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the essential point, our sctnit and carte raphcr. who

knew all the places on the map bctwei the Sommc

and the Rhine and heard the tall of Pittsburgh; to

Russell, that praj^nnatic, upstanding expert in sijuad-

rons and barrages, who saved all our faces as rc-

nortcrs by knowin<^ news when he saw it, arbiter of

mess conversations, whose punj^ent wit had a mov-

able zero—luck to them all I May Robinson ' vc

a stately mansion on the Thames where he can study

nature at leisure; Gibbs never want for something

to write about; Thomas have six crops of hay a

year to mow and a garden with a diHerent kind of

bird nesting in every tree; Philips a new pipe every

day and a jM-ivate yacht sailing on an ocean of maps;

Russell a home by the sea where he can watch the

ships come in—when the war is over.

It happened that High Visibility had slightly the

upp'.T hand o\er his gloomy brother the day they

bade me hnn voyage. My last glimpse of the ca-

thedral showed it clear against the sky; and ahead

many miles of rich, familiar landscape of Picardy

and Artois were to unfold before I took the cross-

channel steamer. I knew that I had felt the epic

touch of great events.
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