
If FOOD SHORT
Amazing Proposa! is Advanced 

Seriously by German Politician

Berlin, Dec. 8—Drastic threats art 
contained in the tenth issue of the 
Deutsche Kriegschriften, which publish» 
es an article by Dr. Heinz Pothoff, lead» 
er of the Progressive' party in the Rhine

:
i

province and a former member of the
Reichstag.

“There is no doubt,” says this article 
“that the German general staff is deter* 
mined to resort, to extreme measure» 
If Germany ever should be brought to 
the verge of actual starvation, it is cen 
tain that the general staff will do any» 
thing rather than allow the victorious 
German armies to be called home from 
France, Russia, and Belgium owing t4 
the lack of food.

“The staff will adopt the severest 
measures rather than submit to a peace 
dictated by starvation. Extreme reprisais 
are within our reach. If necessary we 
must expel all inhabitants of the terri
tories occupied by our armies and drive 
them to our enemies lines.

“If necessary we must MB hundreds 
of thousands of prisoners now consumi 
tag our supplies. It would be frightful 
but it is inevitable if the* is no othef 
way of holding opt" _

KILL CAPTIVES

able to live up to the pert or even ”Wj 
stick it out” at all.

“Nonsense,” I said, ‘It is instinctive Id 
you to do the right thing.”

“Oh, I suppose I shall keep my en4 
up.” he said doubtfully.

Eariy in the autumn he went out 
again. This time to the Dardanelles, at» 
tached to another battalion of his régi» 
ment. He had not been at that front < 
week when his name was in the casui ' 
alty list. “Wounded.” and then again is 
a few days. “Died of wounds.”
The Last of Him

It was a machine gun again. ThK 
timp the thing was steaming, and they 
were short of water, and somebody had 
to get it. The mullah was a death-trap 
in the daylight, enfiladed by snipers and 
the odds against coming back were mon 
than two to one. I wonder how Graham 
would have explained away this se» 
ond act of heroism. The “to save my 
skin,’’ argument would not hold here. It 
was done in cold blood, when spirits sfe 
lowest after hours of squatting linger 
shell fire in shelter, and the strain of 
days and nights without relief or sleep. 
Also life meant very much more to him, 
as much as it can ever mean to a young 
man.

He was hit directly he left the trend* 
and was seen to wriggle into cover, and 
then out again. He was hit a second 
time and lay still.

He had time for reflection. The old 
garden, with its late October flowers, the 
red beeches, the yellowing avenue of 
limes, and the flicker of the Are seen* 
through the window from the drive and 
the shadow of the girl knitting beside 
it—. All this must have come over him 
gently tugged him back and then as 
surely more irresistibly driven him on.

He must have seen the old house 
which would have been his and hers— 
if he came through; a haunt of peace to 
pass quiet days in. For it was agreed he 
would never serve after the war. He 
hated noises, loathed routine, shrank 
from pain and blood. And he was quite 
sure he had none of the qualities that 
make a soldier.

people and all the masters and governors 
of the place. I suddenly heard my name 
called and had to march ùp and receive 
a prise I did not expect—for good con
duct, or something silly. I was a miser
able, sensitive, self-eonscious little brat, 
and blushed like a fool, and felt that all 
the fellows were sniggering at me.

“But what put the lid on was, some
body had Ashed out a letter of mine and 
sent it to the editor, and they had print
ed it just under the photograph, as if I 
had been bucking about myself, and how 
I won the V. C. I can tell you I was not 
amiable when I got back to the hospital.”

Graham was still something of a child, 
a good bit younger than his nineteen 
years. His modesty soon recovered from 
the shock of the V. C. When he discov
ered |hat exactly the 'same thing had 
happened to other fellows he didn’t 
mind. The lion’s skin sat more easily 
on him. He found that a V. C. has its 
compensations.
Another Episode

Life was made very pleasant for Gra
ham. There had been an impossible, un
approachable “she," She had laughed at 
him kindly before the war. And now she 
took him. The glamor of the bit of rib
bon hade half the difference, the boy’s 
delightful modesty the other half. She 
was dowered with the fairness which is 
the proverbial reward of the brave. He 
had six months’ convalescence at home, 
the time of his life in a beautiful old 
house by the river and she was with him 
all the while and everybody was as nice 
as he could be.

It would be difficult not to be nice 
to them. To see them together was a 
cure for depression. I used often to go 
down to the house and Graham would 
talk to me about his plans, what he and 
Mary were going to do after the war. 
It was always after the war. In spite 
of his V. C. he was not drawn to the 
army. His diffidence about his value 
as an officer was incurable. He told me 
he had none of the qualities of a soldier, 
that he hated the whole business, was 
essentially a man of peace, and had 
errent misgivings whether he would be
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CHINESE 60 HOME
UKTIL WAR IS OVER

Hundreds Sailmg From. Wester* 
Ports-—New Year’s" Festivities 
An Attraction But Many Will 
Stay Longer

Victoria, Dec. 8—For several months 
natives of the Celestial Empire resident 
on this continent have, in small and 
large groups, been making their way 
bade to the Far East to attend the 
Chinese New Year festivities. Whether 
the Oriental celebrations are wholly re
sponsible for the general exodus of 
Chinese from Canada and the United 
States is a matter for doubt, but the fact 
remains that the British steamship lines 
operating between this coast and China 
are unable to handle the rush of book
ings at the present ‘time.

Since the outbreak of war the lot of 
the average Chinese in Canada has been 
none too rosy. In these dull times they 
are finding it hard to securfe employment, 
and the outcome of it all Is 
Chinese has been- forced to overhaul his 
stock of savings with a view to pur
chasing transportation back to the 
homeland. A recent order-in-coundl 
gives the Chinese the privilege of re
maining in China until six months after 
the termination of the war, without for
feiting his return rights, and these priv
ileges are eagerly taken advantage of by 
thousands of Chinese who came to this 
country before the exclusion order went 
into effect, prohibiting the importation 
of labor, skilled or unskilled, which has 
since been extended for another period 
of six months.

that the

Serbia Is Being Crucified for Canadians and For 
the People of the British Empire

By Pere Nicolas, Serbia’s Greatest Preacher, who was offered the 
Archbishopric of Uskub

if!
“Come, noble Britons! Come quickly, 

our greater and better brothers! Come 
to us and see if ever a nation suffered 
such cruel tortures or bore them more 
heroically; for, behold, you will see a 
whole nation being crucified !”

If Serbia falls, Europe falls
Éar ta Serbia within the last few days 

not merely has the crux of the whole 
war been reached, but the nation has 

■become the symbol of every principle 
which civilization has, at stake.

In Serbia, I tell you, every free nation 
is witnessing its future fate. It is free
dom’s “To be or not to be.”

Poland’s agony yon have witnessed and 
Belgium’s martyniom. Must yet 
other people be sacrificed? God save 
Europe this shame

Come, come quickly, I pray you! 
Nearly the half of Serbia is already in 
the hands of the savages. Come quick
ly, and come in all your might, that 
every Balkan state may know that might 
is on the side of right and that the evil
doer cannot reign unpunished!

We know our foes. They envy not 
our goods, but our lives. They will not 
occupy our territory ! they will extermin
ate us. It will not be a battle, it will 
be a massacre.

W«5 are already in retreat—but it Is 
your retreat as well as ours; for you 
bade us resist in Freedom’s name, and 
we are fighting your battle no less than 
ours.

It js the retreat not only of an army, 
bnt of a people—men, women, and 'chil
dren. They have left the plains, they 
are entrenching in their mountains, the 
fighters baring their breasts to the pierc
ing arrows of lead in order to protect 
the wives and children who are crouch
ing behind the barricades for safety.

Yet of what avail will that heroism 
be if hunger smites from within. Chil
dren everywhere crying aloud—Serbia’s 
last hope of Immortality ! All the while 
prayers rend the heavens as a mother 
sees her child dying within her very 
arms. But the men bear the smile of a 
terrible irony upon their lips and some 
whisper the words of our great Ser
bian poem:—

The Earth is too cruel and hard,
The Heavens above too high,
Its doors are closed and deaf,
Our prayers re-echo in the void.

Has earth ever witnessed a greater 
tragedy, or could the human mind con
ceive of greater sorrow for the human 
heart to hear?

Who would have believed to the Ar
menian massacre if Lord Bryce had 
posed as a prophet instead of merely a 
historian? Your English minds, steeped 
in the holiness of Christs Gospel 
than those of any other people on earth, 
cannot conceive that the hounds of pos
sibility in wickedness have long ago been 
reached in the Bast.

Well, I tell you this !‘
The fate of Armenia is the fate which 

Serbia sees hanging like a sword of 
Damocles over her head. England has 
the power to grasp that sword from the 
threatening enemy and turn it upon his 
own heart. Will England,dd it?

You must be a Serbian td understand 
the thrill of epaotion that runs through 
our veins when we read your English 
newspapers calling “Help—help quick
ly, or Serbia dies!* We know your cry 
is a response to those cries of agony of 
our kith and kin, which every day and 
every night and every hour and every 
minute echo and re-echo in onr minds 
till madness itself would seem a relief.

Eve» from the material standpoint the 
sacrifice would repay you for the Serbian 
nation is the rampart which divides east
ern and western barbarism, arid prevents 
those two torrent» from flooding the 
whole universe; and for every life it 
costs you in the Balkans ten, or maybe 
a hundred, will be saved in Africa or 
Asia. But as a priest I cannot look up
on it in that light.

I only see the spiritual aspect of the 
crisis. Serbia is being condemned as 
Christ was condemned to be crucified, 
without just cause; and I cry out in 
my grief: This nation to innocent and 
has not deserved to die.”

If die we must, all Europe will here 
seen an example of fortitude such as has 
not before been given, and if Germany 
conquers, remember we showed how 
free men die.
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MILLION IN BATTLE BRITISH KING VISITS FRENCH BATTLEFIELDS*
}

OF LA CHAMPAGNE ■
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%

Picture of the Terrific Bombardment 
of the Allies Which Preceded Dash 
to Victory
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Chalons, Prance, Oct 22—(Correspond

ence)—There was still wreckage enough 
remaining on the battlefield of Champag- 
be three weeks after the battle 
fought to give some idea of the havoc of 
Aestruction when it was fresh after the 
advance. Within a space of fifteen miles 
In length by from one to three in 
Breadth at least 1,000,000 men were en
gaged in battle on both sides: 96,000 
prisoners were taken and at least two or 
three shells for every main engaged were' 
Bred.

That sheet of preparatory shell fire 
which had descended upon- fifteen miles 
of German front trenches had meant a 
swath of slaughter to start with. For 
three days, night and day, this bombard
ment continued. According to the ac- 
rounts of German prisoners they could 
only hug the shelter of their subteran- 
nean chambers under their crumbling 
parapets. A wall of artillery fire back of 
the trenches kept the supplies from reach 
ing them. In front of the trenches the 
continued crash of shrapnel blasts was 
cutting the barbed wire. For months the 
French had been accumulating ammuni
tion, which they poured out from every 
calibre of gun.
Charge Was Only 200 Yards

This shell fire not only killed and 
Wounded Germans; not only made the 
most elaborate trenches into dustheaps, 
but littered the field with smashed Ger
man caissons, transport wagons, cloth
ing, equipment and all the impedimenta 
of an army. There was peace in the Ger
man trendies for the first time in three 
days as the wave of French infantry 
rushed for the German trenches. Then 
the French guns stopped firing lest they 
kill their own men.

The wave had not more than 200 yards 
to go. Estimate the time that it takes 
the average man to run that distance 
and you have the time it took the French 
soldiers to reach the wreckage which had 
been in the German trenches and grap
ple with any survivors in the dugouts. 
in some places the wave swept on be
yond the benches like the tide running 
up an inlet The Germans between such 
forces were caught in a pair of pincers. 
This accounted for the 
were taken in .batches, 
rounded by infantry with no way of re
treat open to them.

“Only the little things now remain," 
Bald a French soldier who was salvaging 
in the ruins of the German redoubt of 
La Poche—“The Pocket”—to the fa- 

Trou Bricot sector. “At the start, 
of course, we buried the dead and ga
thered up the broken machine guns 
which had been destroyed by our gun
fire."
Wonderful Bastion Destroyed

The town of Ypre$ in the British lines 
probably remains the most colossal ex
ample of shell fire. But Ypres was a 
town. It was not built to withstand shell 
fire, but as a home tot men in times of 
peace. In Trou Bricot the Germans, with 
the science and amazing industry which

characterize their operations, had set out 
to build themselves a bastion which 
would withstand the kind of fire they 
had visited ttpon Ypreç. They had been 
at work for many months, perfecting it 
from time to time, enlarging and 
strengthening it, as busy as ants in a hill.

It was a vast warren of sandbags, 
bristling with machine guns—a knuckle 
-like salient in the German front line. 
Small forests of barbed wire guarded it 
right and left. It was as proof against 
shrapnel as a slate roof against hail. The 
explosion of any high explosive shell 
was localized in one of a multitude of 
chambers built with a view to receiving 
such visitors.

Shafts- in the earth underneath the 
whole offered further protection. In the 
centre was a sort of well, in the midst 
of the walls of sandbags, where the oc
cupants might enjoy immunity from 
anything except bombs from the air.

But the French guns showered tons 
upon tons Of shells upon La Poche for 
those three days. When a chamber was 
destroyed they gave the Germans no time 
to repair it. For seventy-two hours the 
blast of explosions were tearing at that 
redoubt—a hurricane of all the big cal
ibres from 6 to 15-in, with some smaller 
ones thrown In for good measure.

Underneath La Poche at the end of 
the French mine, rested a huge charge 
of explosive. That was fired just before 
the infantry charged. It carried Germans 
and sandbags heavenward in a cloud 200 
or 800 feet high and left a crater of at 
least 100 feet in depth and 160 in width. 
Any Germans who survived were in the 
pall of dust from it as the French infan
try charged over the bare space where 
the barbed wire had been destroyed by 
guns which were given this part of the 
work to do. In ten minutes from the 
time that the French infantry left their 
trenches they were in full possession of 
La Poche.
“No One Left to Fight With”

wets
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French soldiers, Mid the Germans were 
getting jiractically the same accommoda
tions. In the dining hall, besides the 
regular menu printed in German, was 
a list of “extras” on the bulletin board, 
which could be bought—butter, tea, 
cheese, soap, cigars, tobacco, and other 
luxuries at the current French prices.
■ It was the work these men were doing, 
however, which was of chief interest.
Near by was a large establishment where 
the Germans were seen at work. The 
great warehouse was fairly alive with 
these workmen, their uniform put aside 
for a rough working blouse. Hydraulic 
presses were turning out bales of tightly 
pressed hay ready for shipping. Eight 
big Germans were on top of a flatcar 
ranging the bales in place, and scores of 
others were working the machinery and 
passed the product through the various 
processes

At the
Germans ,in .blouses Were running a 
steam thrashing machine,; The grata 
was falling in a steady stream as the ■>
Germans passed the sheaves from the 
storehouse and ran them through the 
machine Others wererunning the 
steam engine, steadytag-<he movement 
of the long .shafts leading to the thrasher.
This was typical of the thrashing of the 
wheat yield, now going on all over 
France, Germans being scattered through 
all the little farming centres, doing the 
heavy work of the machines.

One of the important. Polish camps 
visited was near St. Etienne, the heart 
of the coal region of Central France, 
where the Polish miners, recently serving 
in the German ranks, * are bringing 
up the stores of anthracite and bitu
minous coal. It is the chief dependence 
of France for fuel ahd industrial energy, 
now that the northern cdal fields have 
changed hands. It was late in the day 
when the visit was made, and the Polish 
miners had come to ttie surface and 
now crowding forward in hundreds to 
receive their pay.

“What, are German prisoners paid?” 
was asked.

“Yes,» and they make good wages, 
about one franc and sixty centimes a 
day (thirty-two cents),” was the reply.

As the Polish miners pressed up for 
their money they were paid by a typical 
French accountant, with a big safe and 
rows of tin money-cases beside him.
The men had on their mining clothes, 
blackened and stained, but through the 
grime stood out the fact that they were 
German soldiers, most of them wearing 
the red-edged caps, and some' using old 
uniforms for thé work.

Occasionally, some question is raised 
about the payment of wages to German 
prisoners. But the, answer is given that, 
it is under the convention regulating 
such matters, and France is scrupulous 
about meeting every obligation of that 
nature, even though such wages could 
be well employed at home.

Altogether this trip under official es
cort covered several hundred miles 
through towns, villages, and great single man with a shattered leg holding 
stretches of farm country, with German ! back a wave of Boches, and then settling 
soldier-prisoners at every hand, in the,down to nurse his gun like a child. Half 
fields, the warehouses, the thrashing a dozen different things were going 
centres, and the coal mines, showing wrong with it. The feed-belt was wet, 
how France has solved the problem of the pockets getting tight. In another 
her many prisoners, not only by restrain- minute the cartridges would have jam- 
ing them under reasonable living and med, He had his first-aid box out, with 
sanitary conditions, but also setting them its duplicate pieces, and was nursing the 
to useful labor in meeting the needs of machine which “had saved his skin” 
France from agriculture and the mines, when the loss of blood made him faint.

“An extraordinary feeling going off,” 
he said. “Like taking gas. I never dared 
have a tooth out without gas.

“I nearly fainted again when I heard 
about the V. Cl' I was in a base hos
pital in Boulogne and was taking a 
morning stroll to see the Folkstone boat 
come in. I bought a paper and took it 
into the buffet, and was just leaving it 
behind when my eye caught a headline, 
‘Lieutenant Graham, V. C.’ Even then, 
though the fellow had my name, I did 
not associate it with myself until I 
found my own ugly phiz underneath.

I

Captives Doing Work of Men 
at the Front

,lJuet Hung On, Whole Thing 
Mechanical "

«YS-tî
S* . r<ARE PAID FOR THHIt LABOR NST Hff OUT FOR A SOLDI! !

Appear Contented With Their 
Let — Always Retain Military 
Training aad Respect for Officers

“It was easy, monsieur," said a soldier 
"easier than some much simpler fortifi
cations which we found later on, where 
the shells had not fallen so thickly. We 
rushed in and looked around for some
body to fight with. But there was no 
one.

Last Survivor of Crew Worked 
Machine Gua in Face ef Tre
mendous Odds—His Own Story

up to the shipment, 
e little town of Aubier a dozen

prisoners, who 
They were sur-

“For the most part there was nothing 
but the fragments of men; and there

to apply 
stunned,

Rianne, Central France, Nov. 12— 
(Correspondence of The Associated 
l*resg)-*-“Achtqng !”
Command of attention given by à Ger
man sergeant major in trim German 
uniform to 1,500 German soldiers, all 
in their gray-green uniforms with red- 
edged caps, ranged in long ranks twenty 
deep along the great courtyard of the 
barracks of Roanne. The sharp and gut- 
teral German command sounded strange
ly in this French setting, with French 
officers receiving deferential salutes and 
giving directions, and French soldiers in 
their vivid red-blue uniforms standing 
at shoulder-arms at ail the exits.

These long lines of German soldiers 
were typical, of the scores of German 
prison encampments, centering at this 
little town of Roanne, and radiating 
from here to the Spanish frontier and 
over to the French colonies in Africa 
—in all some 200,000 German prisoners 
gathered up from Champagne and all 
along the line—manoeuvring under Ger
man officers in the prison courtyards, 
working the farms, running the steam 
threshing machines, binding hay in 
bundles for French artillery and cavalry 
horses, and helping supply France with 
its sustenance for the army and the

London, Nov. 10—(Correspondence by 
Edmund Candler)—-No one who has done 
anything ever has an ounce of side. Even 
young men who have been at grips with 
first causes are modest. They develop a 
sense of pv 
the V. C. L

Take the buy Graham’s case. His V. 
C., he told me, was an inconceivable 
piece of good luck. He had stuck to his 
machine gun all right; he admitted that. 
But it was the only thing he could do. 
“They had stopped shelling us,” he ex
plained, “and were coming on thick as 
humets. _ Naturally I hung on. It was 
the one deuce. The other fellows 
down. What else could I do?

“Skedaddle, I suppose? 
thought of It. It would have wanted 
some pluck. ‘Stuck to my gun?1 I stuck 
to it to save my skin- It was all I had 
to hang on to. I can tell you. I should 
have had cold feet without it. But, of 
course, one doesn’t think of all this; the 
whole thing’s mechanical.”

But Graham saved the trench, and if 
there is any truth in despatches he did 
the job àlonç.

“That was luck, too,” he explained. 
“The Boches didn’t know we were done 
in. They got fed up and turned just at 
the right mo.’”.

“And you were badly hit?”
“I discovered that afterwards."

The Crazy Gun. '

were men lying about trying 
first aid bandages and a few 
unhurt. What could they do but yield? 
Those who sought refuge down that 
shaft, there were all buried alive and we 
dug out a few who still had the breath 
of life in them from that shaft yon
der.”

From the highest point of the ruins 
one looked right and left aibng the front 
line of German trenches which had been 
so elaborately dug and were broken, 
half filled ditches as the result of that 
terrific concentration of gun-fire; and 
the same thing was to be seen in the re
gion of Loos, where the British guns 
had wrought the same kind of havoc.

was the German

mous

•ition. The modesty of 
■ crbial.

were

I neveri
ty sight—I don’t think. Nevetheless, 
this to the life. You talk about enjoy
ing it. So far it has struck me as a re
gular picnic. You see, when you get it 
particularly dirty such as marching all 
night in rain and mud you appreciate 
the fine weather, and rest so much that 
its second to Heaven getting into an old 
bam with some hay.

This war is the greatest object les
son, or I should say, being here, that a 
young man of my careless and cas- go
ing habits could get, and should I come people, 
out of it, it will shape my future far Here at Roanne, too, is the centre of 
different and better, I am sure, than if another form of German industry on 
I had not had the experience. French soil, with thousands of German-

Here I witness the unselfishness of I'olish soldiers doing the same work 
the English and of the French, and to they did in the coal mines of Poland, 
see what titled English women are doing digging the coal from the rich deposits 
for their country would open your eyes, of Central France, offsetting the loss of 
For example, while to France I saw an the French coal fields which have passed 
English lady and her daughter spend into the hands of the invaders, 
night after night serving coffee and The Associated Press was given the 
bread to the soldiers. On our first night opportunity to see a large number of 
over she presented us with two boxes these German encampments, and typical 
of cigarettes each and wished us all scenes of the soldiers doing agricultural 
luck. To see the French people putting and mining work, the party being ar- 
up the soldiers in their beautiful houses, i ranged by the Ministry of Foreign Af- 
and all, would make you weep. It’s à I fairs and under the eScort of French

army officers, Lieutenant Brunet and 
Lieutenant Gârcin.
' In the courtyard of the Roanne Bar- 

herc. Well, Dad, my opinion is that racks the Germans' had been drawn up 
the war is doing the world good in. one to give the visitors a typical instance 
sense, and although it may not. in an-| 0f their appearance.' They looked rather 
other, still, I think it will be a better 
world for it.

This generation has become too sor
did and selfish, and God knows it need
ed this to bring them out of It.

Ease and luxury will make anyone 
selfish, but give them hard work and 
danger, and there is where one’s best 
qualities come out.

I don’t think the people at home real
ize just what the soldiers are doing. It 
is not the risk they run, that is a second
ary consideration. It is the physical 
hardships they have to endure. Take 
a man at a listening post in a pool of 
water and mud afraid to move for two 
hours at a strech. Take these fellows 
standing up under fire, building wire en
tanglements and parapets. Fortunately,
I am in a dry trench, but we have 
trenches where the men are almost up 
to their knees in mud and this for six 
days at a stretch to no sinecure.

Our officers are at it day and night 
and get very little sleep. The strain is 
telling on some of them, but the ma
jority are holding their own nicely.

Well, Dad, I will close for the pres
ent, as writing is a tiresome task at best.
Hoping to see the day, 1. e., the gang 
will meet at the shack and have some 
good music and one of your famous 
stews. This is, in fact, the only thing 
that makes me wish at times I were 
home. I never get homesick, as should I 
be at home I would be wishing I were 
here and vice versa. Good luck to all 
and an easy winter.

Your veteran,

unto of Hium
SOLDIER II IE

were

Jeremiah Fraser, of the 25th, 
Tells of Trenches

GREAI OBJECT LESSON
“If everyone got a decoration,” he 

said, “for doing his job the ribbons 
wouldn’t be worth taking home.”

And he argued that the selection was 
all luck. “They’ve got to pick out some
body. My little show was a bit dramatic 
as it was such a close shave- It was an 
important bit of trench, too, and there 
happened to be a staff officer looking on.’’

It occurred to me that what the staff 
officer saw must have been Homeric—a

Hard Work aad Danger Are the 
Makrng of a Ma* — Philosophy 
oa the Firing Lin*

O. Jeremiah Frazer, of the Signalling 
Corps, 26th N. S. Battalion, a son uf 
Jerry Fraser, a Halifax cabman, is the 
auhor of the following very interesting 
letter.
Dear Dad:—

This letter to being written in my dug- 
out In the trench by the light of a 
candle.

The joint to abont one mile from the 
, main road and the communication trench 

to nicely boarded, which makes the 
walking clean.

The dugout has a tiled floor, two 
bunks, board roof cover, with corrugated 
iron, this again covered with sand bags. 
There are many things I have pinched in 
a nearby house to make things comfort
able, including two chairs, bench, coal, 
rack, oak table for telegraph instruments 
(flags being abolished in this war) also 

*■ two rubber sheets, which I used as a 
door; taking it altogether it is a snug 
and comfortable shack. In fact, it to the 
pick of any in our line of trenches.

’« There are plenty of mice and a few 
large rats which have a habit of strut
ting around as if they owned the place. 
A week ago we completed six days with 
six casualties. This week there is a dif
ferent tale, for instead of the Saxons, 
we are now dealing with the Prussians 
who are much better fighters, L e., more 
aggressive.

Tonight it has (been merry hell; over 
fifteen shells exploded near this dugout, 
but as we bear a charmed life, to date 
nothing has happened.

During my experience at the front I 
have had over ten very narrow escapes 
from shrapnel and bullets, and as I men
tioned to Gerald, a man can adopt him
self providing he is made of the right 
Stuff, to all circumstances, and although 
on the Job for only eight days I have 
seen sights that would turn a weak 
man’s stomach. However, I can assure 
you that I feel just as safe as in my lit
tle cot at home. This no doubt is the 
result of hard grub and at times very 
bard work.

There are days in the trenches when 
you don’t get a chance to wash for three 
or four days and when you get a lot 
of Jam in your beard you are some pret-

fact. I certainly was sorry to see the 
nice houses upset so, but then you 
couldn’t understand unless you were

slouchy until the word of command was 
glyen. Their uniforms were stained and 
dirty, showing the results of life in the 
trenches. They were irregular in height 
—big, bearded Bavarians and short, 
stocky men.

“Bring them to attention, and have 
them take three steps forward, turn, 
and three steps backwards,” stid the 
French commandant.

The direction was interpreted to the 
German sergeant-major, and then rang 
out “Achtung.” The effect was elec
trical on these soiled and slouchy ranks. 
They sprang into even lines, every head 
straight and shoulders back, transformed 
from an irregular mass into perfectly 
aligned platoons, which would have done 
credit to a parade ground. Then, as the 
command of three steps was given in 
German, the long lines of heavy wooden 
sabots, came up into the German goose 
step, and fairly crashed back and forth 
over the stone pavement. In an instant 
the goose step and the crashing sabots 
stopped and the lines were rigid. It was 
little short of sensational, this galvan
izing of a whole regiment of mud-stained 
men into a body of fairly vibrating with 
energy and force and automatic military 
precision.

Six hundred of these men had recently 
been captured in the French advance 
In Champagne, but they were mingled 
indiscriminately with the others. One 
large dormitory, however, was given 
chiefly to Champagne prisoners. This, 
like the rest of the rooms, was scrupu
lously clean and in good condition, with 
mattresses and blankets for each man, 
rooms for shower baths, and the equip
ment of a well-ordered barracks. The 
same place had been used before for

SHIPS Ï0 USE OIL
RATER THAN COAL

Victoria, B. C., Dec. 8—Five more 
vessels of the fleet of the Pacific Coast 
Steamship Company are to be converted 
into oil burners. They are the steamers 
Spokane, Umatilla, City of Puebia, Sen
ator and City of Seattle. There is a 
possibility that the latter vessel will be 
converted to oil while she to undergoing 
repairs at Prince Rupert.

Direction to make the change from 
coal to oil burners is the result of re
cent investigations in the matter of fuel 
by President W. H. Barnum. The com
pany’s larger steamers, the Congress. 
Governor and President are already oil 
burners and the conversion of the five 
named doubtless would have been made 
long ago but for the fact that the Pa
cific Coast Company owns extensive 
coal mines which nearly always have 
been the source of fuel supply for the 
company’s vessels. The steamer Spokane 
probably will be one of the first to be 
changed.

Makes Him Sick.
“All the gush they had written made 

me feel quite sick,” he went on. “ ‘Eng
land’s wounded hero,’ and that sort of 
thing. My first feeling was shame. I 
wondered what the fellows in the regi
ment would think. Most of them were 
dead; I was glad they wouldn’t see it. 
But there were Brown and Holder and 
Mayes, a ripping good crowd—they’d 
had their necks in it for months and 
only one Military Cross and a D. S. O. 
between them, and I, who had just 
joined, got this merely for blaring away 
with my machine gun when somebody 
happened to be looking on. They looked 
on me os a rotter in the game, ‘not cut 
out for soldiering,’ as the major said, 
though, I will say, they didn’t rub it in.

“When I left the buffet I had a feeling 
in the pit of my stomach which I only 
remembered having once before. It re
minded me of a thing which happened to 
me at school. It was speech day and 
the hall was crowded with everybody’s

over

“Does your wife want to vote?”
“No; she wants a larger town house, 

a villa on the seacoast and a new limou
sine car every six months. I’d be pleased 
most to death, if I could fix her atten
tion on a small matter like the vote."

JEREMIAH.
Jerry Fraser has another son, Cor

poral Cyril Fraser, with the 81st Mani
toba Regiment which, strangely enough, 
is brigaded with the 25th
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