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THE GLORY OF WAR!—What a

pitiful, what a tremendous story in :
these faces from Pietro's great

statue, “Mother of the Desd," the re-
marksble work of sculpture which
holds the hearts of thousands who
visit the exposition at San Franciseo,

Mother of the dead, grandmother
of the living! OId age and infancy,
the going and the coming-—with al)
that goes befween lost, rotting ont
there somswhern In the warplowed
soil of Flanders or Gallcia

The childless and the orphan.
Struggie, - suffering, nnuiterable an-
guish, irreparable loss, the dead past
in that old face; a wail’s doubt and
anxious Inquiry of the future in the
young one.

An unanswerable armalznment of
war's horror, eriminality and folly as
symbolized by Its living” vietims, the
mother who has lost all and the child
who must tread among lfe's pitfalls
alone!

“The glory of war!” Can you find it
in that old face? Where is the son
whom she, in agony, gave to hor
ocountry, whom ehe, night and day,
nurged, cared for, worked for, strug-
gled for, sacrificed for? He's in his
“glory” among the unknown dead of
Yprea, Maybe the unspeakable mis-
ery on that old face is g reflection of
his glory, but It looks like etermal
loss, grinding sorrow,

bopelemsness.
. Burely glory qwst shie forth from

the face of the child Glory Is:
only herttage. He had w {ather,
hed & bone, he had a chance.
bas-robbed him of all save
of being a aoidier's orphan.

The strong die upon the battlefield

with theirginsing eves slorifying a

flag or an idea, either of which muy
be a sham or a villainy, Other vie-
tims are the aged who giadly tottar
to the grave and the children who
bave to combut the inglorious things
of life alone.




