
appeared as it came through the cutaway, but its si
plume of smoke rose straight into the briglit air, an
big black engine pulled panting into the station -,
after car passed us. The doors opened and unifc
men began to corne quickly down the steps.

"I sc him!" Mark called in a voice as shrill as a
"It's Jackl"

The days that followed are confused. in my min(
a happy dream. jack was lad to bcback, sopl
with everything and took the greatest interest in gi
back into civilian clothes. His tin hat was pres.
to Mark, who wore it all day and had tobceforcibl-
arated from it at nigli:. We thouglit his craze for wc
it woiild wear Qut in a day or two, for it was a
weight on his young head, but he declared lie coi
feel its weight at all. When we insisted that itw.
heavy for him, lie carried it on his arm like a shieh

We felt that life had deaIt bountifully with i
letting uslhave our boy back from the inferno oi
Fron December 1915 te Mardi 1919 lie had been
from us, spending thrce birthdays in the trenclicu
now he was back and had corne through without a
iliness or even a scratch.

Hie had changed, of course, grown taller and filleý
and in rnany ways li< seeined older than cither of ,

Another incident of whicli the blue deiphui
rerninded me was that the mother of jack's friend,
mn Kelley sent me roses for Jackms homecoming.
beloved Freeman, her only boy, the gentie, dadl
Freeman, w<as not coming back. He had corne th
the war uafelv until November the il thi and then


