
bgcoss of violets at a littie fiower shop, and a spray of
beutiful roses, real ones, and then we went back to the
flte1 to wait for the car to take us to the cemetery, two
or thre miles from Arras. The town looketi battered
and grim i the bright light of norning. Soap sudsy
wae wvas running over the cobble stones as if many
housekeepers had already finished their washing ana
tund the suds loose i tht optn drains.

When the car came we started with Mr. Morreli, our
drie and guide, on the way to the cemetery. It lies on
a northern slope facing red-roofed farn buildings i mae
lowlands acrosa the road and on this day it was bsthed in
th hazy amber sunshine. An edge of young oas ran
around it inside the fece and on the hili above, outtineti
aginst the sky were beautiful trees of uniform height
standing close together, 80 even, so symmetrical, and dark

ms the sky, they looked like an dàaboeate morn
ing border for the field o! crosses bélow.

At the cast o! the field were the French grves where,
Michel, jean, Peter, Paul andi Franois lie. Then come
the Scottish andi English heroes. At the vest were the
Canaians, uiany of them C.M.RL's.

Th grass vas growg green on their grves, andi
yellow andi white poppies were blooming as well as np

draonsand sweet dlover. Màny of them hati fresh
wmets of flowers, showing that their friends had 1ov-
ingy remembered thenL

Mrs. Leonard had no trouble i finding t grave she
was looking for. Its nuiber andi row wa stamped on
her mind. Slie tieti on the beautiful cross of violets and

lvn ly aid the roses bélow. We diti not speak andi
walked away, leaving her aloat vith her drati though 1
diak ahe knew our hearts weemunn with her,

Many of the French graves had not even pras grow-
igon them. Only the pale, YeUow lumpy clay, andi
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