
Captain Macklin
arms to me, and the older men will say to the 
plebs, “ That distinguished-looking officer with 
the French mustache, and the red ribbon of the 
Legion of Honor, is Captain Macklin. He was 
turned out of here. Now he’s only a soldier of 
fortune. He belongs to no country.”

But when the battalion is drawn up at retreat 
and the shadows stretch across the grass, I shall 
take up my stand once more on the old parade 
ground, with all the future Grants and Lees 
around me, and when the flag comes down, I 
shall raise my hand with theirs, and show them 
that I have a country, too, and that the flag we 
salute together is my flag still.

THE END


