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The philosopher lookod for a etone ... and we baud
hlm the merry ha-ha. My neiglibour, who doscrîbes
himseif as a philateliet. sends east for "«carefuiiy se-
locted assortments" of foreIgu postage stamps, hop>
lugsmre day tu Ilnd a biue Maurîtius, wortb a thous-
and-or le it a mllio ?.-dollars; su far bis collection
consias chiefly of "penny Englisb" of the tîme of
Queeu Victoria. The psyehical researcher neglocts
bis business ln the expectation o! receling non-es-
sentiai messages from departod friends; meanwhIle
the company disjconuocte bis phone. The whlrliug
dervish aime to achieve perpetual motion-the Budd-
blet, eterual reet; and 1, Boule day I am going to bear
a soldier blow about bis personal exploits In battie.

Toears ago 1 was oue of a number o! small boys
who, ln a echool lu suburban London, lletened oagerly
tu a discours. from a Crimean veteran. For an hour
ho talked ta us, flot o! hImlnef, nor of the berolc
deode of brave mou, but of tho divine self-sacrfling
love o! a good womau. Ho told the Immortal story
of Florence Nightingale whose shadow falliug, as she
passed through the cheerlese wards of the field boa-
pital, upon the bar. and wbltowashed walle, wae
kiseed by sbettered and dyiug men, and whoee chIu-
drou, the armiles of the Britishi Empire, shall forever
ris. up aud cali ber blossod.

J3eing remiudod by the echool-master that ho had
flot spoken o! bis own part lu the flghtiug, the aid gen-
tleman requested that we would sing a sang whIle ho
endeavourod to recail somo epecially thriliug ex-
perlenco. Wo sang-

"The flame of our auceetore, the naomes of other
days,

Have reached us througb all ages, lllumined by
glory's raye.

Thoso names dofy oblivion, they tyrant force
withstood,

They !ought and fell for freedoin, thoîr simple
word beld good."

and wbeu we had flished the old soldier told ue of
the Incident whlch was most doepiy lmpresoed upon
hie mind:-

"Boys, whou it wau ail over, the big sbipe camo ta
carry us homo. As we marched aboard, the regimon-
tel baud playod 'Homo Sweot Homo,' and I broke
down and cried 11k. a baby."

0* s.

As a boy of thîrtoon 1 attomptedl ta extract froin an
Ashanti campaiguer tihe story or a scar wblcb cieft
hie chin. Ho agreod to satisfy my curlosity oncon-
ditIon that 1 aocepted a chew of tobacco. Aftor that
ho taikod; but 1 have n0 recollection of auything ho
said, for 1 was preoccupled wltb tho dlecavery that
the lnadvortout swallOwiug Of a mouthful af tobacOO,
Juce hae the effeet o! nlakiug the oarth's motion in.
moediatoly and vlolontly apparent ta the swa.llowor.

esmt lu a rellway carniage where au old lady wor-
rIed an ex-songeant Of tbe Fourth Dragoon Guards ta
tel1 bow ho oaruod the two, Egyptian modals, with
bars, whlch decoratod his broaet

"I dldn't earn thein ma'am," lie replîed, "they were
gîven to me; this one for being a tea-totailer; and
this for boosing lu the canteen."

Ânotber cavairyman wkho iost a leg lu the same
campalgn confided to me that the most excitlng Mo-
ment in his military career happened wben, on a re-
cruiting march from York to, London, bis horse tbrew
him. and stepped on bis band.

A New Zealander who saw mucb fightlug in the
Boer war, recalled as bis most paluful experlence,
the riskiug of bis Ilfe to save froin a buruiug farin.
bouse a bottle of gold dust .. gold dust wbich shone
ruddily ln the fireiight, looked lke gold, but proveci
to bc qulck-silver.

In this city 1 worked at one time wltb a man 'wbo,
11ke myseif, le a cockney. At the outbreak of the
great war ho hurrled, wlth whatmlgbt almost be
described as indp<'snt haste, to join Op. Upon hie
return after sme two years of figbting, I met hlm
on the street, mInus one eye, and with sundry pieces
of shrapnel embedded lu varlous parts of his body
as perpetual souvenirs.,

"What was It like over there?" I askod.
"Pretty eoft" be replled, 'Why, wben we came

back atter one battie there was rum for ton thousaud
mon, and only three tbousand of us to drInk It," after
wbicb be deciined tu diseuse the eubject of war any
further.

Hope sprIugs eternal lu the human breast, a.nd
some day I am golng to hear a soldier blow about
bis personal exploits lu battie.

THE PROFITEER
Whon ho hears the Boys are COMing Hme.
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