THE TFIRST CANADIANS IN FRANCE

the packages, one by one, into their respective
resting places. It was all that was left of four
gallant officers of a gallant battalion. The
colonel repeated the burial service from mem-
ory, word for word:

“Ashes to ashes—dust to dust . . .

But before the earth closed over them he
stood at the foot of each grave, silent as the
grave itself, and dropping a rose tenderly upon
each stood at attention, his right hand at the
“salute.” As the earth fell dully upon the
blankets he turned away with tears in his eyes
and said simply:

“Poor brave chaps! T loved them all! God
keep them. They did their duty!’
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It was ten o’clock at night as Reggy and I,
crossing the tracks at the Gare Maritime in
Boulogne, saw a battalion which had just dis-
embarked from the cross-channel boat drawn
up on the quay, ready to entrain for the front.

We walked toward them in a spirit of idle
curiosity—for the sight was one to which we
were well accustomed—when, under the dim
light of a partly shaded street lamp, we no-
ticed that they were from home. We ap-
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