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GUARANTEE

No advertisement |s
sllowed in our
Columns until we are
ratisfied that the ad-
vertiser s absolutely
reliable and that any
subscriber can safely
do business with him.
If any subscriber Is
defrauded BE H
Heath Co., Ltd, will
make good the loss
resulting therefrom,
If the event takes
place within 30 days
of date advertisement
appeared, and com
plaint be made to us
in writing with proofs,
not later than ten
days after its occurr-
ing, a nd provided,
alse, the subscriber
in writing to the ad-
vertiser, stated that
his advertisement was
seen in “The Cana-
dian T hresherman
and Farmer” Be
careful when writing
an advertiser to say
that you saw the ad-
vertisement in “The
Canadian  Thresher-
man and Farmer.”
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¢ ' was a private from Kamsae, Sas-

katchewan,” says The Times cor-

respondent,  *“Under the awful

artillery fire to which there was
no replying with rifles, he had busied him
self in caring for the wounded, and had
bandaged one officer, two non-commis-
sioned officers and two privates, and was
looking after them as well as he could be-
hind a forlorn bit of battered sand-bag
hreastwork out in the open, for the tren-
ches were all gone. The fragment of his
company was told to fall back, but he re-
fused. He had got his private hospital
there, and one of the wounded privates
was a pal from his own small
town in far Saskatchewan. 8o
he stayed with his pal.”” An-
other I‘HI'I'I'\']IllIIilI‘II' adds: —
“When the shell-fire lifted,
and there was just a chance of
escape it was utterly impossi-
ble to move him. This young
soldier said: ‘You go’ to the

A PRIVATE FROM KAMSAC
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the white-livered gentry, the rank corrup-
tion and humbug that is going on at home
they are not familiar with; and still they
hold on with the tenacity of tigers bereft
of their whelps, Thus indubitably does the
“Private from Kamsae' and his comrades
prove their manhood and li(ll'lll)'. How
our hearts warm to those nameless heroes
and what a glow of confidence do they
not shed abroad on the coldest outlook!
How can anything ““fail” that is placed
in the keeping of such men?

They are the salt of the earth, in death
as well as in life. *“No one can say,” said
a British officer, “that the Canadians do
not know how to die,”” and
says Mr. |']|i||[r (iibbs of one
little deathless incident of the
Ypres salient: *“They (the lit-
tle group of Canadians) died
to a man fighting,.

“They died to a man, fight-
ing. It seeqied to meone of the
most pitiful and heroie things
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other wounded men who were
just able to walk, and then he sat down again
by his comrade’ssideand said: ‘I am staying.’
So he stayed with his friend.”

What a friend to have! Newspaper men
and magazine writers have striven to out-do
cach other in glorifying this simple story. But
what commentary or florid embellishment
can clucidate or “illuminate’ an ineident of :
the kind?  What need is there for any words beyond the
bald statement of the war-journalist? The unagrnished
official account is all that is needful to a splendid panegyrie
upon the nobility of a nameless man who refuses to be
known as a hero; upon an act of common decency that is
outelassed by nothing in human history. And the glory of
it is that it is by no means a solitary example of its kind.
There was the carlier story of that other nameless one, a
toil-worn, weary Highlander, who volunteered to seale the
parapet, go far out on the open, in a tempest of shrapnel
and bring in a wounded officer. He succeeded, and disap-
peared !u return Ill'lll\ afterwards with a wounded private

of the German army! THis sole explanation was that he
“couldna stand the thoeht o’ the poor blighter lyin’ oot

there alane, eryin’ for watter.

This is the day of the Common Man—may it never
go down in darkness and blood. On the “Private from Kam-
sac’” and his pals of the trenches hangs the fate of the
British Empire. Never before has the courage and con-
stancy of men bheen tried as it has been in this war of
liberation. And they are “‘sticking it out,”” those indomit-
able, white-souled brothers in arms. There is nothing of

of this war, that little crowd of
men, many of them wounded, some Hf the
dazed and deaf, stumbling forward to m
certain death to oppose the enemy’s adva
“From the network of trenches be hnm niot
altogether smashed, there was time for m
to retire to a second line of defenee, if th
were still unwounded and had strength to ¢
An officer in command of one of these support
companies brought several men out of a trench, but did nat
follow on. He turned again, facing the enemy, and was las
seen—*‘a big, husky man,” says one of his comrades—as |
fired his revolver and then flung it into a German’s face.”
Thank God our men are all at the front or straining a
the leash to get there. Not necessarily “‘rankers,”” becaus
some of the ““bluest” blood of Britain has mingled :gai
and again in the same trench with the common red fluid o
the ancestral serving man. Thank God that our graftes
are slated for the penitentiary, or are safely headed fir
same under satisfactory escort! Thank God that our white
livered ““nuts’ are safe at home, tied up to the matcrn
apron or permitted to wander no farther afield than t
golf links, the pool-room or the tennis courts! All our me S8

who would be of any use now have put their names low 5%

long ago. Conseripts and cowards are useless and worst S
than a menace at this stage of the job and recruiting rallic 3
for all such had better be abandoned. The man of the hou
is the man who forgets himself at any erisis of his country’
life and the man of all men we honor is the Private fron
Kamsac.




