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T the (hrSpital on the hili that French sistersAhave iade a real, If teniporary, home forAthecir "dear wounded," s'ore convaleecens
loitering by the dom' la the Sun eagerly

greeted a vieitor. "Oh, madame must corne and
oee our Se'rvi.an; it le hie fete day!"l Cripples and
sial forinng an escort, t>bey led. ber to a lied where

Pat sinlkng a yeunig Serv'ian, tbe firgt of tlie scattered
arxny to reacli ur shores, bandageid, baggard from.
past privations, but never loeing tbat proud tilt of
the head, characteristc of bis race. On tbe quilît
axnid an arabesque of sprays ot green, int.erspersed
witb a few fiowers, were set out. some s.mall giftle
of cigarettes, picture post-cards, a ring fashioned
(rom a'bIt of shrapnel.

Proudly contemplating Ibheïr work, the Frencbmen
stood round, nodding and excbanging friendly grins
wit'b tbe man cut off from any otber greetng.

It was Twelfth Night, tbe Christmas of the G reek
Cburch, a.nd the exile was keeping is f eiast.

Tbe visitor left sorne money fer cigarettes and
camne away -witb a choky feeling she did not wlsb to
betray.

During a eiinny morning stroîl on the promenade,
I was drawn by curiosIty to a ben-oh where, on the
reverse »Ide, uat a strange pair.

One was a s'habby, unshaved old man, still show-
Inig tbrougb the lbstlessness- of is dejection elgas
of former loal importance. Thuddy-faced, sbort and

sturdy, one recognized tbe nortbern FleTnlsh type
now mentally associated witb refugees. Beside hlm

sat a Bmart Y'oung iofficer, sandyhbaired and freckled.
Anywhere lie inig't have been taken for a Scotch-
man. ie cloeely fitting uniferi of fa wn-coloured
oboth w1th facinga of crinisen velvet was vistbly
fresh fram. the tallor. Hile whbite collar anad cuifs,

not so conimon now as once, were sp&tlesls, and bis

buttons eh1ing. 1H11 peakless, fawn-coloured cap

lied a jaunty tilt. At first I thougbt -hlm a'Belgian,
but theïr u'niforms are la eut and materlal mucli
more like our owa, and 'if iie were not a BeIgian, lie

mrust bie one of the Servian off bers newly arrlved
at the Engliehbhoepital. If so, the splendour of bis

appearalice was dlmined by nty -happening to kaow

that the -French Red Cross ladies were -buey gettIng
a chanmge of undercluthing made, fur these sainse off 1-

cers, and I pas4ng I w.111 note the fact that Serbs,
ln ýspite of thlelir ýcold wlniters, prefer to the heavy
wuulIjen undercluthlag ot French and Enlah soldiers,
cottion garmeats. But the old'man was asking the
offIcer questions to w'bieb lie respionded ln the most
hatiIng of French.

Hoe was a Serb. He bad eorne? By Nlech,
'Usbub, Durazzo, Brindisi, Genoa. Eacli word
dropped like a. bead on a rosary of pain and
exileB.

The old man, comprélbending, sighed, and
starlng wlth heavy eyes at the shores and
eea, sait, wlih duli bitternese:

"Ah, mie, I corne from. the 1Belgian border.
Never (bld I Vblnk ta find mayself here."

"Me I go back!", the yuuth announced.
The aid man e.buk, hie iend.
'l marches 8lcwly la bas, eh!" lie said.
MeanwhIle the offîcer bail been keeping

charp watch on pïvthe, and whenl a nire-looking
girl appeared behind the band stand, hoe
jurnped Up and joined hier.

As they walked at me, s was laughing
gaily ai bis broken French and he was trying to ex-

plain his ineaning hy wa.ving his ¶iand round his cap

and then pulnting bis stick Ilke a gun at the distant
moumtaîns.

The old man gighed agaln and toddled off. For

him there was ne pretty girl, no hope in yauth, .the

first breath of s'prîng, onqy tihe dreary iistlessncss
of days of exile.

Mardi Gras on the Riviera. Two years ago the

words meant much more, mean't crowded hotel and

trains, ail Parlian upper Boheiia&llim di8gorgling
Ils ufl1av0iry self on Nice ln trains de luxe and

PuillT«e. It meant brirj' f.ags every'where and
usicl and flowers, fror,. cjnrntry wenlan's basket
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of humble lutIle bunches of wall flowers and mnar- I kncow tbat to-day tbere must be thousafd5ý

guerites, witb perbaps one wilted rose or carnation homes where the comîng of tbe.daily paper lis awl

to a buncb, to the etibereal sprays of forced llac and with sick dread, -but liere il is flot only for the

great glowing orbs -of La France or Glerie de Dijon soldier tliat tbe watch le kept, but for France

roses bebinil the panes of fashionable flower ksbops, invaded country.

both doomed to be trampled underrloot lu tbe streeýt Itl s not so far away as tbe crow or the aerol

dust. From the country woman witt ber basket to Mies tram wbere the Huns are flingig tcheilr wret

tbe Gernian owner ofthIe meet gorgeous hotel, ail soldiery against that Uine of steel.

were reaping tbeir barvest fram the world'is picasure- "On ne passe pas," says the Frenchi poilu, atid

seekers. Prices, what dId prices maotter when it tbe beaps of German dead risc bigber, a mute ai

seemed a race between reclilees Rus-slans, ponderous to beavon againet man's madncss, and the WhIO

grey-cladl German coupules, sinart EngIinli men and France holds its breath and watches and praY3

girls, 1French, somcwhat scorn-ful and aloof, and ex- Wake! cals thbe bugle as St. Micb;ael's

cite-d American fanxlly groups of shrill childrea and on the ald town heigbts ring out five white

greyýbaIred eiders as to wbo could fiing away thelr line af tbe Mediterranean -changes f rom grey bis

moaey the f astest. royal purp le, and over beyond tbe Italian shore 1)4

"It cant iast mucb longer," said niy wise Eibglish Bardighera an ils point the first auroral ight cý

dactor, wha knows bis Rivicra so well. but neithlbr bie up -the sky. The bare Alpine peaks show a pale,

ar I guessed tbat the writing for Ibis pleasure- pink against the dark n.ortli, and in the big,

seeking worid was already on the wali and its days botel, now their barracks, the Cbaseursdo

numbered. rouse from dreams; of mauntain village -home$,

Il think it mnust be thrse years s lace a friend of w'ife or mother may already be feeding the

mine, a self-reliant, much-travelled. Englisbwotaan, or settirig out for tbe firsit imass tu pray for theïr

was called soutb by sudden.summoas on the Wake, ta a routine of duli task5 and

eve ot Sbrove Tuesday. Her account of the leisure, or to that day that comes001

juurncy was startliag. later to Bachb oas, wliea the heavy Pacl

Cook inanaged ta secure ber a berîli ia the ~ bundje of flrewood, the keittle are ShOiild

nigbt express, crasnmed with Parisian daugli- 
1 tbe rifle grasped and the raoiel Cap

ters of >oy and with men latent on making carded for the blue steel belimet, aid a

the most of every heur allowed theni by their co.npany trudges ta -tbe station anid the

rectum tickets. Everyw'here were noties~ to that wiil bear il north away fromi the bîti

beware of pickpockets, and il wua eaisy ta ses aad the s'unebiae to the sodden trenchee

t-hat the warncing was needed. Jura beig4bts. Warse, far worse for tho05

Tucked away la bier corner, sad at hieurt for havinig faced the ordeal before, know tO~

the bereaved motiher s was hasteaing ta. thley are returning.

the wIld horde mnattered 11111e to lier. But "Lt is the going back that maltera,"

food muât be bail, and wben sbe ventured Ino wmn mbîn i hî e. ee id*5I

the inig-er se ws amos swlytoffbermore titan la tbe past autuma months, wheTi a 81

f est. Faatastically drefflsd women and balf-drunk winter In the trenches had -te 1)e facod, W1l'

men made a babel. Champagne fluwed like watsr gloom ot itis cuming bung- like a paîl over the i.

and slie sas' a plate Vlirewn at a pallid waiter. Letters! calis the bugle, and -the men lotingj

DInner was împoseible, se she beat a retreat witb the steps, wlho stili carry a stick as nlia

a rail aad an orange. 1 farget exactly when il was stiffness of w'ounds, are galvanlzed lnto Olt

ltâI sbe dilscovered a frightened EnglIsh girl, but active men la canvas fatigue blouses Pauise

tbey sbared a berth together, preferring crowdlng to0 their taqks to joia the group. A strange Wde

a solitude net witbaut rlsk. No deu> many of tilise letter bags must held. Hore inay lie Oase,

men bave died for Francs. Many ut those women serawled on fimsy, linpd paper by ths old

bhave served ber ln h-ospital or amfbulance. or mother on some Pýrovenca1 bastile aiIi0J'ý

I rememiber tbat carnival of the aid order. Beneath olive graves, and next ft the dainty effuslin Of

heavy skies, stretched a wlld grey sea, and the rows smtyonavcbrdor8ethr i

ot seata on the promenade offered sinail teimptation. ort youngIth aocti rier wete short, ful

Sa we strolled up and dowa, with occasional or Nhce. lfbere 014 imother wears'the sholt' fnd1'

paues o wtcha forl bttl beweeto the olives, and the prettY tawn bride es

carrlages turned inta, buwers of mime"osa Stil short&r and taller, only la acoordailesWi

ot red carnations.. There s'as always an out- latest f nehion, yet, «Id and youug, Ibeir hearu

buret ot la'ugbter and, flower-Llirwilg when. equally true for the mi-n Who lias gene 1<> fl

lte military car came, especialiy fi lb met the themn and bis home and their words have the

white and yellew tennis club car, ladea wlth ecîio of love and prayet'.
white-oiad mn and girls. The afficers were

mlncgled, Chasseurs des Alps and artillery. DiUIiert cails the -bugle, as the AngOls rWl

Hew many eft Vlem are sleeping tbeir îast lte noon sua shines down on thbe su,3

alee anneriber batleflelu. ew any hatel court aad he palma planted there «,or tlie

are to-day facing the German hardes on he taitiOli tGrnntult. nsdettO11

Meuse? streamn the 11111e bine men,'ladmen wlth tin a'

To-day the March sua alunes brllliantly over and hunka of bread. Every step and -beXch ftid

the s.uow4ipWa mounitaliis, but the town border becomes a ding Place. Far rs

shows no flaga or floers or music, and the man-y ut tbeff mon knewn In gloomy defll08

crowd only gathere round the evening bulletin Vosges, or on ths baa'e Gallipoi shoares.

on he Mairie wall tibat telle how sways the Sieep! cails the bugle, wltl, that lingerili'o

battis. And the womei gros' more and more nervouis. whall saund over many a loiiely grave la n

,,Ah, madame, 1 liad no sle-ep last ndght. I s'as hand da"s of wirath. Wltb the sound a £ge

cold ta the bealrt," says tbe he-avy-eyed was'ber- ness faUls ýpon he town and the ooiltry

woiman, s'hese huebaad la aI Ver-dun. times, s'hen there are no late trains, nOlle

My Frenchi frlead appears s'lth a reffllute amile on old Monte Garlo trains bri,'ging baclc tihe

bier lips, týhough oyffl and bauds betray ber nervous- politan crowd te the hotels, aine C'clO'%

ness. There ia nu nes ef ber nephew soenewhere silence ot midnight. The wavee sigh inl

on the Meuse, whu) le as -ber ow'n son. rhythm on the shoare and Vhe full mooti I0h

The Francs of t"c>ay le as far removed frein that on France, on women s'eeping for ths ed0

two-year-ago France as le the Merovigtilan. klagdom, ig Ilor tse living, on many a nes' degr

and as far exalted above lb, perhaps. dead face tiurned te the sky, but above il

No oe s'ho tas not knowa il tan realize what itl hue of men keýepling ever adt~X'

mieans to watch day by day the slightest variation face heat on he relenUles tee, stil,

of the battls line un oue'o own country. Ia Canada, bord4sra


