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The Great Ped Cross Sale
SOM£ THXNUS WE'D MORE CHEERFULLY GIVE TRAN RECEIVE.

(By -Q. Pica-Smna')

It was just as the train %vas gliding into the Harbour Station that
1 read in the newspaper that the great Red Cross Supei-fluîtv Sale
wvas to be-gin iii London on the morrowv; also that the offerings
liad been so enormous that special trains were being mun froni
mnany centres to convey the gifts to the Metropolis. As 1 stepped
out onto the platforin I noticed an unwonted noise and bustie, and
on the up line a long* train placardeci " Sup-.rfliities."

Although it xvas past ten p.nx. the main streets were thronged
with a happy chattering crowd ;nearly everyone wvas carrying
sone donation statîinwards. Some had dog3, sorne babies, wvhite
not a few women clragged unwilling husbands towards the train.

"Here they corne," the crowcl suddenly cried.
"Who? " 1 asked a nearby R.P.
"The boys bringing the soiliers' gif ts to the sale," lie answered.

As lie spoke, the procession, lit by many flash torches began
passing before me. First came seven S-M's. surrounded by a,
hularious bahd of privates; followecl one very he-ivily-guarded sour
looking iudividual. He was in khaki but I could not distinguish
his rank.

"Who's that?" 1 asked.
"The man who tnrns down our passes."
"And that R.P. ? What's lie done? "
He*s the maii who sells the cigarettes the padre gives him."

"What's that buncli of officers ? " I wvhisperecl1, as a cîejected
yet fiercely .defiant handcuffed party passed. " Those are the
members of the Medical Board th.tt mark the boys fit for
France again."
:I could 1hrdýly hear this reply as at that moment the whole crowdi

began shouting andi yelling with sheer joy. Staring into the MuIrky,
niglit I sa w seventyiprivates, staggering along under the weighit Ç)
a luge box as big as a -large room.

"*Geel1" I exclaimed, .1they're a happy gang for a Wvorking partyg,
The R.P., beside me was cleering so loudly himself that I had to>

ask himn twice before lie told me what thé box xvas. *'Man alive,",
he exclaimed at last, " don't you knowv? That's the ciink fromn the

Gravile IHurrahi, hurrahi, hurrah! " As that seemed to, be the end
'Of tlie procession I went on to Chatham House. Although I wý,as
just back from leave 1 was hiappy. Life without these superfinities
would indeed be jake with the levers up.

As I puslied my wvay into the marquee in whici 'I slept, 1 net
the Orderly Corporal.

" Good lord 1 " lihe ejaculated, "you've no right livre. Y'ou'ru
marked SuperfluitY."


