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Jackson's Cure.
4*THE bi~attY as about seven hundred shovels

strng t tattime," said the Old Timer, as h
stirred the biibbling brew of Maconachie on the half-
sheil. '<We'dbeen pitidn' away at the outskirts of Ir--
for quite a while,' and niothin' muohl had occurred toi
break the monotony of trelhch and billet, urrtil jacksoýn
coule.

«'11e'was a kid with an imnagination, just an ordina-y
Canadian kidl to look at, witb sand' hair and a freckled'
face, but bue had more imagination than -a r4vilian war-
artist.

'<First niglit le was in the lime he saw seventeen Ger-
man patrols aiid about a thousand individual Fritzes.
Opened raffid fire on the Reinie wire stakes and nearly
got one of our own men with a Milis bornb. That wore
off a bit, of course, after he'd been educated by some of
the boys who objected to bein' took off with the products
of Birmingham. H1e kind of shook down after a trip or
two, but notliin' could cure him of the habit of explorin'.
H1e had ail a healthy kid's eagerness toProot arotind and
discover things for himself. Asked ail kinds of ques-
tions, of course-quite right and proper-but lie was ai-.
ways roarnin' around and shovin' lis nose where lie wasn't
wanted and gyettin' chokeSd nff frr if
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Swore he'd share up with us ail. Seemed to tWlnk he was
set up for life right there.

"'At last we got the brick wall stri-pped clear. 'ws'
no safe. 'Twas as nice a littie stove as you ever eat
eggs and chips off. Trhe kid corne in for suci -a joshin'
that he lost ail ambish for the get-rich-quick stuif, and
peace returnea to the ôld billet again.

"Well, 1 guess the old Mlaconachie's about ready..
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