
CAFARD

It is mid-January, snowing, blowing, the ther-

mometer below zero. We have done no flying

for five days. We have read our most recent

magazines from cover to cover, including the

advertisements, many of which we find more

interesting, better written, than the stories. We
liave played our latest phonograph record for

the five hundred and ninety-eighth time. Now
we are hugging our one stove, which is no larger

than a length of good American stove-pipe, in

the absurd hope of getting a fleeting promise

of heat.

Boredom, insufferable boredom. Tliere is no

American expression — there will be soon, no

doubt— for this disease which claims so many
victims from the Channel coast to the borders

of Switzerland. Tlie British have it without

giving It a name. They say "Fed up and far

from home." The more inventive French call

it "Cafard."

Our outlook upon life is warped, or, to use a
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