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PEACE.
We received the glorious news of the cessation of hostilities and the German

surrender as - The Sapper " was going to press, but we cannot let the moment

pass without voicing our deep thankfulness that the laws of right and freedom

have been vindicated.

After four years of effort, of doubt, sometimes even of despair we emerge

glorious and justified. A foe that flouted God and despised man has been taught

that you ' can't do wrong and get away with it."

It has cost incalculable blood and tears to wash the world clean of this

monstrous abortion of perverted intellectuality and 1 venture to think that in the

process we have also washed away much that was regrettable and- archaic in

our own systems.

Let us take our joy in a deep and proper spirit and with the hope that the

world, through the brotherhood of sorrows, will approach something nearer to a

perfect life and understancling. JB

THE NIOHT.
The toast "Der Tag - of the non Mîlitary before

the war i, almoa)t forgotten. Coneiderîig tis toast Îni
the light of what lias transpired, it woulld appear that
"Der NÇaoht - would have een mo)re apipropriate.

m'a, it -ru DAYx D" for which you longd!
Whýat of -THE NxaT" mo thickly t1ironFed,
With dakoedeeds and cowardly steaitbh,
And visions of greed and unholy wealth Y
0f the serp)ent's glide ta the hallowed ne3t,

Weethie inotheri Clasps her babe tu hier breast!
With the tr'eacherous signal "Ail la well,
But a thir.et in vouri heart only known in bell;
A thiirat for the blood of man, woman, and child,
Atid hecap uipon heap you see themn piled.

To *THE NîTGuT " you drank-not thse starlit night,
It als trewn wîth lovera ail faces bright;

Wt pid astride of saine tail tree top,
Shooting his darts and watchmng themn drop;
And smiling hi&s mile of innocent glee,
As they dreamned fond dreama of homes tu be;
Of cherubs who'd corne thoýse homes Vo blesu;
0f infinite love-no wickedness.

You drank to "*TaE NioIT"- of thundersturzn;
0f the lover fromn hie sweetheart tom;
0f loves destruction-of haste supreme.
That would flow like a devastating stream;
Till father and mother, and brother and mînad,
All plunged headlong in the mad cascade,
Would bc hurled along ini the hellish tide,
To> eternal perdition--or cast aide
To be trodden upon by the iron heel,
Or biiffeted hard by the.fiat of steel.

To "1Tus NxoH x" you* drank: Do you recognize
That night wîth it's awful sacrifice!

But "TiE NrnnT " is far spent, and the dawn is near,
And out of the dark methinks I hear,
The Voice of Stern Command, and I f ear
The avenger of wilful death wil say 111
"Found wanting-thou'rt weighed,' iii the balance

to-day."

F.A.R.Seaford, 5/11/18.


