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A DREAMI.
By " Wireless."

1 had stuch a wonderful drearn the other night. 1 dreamt that
1 was ",napooed," and up I wvent to the Pearly Gates. St.
Peter was standing by the door, and when he saw me he
said

" Corne right in, Wireless. 'How's she loggin'? 1 won't
ask, you for a pass, as 1I know you wouldn 't absent yourselfe'
without leave. Take the first dug-out on the right, and see the
Quartermaster, and get your wîngs issued. I suppose youï'e
glad to get rid of that smnoke-helrnet, gas-mask, and steel
heirnet. Nothing to bother you up here. 0 f course, a cornet
goes by now and then, but what's that compared to wvhat
you've been used to? What did you say? That noise? Oh,
thagt Why, that's our Harp and Trumpet Orchestra. You

XVilhelrn arrived. What's that? Ail the Water Details down
here? Oh, no. There's ail kinds of lime down here. This is the.
real place for chioride, but ît could neyer be as offensive as you
made it. Yes, ,you're right. That's our good old Band. -Yes.
nearly ail of them. A couple more to corne. Poker, Crown and
Anchor, and Black J ack are aIl the amusements we havýe. Here
cornes the 0. C. Lookz out! 1I happened to tel! hlm that the
ist B.C. Water Detail would chiorinate the water some day,
and he said he %wouIdn 't have them in the Tunnelling Company.
Necessity knows no law., Out they go.'"

THE PACIFISTS.

They clameur for peace, wvhile living at ease,
In their homes ln our sea-.girt Isle;

While our men at sea keep their children free--
And, oh, how the Hlun must smile!

Not for themn the nerve-wrecking shrapnel's screamn,
Nor the hellish gas-shell's breath;

They neyer yet have gone over the top
With the lads who flirt with death.

They neyer have heard " Stand to! 'la a trench,
Nor for a week denied their sleep;

Nor seen the poor mnangled bodies lie
In a ghastlv, bloody heap.
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Land is but a vague,
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Sdead men rot.
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