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THE PICKLE.
V~[SITORS to-niglit," said the 'staff.' "lWhat

have you got for supper ?"

"Just the usual lay-out," answ7ered the mess cook
"Ibully-beef on the haif-shell, ýcheesç, jam."

"Pity," responded the staff, looking worried. l'This
is a man who can help us out quite a lot, and I'd like
to give bum a good show. If the canteen wasn't closed
we might do something," he added, rtegretfully.

"Tbere's always the pickle," suggested the Cook.

TH.E SHOCK TRO#DPS.

Canadian:"Hal' i1 guess yotu'd beier fake your
wind-huh 1 "

<'Good idea,"1 commended the staff; t&we'll have the
old reliable."l

When supper-tîme came the mess table was decorated
with the usual fate, and in the place o! honour stood

the pickle. It was no ordinary pickle-that could be

seen at a glanoe. A war pickle, this, of triple-tested
durability and of an apalling colour. In civilian life

it had masqueraded as a y'oung otalon, but after going
through the hardening processes of! g-ea pkle plant

owned by an army contractor,' it bore no further ein

blance to any known variety o! vegetable. Above ail,

what marked it out from its one-tinie fellows was its
size. How it had ever been got into the bottle eludes
imagination. The *only solution could be that it had
subsequently swelled, and yet had retained its unwhole-
some colour and a surface of proved impenetrability, s0
that neither by cunning nor by brute force could it be
coaxed or dragged from its lair. In turn every member
of the mess had tried lis skill and wasted bis temper on
it.* It bore the scar of many a fork-thrust, but 11o one
had ever been able to carry a tactical success to a
strategic victory.

The visitor entered, and was placed by the S.M. in
the seat of the privileged.

"lNow, just help yourself to anything in siglat," said
the 'major.' Il''Tisn't xnuc 'h of a lay-out, but the best
we can do at present. Have some pickles," he added,
nonchalantly, as the visitlflg quartermastet-sergeant took
a sluce of bnlly-beef.

Ivery eye in the mess expressed an uneasy aloofness
as the stranger grasped the bottie. He pressed his fork
againsi the circuniference of the pickle. Nothing hap-
pened. He pressed harder. The pickle neyer budged.
The veins stood out on our visitor's forehead; he
clenched lais teeth and drove with ail bis might. The
pickle suddenly dodged, bobbed about a littie, and then
went to sleep again. For the ensuing five minutes the
visitor cajoled the pickle with a gentie fork. We knew
that was quite hopeless. Then he became angry. He
lunged and stabbed. It was useless. Supper was for-
gotten; the contest absorbed ail eyes. Our visitor be-
came aware of it, and. bis discomflture was evident. He
harpoonied the more vigorously. Stili no0 resuit. At last,
in an access of rage sucla as no senior N.C.O. has a riglat
to îidulge ini, he dashed the bottie on to the table.
There was a crashing of glass and a deluge of watery
vinegar, and the pickle shot out of siglit on to the floot.

The visitor rose. "Thank you for a splendid evening's
exercise," he remarked, and made for the door.

The S.M. raised his cup. "4To a brave and resolute
conirade, " he declaimed. "Missikng7-believed killed !"

We drank to the pickle, standing and in silence.

The Casualty Draft.

TH Vcall them the "Breeze" as soon as they're

They've the battie breeze glint in their eye.
For Fritzie has terrors for none of this crowd,

And B. C. men know how ,to die.

Etach one of the "Breeze" is a gold-stripe man,
And he knows what he's UP against, too ;

And there isn't a one who's an -Ialso ran"-
There's some trouble for Fritz in this crew!1

No more P.T., or in other words, "'jerks,"0
They'll be holding the lime or advancig

They will harry the Huns or tackle the iurka
Instead of that gol-darned step-dancing.

But they haven't all finished with jerks for good,
For bliglaties are frequent, and then

Ihere's the hospital, leave, and some pain withstood,
1%a "Pp 1oce" or "Jerks" once, again.


