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A Pic! ures que Description of
Life ai the Front

By LIEUT. AUGUSTUS MUIRDUSK had drawu down; the wind scattered the

ciouds so that a few pale stars wmnked with

a chili,'unkin-dly ligbi; tiiere was no mooxi.

Siarliglit ie a frail Illumination even at the

best of? turnes sud lu the. most perfect place; but lu

the deptb[ of the trench it yielded a steely grey

gleami whicli accentuated the blacknese of âhe- sur-

rouwdiug nîght; sQ that a clump of siiattered pine-

trees en the. near horizon stood out agaiust the. dark

Indigo sky with the clean-cut sliarpuess of a

slho~uette.
"As soon as the relieving compauy la in the

treunchee," came the order, "retire by platocus from

the rigiit."
Prom down the comnctintec sounded a

Perkiug, uusteady plosh! plosh! Round the. beud

caine the vauguard of the relleving compauy: fresli

Pnea, untried by tlieir primai baptistn of fire; clear

o? eye; healt)hy of skiu; with tunica i'hat tlid ne

tale of ulghlts of muddy travail. There *as a quîrk

monf,,'reflce of offlcers-and what a couirasi, aa tbey

e-rouiiedbeneati thbe parapet; the. outfitso? thie uew

arrivais, a virginal, clear-cut black,. standing oui

aginsi the ligbt, mud-caked grey of the. old biande

accoutrements!1 A few burried directions: thie lîsten-
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îug pos ts s cribed; guu emplacements explained;

dangercus spots pointed Out; &ud thbe ubaitern o?

the waitiug platoon plunged int the darkness of tAie

communication trench witi tbe sharp wUsper, "Ljead

ou! " And se, close on bis heele we filed out of the.

firiug hune, a tired aud weary muster o? mou who

had for a seeming eternity o? days and nîghtssu?-

fered the iaxing rigours o? ceaeless batie.

Plungiug int mud-dy puddles, trtppiug over

obstacles on the trench 110cr, buming into the.

gnarled walls se that stones and clay mere dislodged

to drop with a patter as we passed, me siumbled ou

joyous miii s vast relief. Tii. trench greir shahloirer;

suddenly we emrerged luto tbe open. belmeen us sud

the. Bosche Unes loomed the. biack, ru-gged figure of

a square. sotld, sýhell-torn bouse; lu front of us lay

the uneven street of a siiatlered village, sulent as

the. hushed, deserted Miales o? death; sud int the

midst o! ils si'umYber snd sbadows led our wsy of

sanctuary aud of rest. The. mmnd frcaheued. It cut

siiarply across our chee'ke. Lt mas 11ke tii. fragrant

breath of hope te tlred bodies sud war-sick seuls.

Thougli It came f rom the battlefleld It bore sweet

burdens of joy sud promise; sud flavouriflg Its fresii

sud tingllng iouch, me plung-ed lot tii. darkuess

aud mystery 'of the desolate vIlage. I recaîl, net

irithout emotion, thbe 9trange sensation of moving

again ou a psuh uubounded by two claxy walls. The

open street, pale lu the star-lglit, mas like a symbol

of gloricus freedoin; sud this sudden foretaste of

uufettered release mas. s beneficelit baLmlra ba

lugered Ilu. somes sootiig leuitive upon Our

wearled and stricken souls. Preedoi and rest-

tubese more the fuel of loy. Iu t4he silencel of our

hearts me laugbed aioud.

T RE risp clatter o! miwketry greir fumIter, t111 it

de te a softeined sud spasmodic crackilng lu

the. diii distance. W. left the village lu the rear,

THE ýOLD SHOEBOX BUGGY
T mas ail ou accouaI o! tlie eld slioebox b)uggy.IPerii&ps you neyer sair oue-shaped like s bread.

bool milli lie( dashboard for a to. aud tlie part

beinhd lie seagi covered lu for a heel, lie seat

belug tube insiep; iu 1891 as muai a rruity 5Y sur-

viral as the. top buggy was by innovation. Top)

buggies became as commxn as messies be.rore 1 got

aoway frein lhe !arm. And the clii s.oex1 weut into

a corner betireen the cornerib Il,- tit ig Pen for

the bens te roost upon snd halcli ou, chickens unuier

the. seat-tffl fiually 'a jem-juuk man came along sud

get lie old irons.
Cyrus pluchOX' el-d sioebox aud 1 were lu :eaguie

tegetuhe for eue heclie day, July 1, 1881. Tii. rcasoa

I remibei' the year se meil is tit Presideili (km-

field iras siiot tbat spring snd dil.d LiaI summeor;

sud for about tme mentis thal kepi tie communiby

adjacent te Jeriche lu satxe o! agitation.

Belng mise enougli te "sk fer no 24th e! Maiy, sud

laving umade it quite ohear tubai 1 iad ne intention

of mor-tgagiliZ the. 12tb o! July In thbe middle cf

wheat-ciitting. 1 had pers-uaded Cyrus Pincher, my

nom bes8suiccessor Le Hiram Buclle--tiat me

sbenld let me have Dominioii Day.

"Ail riglil, Bub," says lie, mi a mry flcker on

bis quldgy old face liat ca.me te s focus in a ltble

medge of gr.eybeard. -I aln't neyer beheld any seuse

lu tubaI holiday. 1 dunue muaI she celebra-tes eut-

side e' Confederstion, sud lVm plegged if I kuoir

miet uwuz.»
However, h. had offered mhelo an e! the~ old

siioebex buggy for thbe celebra.liou ut Tilbury sud

thx' diIving horse, mhich mas a geod ce; e,nsd 1

ratier suspect noir tint lie susplcloned 1 had a girl

iu my mental1 piietograpli gallery-mhomf I had. suci

ber naine iras Maggle Malous. By the. Tilbury Times

sud suudi'y large posters ou the tel-eg-rapli polcs out

Jeric<> may, there mus te be a regatta on lie river,

a field day lu tlie park, sud a circus ont on lie

tiohlhy meadoir opposite lie faim grounds. The.

cirons iras Forepaugi. mie mas Ibon a second up Vo

Barnumi, sud lad the. reputatlou of net dlvlding bis

show lnt more tian tire parla for the sumail tomns.
- .- , , 0- in (%n of mis

A Recollection ofJMy Dominion
Day. in 1881

By JACOB HOLDFAST

Elucidated by Augustus Bridle

tbough sibe, kneir 3he was plcked for the. Mime pro.

gramee
Evening of June 3ftii I took off the wheels of the.

oid buggy and put lard 9nd ýtallOW on the enid of

eu.eh ax4e. 1 aise wasbe'd amd sined the old thlug

by lantern-light, and atterirards put ia au hour fur-

bishing uip thie sigle Jitrness., wih, to my way or

thuiking, had rather toc many togglee te be unde

niably top.ping. Thon, 1 polilihed my Swnday boots

tul Maggif3 coul.d have seen lier face [n them. laid

out my Saéblathl clothea., celliiloid collar, fat green

tde and all, along wih a pair of clea.n socks and a

whrite shirt; punt muy Waterbury irateli undor tdue

pilloir and turne-d in te reheairse every blessed mile

of that twenty-miIe drive wlth Maggle, which iras

te begin a-t seven lu the~ mornin«. And the lait thing

1 remeinber doing before I faded to 510017 wa& te

feel ln my tronsers pockets for the tuck of a tive

dollar bill along wlth a pair of quartera tuhat iildn't

be-en alred for blire. weeks. 1 ira prepared to ,pend

every cent of k on Maggle if iU seemed u.-cefflary-

wi-ch I hoped it would4n't.
Up aIt break o! day 1 eurri«ed Bob, tiie ciiestuut

horffl, put ou the. barness, baoked out the old buggy

and gel the~ neir whlp au-d the buggy-spread witli

taesels ou tAie edge.
"(Gor, no tinie te -lase, Bub," grow1ed Cyrus I>liuher,

as he lugged in the ilk. "Theit gal's probably gel

lier bes' bib au' tucker on a'ready."
Thae of course ok away all my leisiire fer break-

fast, aifter whmd 1 booked ap B3ob, whose pecl* o!

aats 1 tucked away in the lVuet of a grain4ag under

the. soebox seat. Bob was a rallier ungalnly beast

w1t a long, tireless reacli and a pair of bellows that

never had been tuokered ot by his legs. AUl 1 iad

te do iras te rub oee band down the wblp as 1

graee hues sudé bhlaring beihs klog boecamew
rmr ou e panamarn of frst imrsins te me s

putln poboram the tirsd a iai? miest mie led

pte Boeieth te-oaan arer Magie mllee a e
teek ide a whmorning alo.-w

y oy t ahe îary s um. o o e sd-r

il myt Wte minutes of svn. o tebe simdE UPa

it wuoyt atniutes opfa ee Sreu1aled eg

birs fo aiund tei tupr iras Breckie'5-WOlI
fos fuam road retu gela opbuggy for youi

fove, twea yeax eIder han mys! atheugy ford ofe

mae, ajo yas eixtee s m ylf. hat sprug but li

ne adobre t l send flddle tea young, t Ive. w

waao bih-U!ed plysond pace stpse b. Da.e lo

mlth au o! hliii. girls paver ouppied to bier o)

wSt roe eouh tie re ee ugyls ove ntent M-od
Surke's. Se Dave aise mas offt lie celbrti

I uecedS i.v aoisd e-miai ofiat toe cbgy, o

I ralie eent tho factd le-iaIh lihad o bgy, af ir

1 mever, ragenud hIc ntht pead gin off lieme

IpaeVr hors e kudc1 [legh ass freion the c1g

1pasetbers upon lie coeues o oin peop

reavain kmo n thiuoen cruslenes c komet peole
lmase con in modyr Ibhavenss.e Maina mon

liae coe~ miia 1 e y ot4ea uthtu s>. m,

seee t e whuat eneziautue Mo is tildot Th

seoir t b creatle nh ae aus mden doala mo

-for instance, pays Paul mitAiet rebbiug Peter,
Cîgar la oU. WeIl-
1 ma-s jusl aibout, te say that mien I lumned ou-t

bit te turu iu at galoies-I neticed liat some ott

buggy lied doue rih. same brick.
"Whoa!" I says te Bob, net tee lond, hoping tI

noue o! the Maloneal would hear me.

1. leaned over the shoebex te mcan lioe trac
Nom I notlced lhiI thbe same buggy had -turnedi

again. Prom tbe markes viiere the irbeels 1.11

bridge that maê plain as oeefo my sbhuy bus

Furhi.mere, il mas the sae boo!4raeks-1, s

eut ugai-n; aud it mas Dave's high-stepper, tie dap

bay mi tuhe long neek! 1 look.d up tie lane beca,

1 couldn't belp l; sud I saw~ wer. h:1 buggy 1
burnud aI the cbip mil.

"Bob," 1 sald, mith a ragged volc. "Tit t

o? ours bas flem miii anether gaffer. Mai
Mahous ddn't-mwet for y-au sud me-aud we&re-
a miute tee seon by my Waterbtur."

and our road led along by the tali outline of poplari

that s'tood like Aient seutinels beneatli the. stars.

We ploughed tbrough an inv-isible lalos of mud; but

to us it was a lake of pure, un.bridied joy; ýfor the

road was the patbway o! peace leading te a spell o?

sireet securty unvexed by war'a lmportlflate a1aT111*

every succeeding step gave a glimpse of comtIng

comtort; eacii bend in the rosd yielded a vision I?

sulent aud fragrant nights. Dies irae-these ire reie-

gated to the limbe of the lisrsh, unkindly past; -e

were pllgTims whose faces were turned tuward t'a"

Happy Land-
Th~le road swerved sharply. We heaTd the boUow

echoý of footsteps that presently E I mb a rhythim

qulckly caught up, and we kuew that thbe liesd of the.i

celumn had en-tered a street of house. A suddefl

hlt; a slow melting of the, men into the dIarkneF63

the crisp accents of an officer as billets were metedl

out; aud our section was guided to the. blackliess5

of a gaping doorway. W. were Home--here in tbe

long st, me bad attained eiw havent . . . The

scent of hay floatedto our nostrils and e'roked th

rireet prospect cf perfumed sluinber-to our wearY

limbes, the. zenith of joy....
And then camne the barsh accents that sliatteredx

a Il things: '"Halt!" Lt rang out clear en the nighu

air. Tubere followed a gripping silence.......ffi-

cers forward." . .. The clabler of a feir boors

on cobble stoues . . . . The muffled toues of au

authoritative voice . . . . Again the clink of

feet. -. . leodrruleasran
"About turu!"Teodrrnlk a pai.i

Umaie burniug Intue the. consclousneSs of every wea-,

brain, sud lii it the mliisper tliat we sbould returli

to tii. trenciies for y'et anather endless niglt itl

atback fores eeu .. ...... 4jbout turu!"

rang lu our cars Ilke a kueli; sud giving a last hmwlir

to our packs aud rifle we turned. about te face the

pftile-ss burden of hattie.

d, "we'd better


