
THE FORTY-NINER

THE EXPERIENCES OF A CONSCIENTIOUS
OBJECTOR. By -Sandbag."

At last, I îound iniyseif near the front lintc.
1 xvas handed over to the tender niercies of
a Canadian Battalion, the une frot
Edmoton, W'len they learned 1 had at one
time beeni a correspondent of the -Daylight
Mail I was taken before the editurial staff
of the, Forty-niner'- and as good as
ordered to write lay impressions at the front.

Thîis %vas quite to îny taste, and 1 grew
etger tu get inaterial. The Sergeant iii
charge of ine siiiiled, aad said lie guessed
1 would sooni get more inaterial than 1
d -d well cared for. The men seemed
greatly ainised at something, and though,
as 1 gat.hered, they were going ou a dan-

geosexpedition, there was no hint of it iii
thadir behaviour.

The niglit was so dark-you eouldn't dis-
titiguish t.he saîfdbags from the dlouds. 1
Was ofteni losi;t often I fell off the narrow
and crooked trench mats. Once 1 foun 1
nivself walking aimlessly on the top of the
parapet, stumnblîug over sandbagys and
emîpty cans. A big, brawny Caniadian leapt
up at'ter nie aind shouted:

-Na, nia, 'onny, itaue o' ver tiks here.
-WThat, tricis ? '' 1 dett'iatided, with a

voice whieh, I amn afraid, was a pour sîtmili-
tud(e of injured innocence.

-Tryin' tae liclit ver pipe at a Blare,"
lie replied.

When lie learnied who 1 was lie put me on
jîmx' way wiîlî a tenderness whicli was toucli

Again 1 wiis with nuy pal'ty. l'le noise
of the guns was terrifie. We travelled ou
for hours. On, on, we went, slipping,
slipping, splashing, 8pluttering. Thoughi

my kukies were badly bruised I held on
tightly to my staff, Alas, it got wedged in
the woodwork underneath, and a party of
men fled past mue. Their baci<s were heu t,
their anus extended, as they carried or
tugged theiT Ioads of deadly'war material
past me. 1 cationed themn about my cane.
but every man banged into it, and went
staggeriug through the blacknessq, unuttering
the most terrible ourses imiaginable. ýAil the
time they passed 1 was being crushed,
ilnangled. irouled. I feit stiiiined aud ex-

haustod. amui, worse thui ail- 1 knew 1 was
lost agaiti. 1 didu't mind so utucli thie rifles
Ilitting nîy ribs, îîor sandbags being stuffed
into myi nimoth, nor tripods and bomb aud
aiiontjitioin lxxes grazingy uy face. The
physical p>aini xas sceoùdary to the mental
anguish. Yet à was a relief whei the last
ititan kicked past ine. 1. straï-ghtened îny
hielniet, sorted my roll of rnauuscript, and
proceeded to wrench at mmîy recalcitranit staff.
WVitli a superhumn I og 1 released it, anîd it
jabbed nie fîull oii the left eye.

The boitîbardnient raged fu riously, and
the sides of the trenches rocked to and f ro
1 rami on bhutdly, twist iug out and iii through
ail intermiuable nmaze. Informatiîon, I
fouîîd, is very scarce for the mnan who is lost
ini theso aktwre anmd saud-bagged

I t was thle editor, 1 believe, whio camne to
iriy rescue. TIhe air wvas electrified with ex-
cÎtemteut.

Hints of great, deeds about tu be euiam{eWd
i-ea(-hed nie. Phrases sucli as ''when the
guns lîft, .' leaîing the piarapet ," witu
allusionis to the laudsliip-' " Crème de
M4ette,'' the niyeterions " taniks," were

With soinewliat îmixed felng1 tried to
survey the situation.

I feit 1 wa s ahkhîg into thie vortex of
the -Great l>osî. " WVhen -the Editor told
ine tîtat the real business of the night was
about to comnmence nmy worst fears were con-
firimied. My questionsa were ignored. I was
borne along lielplesslv 'midst a flood of men.

Above, the roar of ginis I could distinguish
the palpitation 0of a powerful nmotor.

XVas it the approacli of the fateful
"ltnks'? I coujured up the vision of

Modern Furies embodied in steelI 1 saNv the
Ilerald of Victory poised aloft.

AlI the waterspouts of the heavens seemned
openied, quenching every liglît, save thie
mnoinentary dazzliug glow from a star-shell.
The miouster came to a standstill, but it con-
tintied, to mal<e the most weird and wncannv
miseq. Pandemnonînni seenued ]et loose.


