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his tunic for me before they buried him. A sniper
got Sandy in June, 1916.

There was Farmer. He was a signaler, and was
transferred. I saw his name listed killed, too. I
don’t know where. There were half a dozen other
Canadian boys, Peter and myself. We lunched one
day at Pinoli’s in Rupert Street. We pledged to
our next meeting after the war at the same place.
We shan’t meet at Pinoli’s. There is none of the
boys alive. I only live of all the party. It was
a strange thing that day. I did not know it would
be the last time I should see Peter, but he came
back from down the street and kissed me “good-by”
a second time. I wondered. Old man Peter,

The war has come home to our family. There
is none of us left. Tom Small, my step-brother,
is still living and still fighting. I pray his safety
to the end. They all went, one after the other.
The last to go was Hugh. July, 1916, on the
eleventh day he was killed. Dear old boy, it is
unrealizeable yet. You won the military Cross and
you won yet another undying honor. You were

sniped in the glory of completing a fine piece of




