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W a Camoufleur from Alberta, pmsoner i Ger-
mcmy, saw the beginning of the war’s end in Berlin

JENNER

HEN Editor
Thom of the
Rondeau Ga-

zette, some -
where in Alberta, got a
posicard from his fellow-
townsman Capt. Clock,
C.E.F., in Cologne saying:
“I am O. K., and so are all
the people here in hospital.
Arm doing nicely. Expect
to like Germany’’—he
knew it was camouflage.
The words were crudely
placed to suggest to his
suspicious eye the vague
outline of a biplane of
which the - signature was
the propeller.” No two let-
ters weré the same size or
weight. "~ They varied in
alignment Capltals JOSt-
led oddly with lower case.
Commas and full stops at
odd heights still further
suggested that Captain
Clock had tried to write
the card with his broken
arm. ;

But Thom could de-
cipher : Clock’s camou-
flage. The idea had been

mutually worked out in
Thom’s office before Clock
went overseas. By the
aid of a power-glass and a
good deal of soft whistling,
gyilable by syllable, Thom
extracted -the puzzle, laid
the words each in a score
of ways like a man playing solitaire, and by two a.m.
he had it triumphantly decoded to read:

“We are all schwein to the Huns. I have & hunch
I shall never get out of here. But I want what I call
my ideas about the Hun and the war to get out. Do
what you like with them.”

“Same old outlaw as ever,” sighed the editor, wind-
ing his watch. ‘“The Huns better watch that boy.”

LOCK was an engineer by profession, but wens

with the artillery., Having vowed that he
would rather be left to die on the field than be
taken prisoner, he had got what he expected. In
the Cologne Hospital he studied German, took po-
tato soup, rye bread and acorn coffee, with un-
complaining regularity, and kept the rules. He
was in a new world. The country he was in stim-
ulated him even more than France had done. The
cocksure violence of the officers and surgeons
sometimes amused him. Every one of them
seemed to carry about the idea of Vorwarts mit
Gott and Hoch der Kaiser! Between these two
ideas none of them ever gseemed to think it was a
matter for suspicion when Clock wrote to his
friend, editor of the Rondeau Gazette, such com-
plimentary epistles about the Germans, except
Hanslick, a big Prussian officer who made Clock
his particular bete noir,

“Why do you write so slow?” asked this senior
Boche in fair English. “So jagged and all? Tell
me.”

This was in the midst of Clock’s writing. The
Captain came to attention.

“Guess he thinks he’s psychologizing me,” mut-
tered Clock.

“YVy—do you do s0?”

“Me? Oh, Pm left-handed. Left’s temporar-
ily defunct. See?”

“Democratic inefficiency!” snorted Hanslick.
“l am—ambidextrous.”

Clock wag enough of a student of human na-
ture, even when a youth at McGill University, to
know that good politics is something like good
poker. He had knocked about enough in the
West to know that what goes on the foot-ball
campus goes on the ranges; that the honest man °
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Clock often dreamed about things like this, but he never saw this picture because the |llustrated Lon-

don News never reached him in Germany.

who keeps a high percentage of his ideas to him-
self till the opportune moment has ten chance to
get out of an emergency to one in the case of the
man who sputters everything. Personally he had
vigor enough, even Wwith one arm lame, to
have put big Hanslick the Prussian under the
table. But that would have been the same as
putting Capt. Clock under the sod—and his hour had
not yet struck, so he believed. The big blond beast
was uniformly insulting, because he believed the way
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Knocking about Germany he saw the wreck of a Handley-

Page like this, the great pre-Gotha British machine.

to make a man feel that
he is your inferior is to i
sult him as much as pos
sible. And he often glared
at Clock by the minuté

slowly caressing a pomr
aded ornamental mOUS
tache.

“The swine!” hissed
Clock to himself. I sur

pose he thinks this is cat
and mouge?”

“You have had the pleas
ure of meeting me befor®
Herr Captain,” said the
senior Boche gutturally.

“Oh, have I? Can’t recol
lect. Where?”

“In Montreal once.
Vancouver twice.”

“Oh, what hotel wer?
you waiting in?”"

The Boche leaped to #
position of call-the-guards:

“What the devil do yoU
mean?” 4

“Oh, in what rotund®
were you picking ¥oUr
teeth?” drawled the West
erner. “All Germans 100K

alike to me. I like ’em &l
Oh, yes.”

Inwardly Clock surmised
that Hanslick had been #
western spy. He kept th°
Hun under two spotlight®
One was hate; the othef
pity.

“But my individual bat®
is only a fly’s wing in 2
cyclone,” he wrote. “it doesn’t help me and doesn’
hurt the Boche. I may as well can it.”

Under his narrow-eyed scrutiny—a thousand time®
a day—the Hun was revealed to Clock bare of &
camouflage. He saw into the thing that makes tho
Prussian. He found how different a I un is from #
Canadian. The big officer Hanslick despised Bi%
because he was a free-man. He hoped to see Cloc
writhe wunder imprisonment, as a democtati®
“schwein” from the prairies would be sure to do-

“Ja,” said the Boche. “You are one of tho®°
bronchos from the foot-hills. You do mot 1ike #
box-car and a throwing-rope. You galloped int0
your rotten little army not knowing that y‘;h
were a broncho roystering into an iron cage W =

- hell fire for breakfast. Eh! Democracy!
kk'l! 4

The Boche spit large and missed Clock’s n0s®
by an inch. S

Whereupon Clock mentally put h1m5
through the ecstacy of landing the Boche.on® °
the point of the jaw. But he suddenly reme””’ :
bered that he was supposed to be left-hal &
Besides which—he had something better to do
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LOCK kept his eye on Hanslick. Ie Shis

out all distractions of anybody else.
one Boche must symbolize all the rest, beca¥ use
he was turned out by the same factory in Ber
One Boche ig like unto another in essence o
peas in a pod. And this Boche beast Hansh t
was just so many removes from Hmdenbul‘g’ ati
the same thing. He was cruel, coarse, VO
mental and slobbering. Between the labels
warts mit Gott and Hoch der Kaiser, Hans
a seething mass of undisciplined desires. g
was a small volcano with the lid on; & rth
former with the power turned on and off at uzh
central station. High voltage passed thl‘
him because he was insulated. He was I ald'
peasant girl depicted by Dostoeivsky who
“Everyone loves crime. They love it @
not at some moments. They all declare that
hate evil, but secretly they all love it.” Hans in
did not love crime, because crime is detern
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