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THE REAL FRONT

with heroes of unknown ncame, iu liomespun

gray, and kliaki- with laborers and navvies

with the poor and with the lowly, 'the glor:

of this war is the glory of the cv^mmon man.

In this wai those that were high and might;

have fonie to tlie humblest tasks, and those tha

once were tlie greatest have become the servant

of all.

Riding down from the front line, one evening

on the Somme, I encountered a colunui of marcl

ing troops. As they wore bandoliers, I reco:

nized them as mounted men.

"Wlio are you?" I called out.

"The Royal Horse Guards—Blues," some oi

answered.

"V'h->t have you been doing up front?

inquired.

"Burying the dead at Moltke Farm," reph<

the former speaker.

The Household Cavalry, the right of the h

in the British Army, acting as scavengers of t

battle-field! "Alas," moans the defender of t

privileged classes, "alas, how the glory has c

parted !" But the Horse Guards, serving at tl

menial work, are but an emblem of democra

for which we fight, where all alike must share 1

meanest task, and where all alike may aspire

the highest glory.
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