
HEN the war is over and we are
gathered around the home fires

again what a spinning of yarns there
will bel! Whiat a host of tales we wil
have to tell of the many strarge things
we have seen an-d heard and done,
çNhiie engaged in the -great adven turc,,"
Some of these tales will be told \%ith
bated breath and a catch iii the throat
and some with indignationi and wrath
swvelling in our breasts for, directly or
indirectly, we h1ave run the garnut of
that most instructive and.revealing ex-
perience of 11e-- 111e at its worst and
best-Active Service. But, happily for

us, aithough miany of us may not fully
appreciate this at the present time, by
far the greater number of our fireside
recollections will have to dlo with.. the,
humorous side of war and , of these;1
had we the space and ability,, we '(ýouid
collate a volume that would cause the
shade of Mý-arkl Twain to walk out of

And in our i-nornunts of quiet mus-
ing what a flood of mernories, rendered
poignantly pleasant by the enchantmient
of passing tirne, will coule surging upon
us to carry us back to the days when,
as onle big fairnily, squabbling and~ lark-
ing, as ail realiy happy famililes do, weC
jouirne(,yed out into the world in quest
of the great work we were destiued to
do ! MWho will ever regret that 'wonder-

fui "voyage of discovery" through the
highways and byways of the unilverse,
the great centres of civilization and the
backyards, so to speak, of wretched,
unelighitened humanity ? It is in onle
of the latter that we are located now,
but the voyage is not yet completed
and who knows wliat the future mnay
hold iu store P

.MUCH- TlO CQME YET

No, we have still many a ship and
many a train t) board, and much miust
happen, whether the war last a day or


