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A GREAT ARTIILLERY PHOTQGRAPH

put have made this picture, whlch as an epic rivais any of the fabulous labours of Hercules. These Russian sappers and gui
Id cannon over a speclally built track on to a temnporary platform built cf tree-trunks and pine-wood slabs. The gu.n is nme

big wheeis runnlng on the grounid, low truck wheels operatlng on railWay tracks. lt was flot built for gasoline traction, a~

fieId-plece capable of transportation anywhere, even over «the swamps of Russia. The only probsmn seema te be getting nie

i to inove it And this picture of movirng a great Russlan gun, taken in Poland, la one of the great epical photographs of the
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IT is often the trivial tbings that brlng out thebItterness. o! war.
A party of French soldiers, on their way frein

bospital te 'à convalescent home, were waiting
the «ther day in Creil Station for tbe train.

Some, witb arme bung lu neat white elIngs, still
had the healtby flush of face wblcii a year's soldier-
Ing iu aIl weatbers bail given thein. Those whose
greater injuries had kept them. for months lu sickly
smellixig wards were pale and baggard, and their
tre'ncb-stalned bIne uniforins hung meagrely upon
their shrunken frames.

A gruif sergeant was calling tbe roll, cbecking
eacb naine on the tally as its owner rose frein the
row of forme where the convaleOscenits were sittiag
and crossed over te tbe otiier side of tbe roo«n.

'Durand," bie called.
"Hfere, sergeaxst," was the answer, as a younig man,

walking almeest buoyan'tly, despite his sbattered arm,
rose froin the littie group.

"Legrand."
-"Here, sergeant," and the full-bearded ifatber of

'a faiuily, happy to bave escaped with w'hat the French
soldier bas learned te call a "good wound," fellowed

it."1 Th~e reply came
w sitting by the tablE
lers, bowever, but sta
Ln," exolalmed the Seri

Stand np!" shouted t

The children playlng in the beautiful gardens cf
the CJhamps Elysees are always the prettiest siglit iii
Paris. That stretcb, only a few hundlredý yards long,
of carefully tended î[owerýbeds and dainty lawns bld-
den amiong the trees is iu summer the mosýt charming
part of the most, beautiful capital ln Europe.

The little girls, dressed as if tbey were beautiful
big dolls, axe the most exquislte of ahl the frowers
ln the gardene. Their gaies and make-beleves
under the ýtrees go on just ais tbey always did. The
old women who run the tiny roundabouts and swings,
the little boys who Iead the goat-crÉe hav
known no falling-off lu their prosperlty since the
war began. Silvery equeals of lauglitei, the flaehing
of sturdy little white legs over skipping-ropes, scain-
perings ami ball-catcbing, and the immemoriai Punch
amd Judy at the corner are just as vigorously carried
on as if the Gerinans were thousands of miles away
instead of only sixty.

But one cbange bas, Indeed come, tboiigh very
-it ilie h~'iliirpn iiqv, not notieed it.

Wnell uJ

with a lo7senge-sbaped mark on thein f
man dead. Fields that are heavy witb
the earth's eternal reproduction are do
with these marks of man's desltxict>n.

Mile alter mile bas its soidiers' gravi
bore, clustering thickiy there, on the, SI
bills, in the heai't of the vaileys, in the v
of the cottages, andinl the màiddle of

-that are repeopled now but were: then
every emblein of life but bsttle.

lit was a partieularly impressIve visit
cause I was here for two days while
-that ftlid these graves was going on.
field ln wbicb I stumbled over the dea(
Zouaye, killed an hour before, lylng oi
among the clover. lt is golden with col
but one of the crosses that rise amn
must be bis grave. The village le busy
work again wbere I tallved with the 'ou
ecomrades, two of thema living-and ea.tin
,cheese without concern-wbile the third
themn dead.

The woods wbere the Chasseurs d'-A
streaning gal¶antly by on their white
are sleepy in the sun; the long Uines anc
of buddled <}erman deail are buried; thi
have been picked up; th~e dead artillery
disembowelled cows that dotted the fiel
legs sticking grotesquely in the air, ar
the horrible stench of deaitb and burute
thet hung lll<e a foui miasma over ir
fair country on those warm, misty Sept
iuge bas been biown away by a y'ear's ch

Who would beileve 'it ail happened?
There are stili shattered chuxrchee

pltted witb shrapnel and inachine-gun 1
seen in Barcy and Vareddes, and soins o

1 whE
r the
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