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By Exe-Sgt.-Major Hfector Mdackalght

LONG, long march by a large, large
body of men.

MInwho are happy, though theyIEAA ýhave passed through the "Valley of
the Shadow of Death."

They have been ini the Salient for
over four months.

Four months of heroism, four months
Le of sacrifice.

They are arriving at a beautifully situ-
ated French town of -orne four thousand inhabitants.

And good fellowship radiates, se that the French
people, used as they are to soldiers of ail allied nation-
alities, crowd te their doors and windows and say to
each other with knowing look:-

"Canadiens--tres hon!"
For the Canadians are beloved by al.
Beigium behind them for a few weeks, around theni

hep vines in full growth, fields of waving corn, gardens
resplendent wth vari-colored growth-an appreciative
populace, big bar-ns in large farms for billets-" and
Parad ise were Paradise enow!"

The companies are divided and allotted te their
respective billets.

The farm in which I find mnyself a guest with my coin-
rades in arme is a spick-and-span, well-to-do-leoking
place.

The "Madam" is a typical Northern Frenchwoman
and the two " Mademoiselles " are vivacieus.

These women work bard, they do mens work and
wornen's work ton.

Are net ail the able bodied males fighting for La
Patrie?

":Aheui Monsieur, c'estla Guerre!"
"It is the war!"' Most marvellous of people, the

French. Tbey make the best of everything. The death
of a cow, the high price of some necessary commodity,
the impossibility of obtaining seme luxury (a simple
luxury at that) the loss of a husband, or son, a "fiancée"
or hrotber-tbese are the natural outcome of the war.

So they shrug their shoulders, these loyal people;
their Country and their Country's henor corne fist-
pesnal feelings are subservient. It is the discipline of
Lve " Pour Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité."
For Liberty, Equality, Fraternity-kin . in their

sacrificial devotion they have but one excuse,
one explanation, one resignation.

>"It isthe war! "
And should you propose something that

ie impossible, should you sugg~ something
that is not in accordance with sthe dictates
of their wartime fith and resolution, they
wîl answer invarîably:

"Après la Guerre!"
The pretty demoiselle je importuned

by tbe love-sîck youth to become engaged
te maair>'.

"'But no! After the War? Ah! Ves!"
This doesn't sound muchl lke a dese'i

tîon of a Rest Camp, but it represents te,
atmosphere of this and other rest camps.

Would it were God's will that such an
atmosphere existed in the land where
these.ý words, will be rend.

Wouild it were a part of the dail>' routine
on board the ship upon which these lines
are penned-for I ani. going back after
my brief sojourn in Canada.

1 ton bave had more thun rest camps and
front lines te occupy mny msery-infested
mîmd.

But slower than my French brothers te
accustomn myself te the inevitable, it is
onl>' after an intervul of fruitless " kicking
againet the pricks" that 1 anm able te
mounit te my iÎttle upper berth and coin-
poemslft le with a murmured

But "to oui- Muttons" as oui- Allies
say-Ret Caml

Ithrew mys- f down in luxuriant straw
and pull my blanket over me.

lnstantly I ar sleeping the sleep of the
dead-weary.

You shall wake up in the morning and spend the day
with me-ori-to-morrow hl to jyan1wul
have you iare tosnelhey ndIwol

EVEILE n asunshîny mrorning. Down teA%-tlh bok for a glorieus splash and back te break-
fast.

Eeyoytalldng, everybody in good spirits,
Whowoul n't be a soldier?
Glorious iest alter ardueus dluties well donie!

The O.C. Company' is speakin.
We are formed up in Quarter Colurnn for iînspection.
All traces of dirt and dishevelment have vanished.
We are like se man>' new pins, ever>' particle of brass

is shining, clothes ai-e brushed aad carefully mended,
rifles glisten with oil and "elbow grease" and shel
helmets are washed till the>' look like new.

" Stand at ease! Stand easy and pay attention, mnen."
Shufling a lttie and displayig no little excitement,

we await the news,,for rumor bas been bus>' overnight.'"We are going back." "We ai-e going te have some
sports." "We ai-e oig te get a double pa>." "We
are going te drill eight hours a day." "Wlie are going te

«"Rest Camp may t5e very finze, farfrom hart
But Ihere is calling, where shelis are, fallt.
A Cuckoo near a farm-"

French Parody. "Dear Old Zillebeke

drill four hours a day.-" The chaps who relieved usure
falling bac k! "

Bus>', busy rumor-an Old Maid's part>' has nothîng
on the Ai -y

But the .C. has a sheet of paper in bis hand:
"There will be Battalion Sports to-morrow afternoon

in the fields in rear of J-edquarters Billets. Companies
will parade'in clean fatigue and mai-ch te Headquurters,
arriving there at 2 p.m. promptly. Entries will be sub.
mitted hy Officers Commanding Companies. A list of
conteste, etc., will be posted in each billet, etc., etc., etc.

" Decorations for services deserving of special recog-
nition will be awarded at 4 p.M. b>' General X.

A list of N.C.O.'s and men te be decorated will be
posted in each billet, etc., etc., etc."

And when the Sergeant.Maierhasdismissed the parade,
rifles and equipment are hurrîedly put away and we
father in knote to diecuss this wonderful new phase of

"Sergeunt Boffer gets the Militai-y Cross!"
'What the -for? "
"How should 1 know?"

" Old Sain Binks gets it too 1"
"Good old Sain! Good oId Sain!"
"Old Sain Binks!"
" He deserves the V.C.P"
"You betcher."
"l remembei-1
When a soldier starts with " I remember-"l there's

something coming that will occupy yeur turne te advan-
tage, but bei-e are an hundred soldiers, aIl remembering
something.

Something Old Sain Binks bas done.
"Gond Old Samn!"

Sain- Binks je a chuin of mine, and I knew where
te find hum.

He je in the kitchen of the fui-m playing with a refugee
orphan of about seven yeare of aîloyed je>'.

Sain hue little boys of hie own at home.
"'Hello, Sain!" 1 'say, an db e just nods.
"Glad te hear the news," I continue.

Sama takes ne notice. #
"Good Old Sama!"' I say enthusiasticaîlly.
I bold eut my band.
He ehukes it iinply, still sitting dewn.

"Gee, but l'm tickled to death old man," 1

"Hell of a nice kid, that," says Sam as the
formerînfant of Ypres makes a swipe at the cat with

e1 pour my>self eut a glass of heer in silence.
A phrase keepe dinning itsecf into my ears.

e "-and aIl the Pompe and Vanities of this icked
World! "

gSam bas the kiddie on bis knee now. I arn an intei--
loper, pure and simple."Where are they?"I1 muse.

The Pompe and Vanities, 1 meun!

HEband je playing popu lai- aire, the nmen are gathered
ýf in groups awaîting the signal for the final of the

Four splendid epecimens of manhood take their
places amid great excitement.

e Bang!' They are off.
Vuguel>' 1 remember thut once 1 did the "hundred"

in 10 1/5 seconds. I wonder what trne they are making.
" :Rogers winsl1 Rogers wins!"
"f Good old Rogers-!1"
Geod old Everybody, it seems te me, and 1 arn content

with it. le this not the soldiers' Utopia?
Then there je a wild ecramble for places te view the

decoatî ns. General X is te the point. Juet a few
simple soldierly words as lie pins the
decorations on the hi-caste of our heroes.

Cheers upon cheers and seîf-conscious
-. nonchalance on the part of the decoruted

- Then our Colonel mounts the platform.
- Something in bie fac, something in hie

manner, seeme te foretell unpleaeant news.
1 arn filled with evîl forebodînge.
What can it be?
He cleai-s hie thi-out, looks aro4nd as

tbough hesitating to acquaint us of some

"Mn"le says, but lie dees flot smile.
"Men, when we left up there, we left

everything in good order and condition.
We maintained the line. When the
enemy drove oui- coi-ades back, we went
te it again and re-established oui- pos-

Serieus inrouds have been made on those
positions in the last two days.

The Canadians are responsible for the

The enemy mnust ho taught thut lhe
cannot drive at us with impnity.

The Brigade is going bac',k.
The Battalion muet onîce more show

the world what staff it je nmade of.
We leave to-merrow, oui- stay lhtre has

been cut short.
"C'est la Guerre!"
Almeet stunned b>' this unexpected

news, we look at each other an-d then
hastil>' awuy.

Somebody yells eut:,
" Gond eld Colonel!1"
An officer turns towurd us. lie je enl>'

a Lieutenant, but hie weurs a modal. He
is one of the lucky ones.

" What do you say, boys?" lie cries.
"Hip, Hip, Hoorsy!"
Three times it belches forth like the

noise of a cataract roaring down the
steeps.

It ie net a cheer. It îe the Lion's reai-
of defiance.

Faces are set, teeth are clenched, fits
are doubled and chine stuck eut'.

"A tiger!"
"Hip, Hip, Honra>'!"
And tisen the tension breaks We laugh

and seize each other te duncp delii'iously.
Some of us wrestle.

The Lion je sharpening its claws.

W TE are marching through the town behind the band.
V'Oui- French friends lune the treete and block the

windows and donrs.
"Au revoir, Canadiens!" they ci-y.
" Bon chance, Messieurs!"
1 look up at a face in a winclow.
It je the face of an old woman, seamed and lîned with

age and care.
Tears roll unheeded down hier cheeke. She does net

hide themn.
Grief she bas seen and je net ashamed of. This le but

an additional sti-aw te the loud of hier cure and miser>'.
I wonder how man>' sons she has lest, thie Mother

of France.
Her lips move in prayer.
«'Oh!1 Dieu, Dieu, nies enfants!"
" Oh Ced, ,God, ni>'childi-en1"
I shout up te bier, "Au revoir, Ma Mére!"
She calle back, "Bon chance, Monsieur!"
"C'est la Guerre!"


