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CON VOY.

BEy P te STUART MAR T IN

HE gloom of the tent is split in
twain by the flash of a lantern

just as you are about to get into "bed",
and the Orderly Sergeant's head ap-
pears through the flap.

"'Men on convoy duty are not to
take their clothcs off. Convov is ex-

the great Orion are looking down upon
you.

That sobers you. The -,ar seeml-s
$0 PaltrY in face of the Milk 'y Way.
You feel asham-ed of being irritated at
t'le Orderly Sergèant. Are flot broken
men, who at this moment are being
burnped over rougli roads towards v'ou,
dreamling of the, cean beds and' the
cornforts to be had at the end of their
journeyingP They are relying on you;
could you faîl theni ?

You lie down, dozing and waking
through the long hours. At last, when
you have alinost given Lip expectation,
the lantern cornes again.

"Ail righit," you answer, and puisli
aside your blankets. In two minutes you
are outside the tent, great-coat buttoned
tighit, shivering iii the night wind.
Other shadows are mnoving ahead ; they,
too, have been called to the convoy.

You cross the parade ground and
try to race a little to mnake yourself
Warin ; but somnehow your feet are too


