was an order last night that all

_the tents in our line had to be taken down

and - the floors lifted and cleaned. Just

Horse Training, Shorncliffe Camp.

the chance we wanted to get'at the thiev-
ish rats. About one hun ‘men armed
with sticks of all kinds stood about each
floor as it was raised and a regular forest
of sticks whacked down—and most of
them missed the squealing, leaping verniin.
A whip here, a mallet there, whistled and
pounded, then of all the cheers when one
would lea
men would f
of - canvas—and whis it
thecrats that got the blows. . I stood
my tent door anhd laughed until.

" tears ran’ \d:(jwn ‘my  face, ;

e Tt hawia
sobasl che, Bext ek
‘hat and _stood at  attention as ‘solemn: B the,

forit, ~If ' the movies. -ever took this

7
again. I am thoroughly enjoying the

few nights’ sleep this ‘'week at my uncle’s,

We went to, Madame Tussaud’s and saw

the wax figures this morning, lunched

in building and went down to ‘the Seala

to see the war pictures; they lasted three:
hours.: I'am sendinl% you the programme,

I have had the-luck to strike two days’

rain_already, so I had a good long visit

with all my relations. I arrived at
Cannon St. station about six last night.

Went to St. George’s—magician very (food;

walked in Hyde Park to-day and got

soaked, stayed at the Union Jack Club the

first’ night; it was crowded. There was,
a wonderful searchlight display over

London last night, fully. one hundred~
streaming out at once. happened to be

on a high part of the city then and it

certainly was a wonderful sight. The

crowds turn out as if a circus was in

town. If the Germans think they are

searing us they are away off; it's a grand

free show with the principal actors killed

in the last act. '

This wonderful City of London—
miles upon miles of shopping streets and
still there are more miles ahead, countless
acres of wharfage and ships from every
part of the known earth—save ememy
ports (yes, we have 'numbers of those,
too, well tied up), flags of all nations
whipping the breeze as if such a thing
as ‘a submarine was totally unknown.

I didn’t bring my overcoat with me
and I'll wager it rains every day I am here.

I have travelled a lot in the Tubes;
the rear end of one train is just passing
the end of the platform when the next
train pokes its nose in; they go at terrific
speed.  It’s very dark hére in the city at
night. I have n to the most wonder-
ful churches and abbeys, the ancient
Tower. I have seen the Houses of
Parliament, the Bank, the statues, the

‘white clean sheets, just as this
iy T e
: un nd why man .
ight into the crowd-and the . upgh thxseutg Wwill
over tent pegs and bundles never: ‘
hisper—it. wasn’t only .
i

‘hotels

Einbanksoent, the pé ks—.ag g'
tired and my eyesp?re 80 -t w
keep them open any longer even to
you. :

I awoke in a soft feather bed, betwees
w =

« worse

of all the countries under:
glory of the dim interiors of Y
churches, the beauty of the voices
their boy. choirs, the volume of their
organs that set the stone-laid floo
bing, the banners still in the high
that snapped in the winds of all the
tinents and billowed ott’on every,

I tell you it makes one feel ‘g
be even a cub of such a race. = -

I must run—goodbye—off—back
the artillery camp. b

The Late Rev. W. Wye:
From Burford, Ont.,

the death of the Rev. , 5
on Januarz 6th. The deccased gentlé-
man, who had reached the fine old age of
90 years, was a well ong -

tional minister, but, perhaps, still '
known as a writer. He was an enthu-
siastic Scot and a fine ayt y on- Scot-
1 re-

tish matters.  Readets  of The /W :
Home Monthly will’ recall’ M“M&.‘n
cently he: was ‘an- occasional and inter-
esting contributor to this magazine. He
was the author:of many poems and also
of a version of the New Testanient in .

i 1 - b v‘~ ‘
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known

the broad Seotphf dialect.

The Thimble ;
A vain and silly Thimble - .~ "
Unto a Finger said, ©% %%/
“Pm very brisk and nimble . +
With needle-and with”threafl?”’ ¢
Sai% the Finizrlto the Tiutnble, A
“Your wor can’t approve,. *
I For I'm the one tliat’s n'gnbh!;-’ i
It’s I that make you move.”
=% b g s
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