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THE CAFE BE LA PAIX .

By C. Kennett Burrow

JtfERGEANT DENNIS O'REILLY,
WTl I had known his in the old

days in a civilian occupation
of no importance sat in my room,
eating strawberries and cream with
great enjoyment. He used his left
hand because his right was bandaged
and in a sling. Like so many soldiers,
he would say very little about his own
fighting experiences, though he would
yarn endlessly about the doings of
other men, often with touches so ob
viously imaginative that one wonder-
ed what the stories would be like
when he had worked on them, as it
were, for two or three months, and
given them to final polish.

Ho had just concluded one of these
narratives, when, leaning back in his
chair with a sigh of great content, his
eye was caught by a bowl of roses
standing on my writing table. He
stared at them in a puzzled kind of
way for a moment, and then, turning
to me with a far-awa- reminiscent
look in his gaze, he said quietly:

"Sure, them roses bring it back
same as It might be this blessed day."

"Bring what back " I asked.
" 'Tis a small matter," he said, "but

it stuck in my mind like a burr in a
shawl. 'Twas the quietness of it, an'
the light of evenin', an' the garden
like you'd see in a picture."

"If there's any story," I said, "you
might tell it. I should like to hear
a quiet story."

"Maybe you'd call it a story an'
maybe you wouldn't," O'Reilly said
cautiously. "There's some'd give it a
hard name. I wouldn't be tellin' it to
everybody." By way of encourage-
ment I set the bowl of rose3 on the
table before him. He smelt at them
mediatively.

"Them others," he said, "was differ-

ent, but I won't say but these are
sweet enough to move the heart in a
man."

"Let me hear about the others,
C'Reilly," I said. He took another
sniff at the blooms and then sat back
in his chair, with his eyes half-close-

"Now and then," he said, "way back
over there, you'll chance on a bit of
country as neat an' trim as it might
be here. There'll be ruin round about,
but that bit '11 be sittin' there an'
smilin' like it had a soul of its own

an' had put a spell on itself. I would-

n't say but it's likely it might. I've-know-

queer things the way of that
in Ireland. Anyway ,it was a patch
like that I came on one afternoon out
beyond."

He paused, smelt again at the roses,
and nursed the injured with the un-

injured hand.
"It was that still in the blessed "

ho went on, "an' that shady
with trees, an' the scene of flowers
was that strong, I'd a fancy I was
back in Balgoyle, only It was different
somehow in the look of it.
But I wouldn't have been took
'back to see Bridgy Moran as
was come dancin down the
white road. Then my eye lit on a
cafe In a garden, an' all the roses of

the world was cllmbin' over it. An'

there was a notice over the door with
'Cafe do la Paix' painted on it, an'
there was a bench an' a tablo outside
on the green grass. Then I know it
wasn't Balgoyle."

"It was just France," I said.
"Just that. ... I stood there

starin' like a calf at a now fence.
'Twas all there, waitin' for me, as
you might say, but never a step did I
take towards the place for five min-

utes, maybe. There was never a soul
in sight, an' I had it in my mind that
if I walked up to the door there'd be
no one to answer me. 'Twasn't afraid
I was, but the same as you might feel
in a church. Well, after a while I

opened the wee gate an' went up to
the door, an' it's my belief I walked
on my toes for fear I'd make a noise."

"You certainly wouldn't do that in
Baygoyle," I said.

"That's the truth. . . . The door
was open, an' I peeped through it into
a room as cool as a dairy an' as pretty
as a picture. There was a white cloth
on the table, an' food an' drink, an'
in the corner was a cradle with a
child asleep in it. Now, I had a fierce
thirst on me by reason of the dust
an' the sun, but I says to myself, 'Sure
if I knock, the children '11 wake up,
an' maybe cry,' an' I hadn't the heart
to put my hand out to the door. 'Tis
my belief I'd have gone back on my
toes the way I came if a woman
hadn't come to the door, an' she with
a finger to her lip. 'Is it wine you'll
be waiting'?' says she. I'd thank you
for that same,' says I; 'an' maybe a
bit of anything you might have about
the place. An' I'll take it,' says I, 'out
on the grass there, for I wouldn't dis-

turb the child for the world.' "

O'Reilly's eyes were now closed, and
the fingers of his uninjured hand, rest-
ing on the table before him, moved in
a curious, caressing way.

"Well," he said, "I sat down by the
little table on the grass, an' the wo-

man brought wine an' a length, of

white bread an' cheese that had a
strange look to it. I disremember to

have tasted the like of that wine be-

fore. 'Twas livin' red, same as the
sun was in it, an' it went to the heart
like a song."

He paused, shot a glance at me, and
closed his eyes again, still making the
caressing movement with his fingers.

"I hadn't the courage to look well
at the woman," he said, "till I'd tast-

ed the wine, an' that was a strange
thing for an O'lteilly. I wouldn't say
she was beautiful, the same as Bridgy
Moran for she's like a spring day
for the quickness an' brightness of

her but there was that about her
made a man feel better in himself. I

could tell by the look in her ejea she
was the mother of the children in be-

yond. I sat an' looked at her sidew-

ays-like, turnin' over a word to say,

an' she standing' there on the grass
.waitin', as it might be. 'It isn't here,'
says I, 'that you get great trouble by

the war.' 'War!' says she. 'What
war?' 'Why,' bays I, 'the war that's
tearin' the world to tattera.' When

she shook her head I went cold to the
scalp. 'Why,' says I, 'don't you hear
the guns far away, this blessed min-

ute?' 'Guns!' says she. 'What alls
the man?' An when I cocked my
ears, divil a sound of a gun was there!
Only the bees buzin' an' the wind, in
the trees, an' the roses rustlln like
silk. I hadn't a word left to my
tongue. Sure, thought I, she has me
bewitched, an' I'm best away out of
this."

The movement of O'Reilly's fingers
stopped. He opened his eyes wide
and looked at me.

"Believe it or not," he said, "there
it is. There's some 'd put it on the
wine, or say I was dreamin', or give
it a hard name. I'll dispute with no
man about it. If 'twas a dream It
came from the right place. But I'm
not one to quarrel with my own eyes,
an' I can feel the wine on my tongue
an' smell the roses this minute."

I did not cross-examin- e him. I was
content to leave it at that. From the
Westminster Gazette.
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HOW TO CURE THE BOSCH

((J gES, I seen a good bit o the

Cf. Bosch, one way and anoth-V- s

er, "before he got me In the
leg," said Corporal Digweed. "Eight-

een months I had with 'im spiteful,
and four months with 'im tame.
Meaning by that four months guard-

ing German prisoners.
"And what do you think of him at

the end of It?" I asked.
Digweed leant back with a heavily

judicial air.
"Some o' these Peace blighters

seem to think he's a little angel,
basin' their opinion, I suppose, on
something I must 'a' missed during
my time out. On the other hand
there's a tidy few thinks that one

German left will spoil the earth. Now
me, I holds they're both wrong. The
second's nearer than what the first is,
I don't deny. But a incident what oc-

curred in that Prisoners Camp set
me thinking that you might make
something o' Fritz yet, if you only

had the time and the patience.
"We had a batch of prisoners come

in what I saw at once was a different
brand to tl. usual. There wasn't
that well, that distressin' lack o' hu-

mility that you mostly finds showin'
itself after we've had them a week or

two. There seemed about 'cm almost M
a sort o' willingness to learn that M
put 'em in a class by themselves. I M
hez to the Interpreter, 'There's some- - M
thing odd about that lot. You find M
out what it is'; which he does. And M
what do you think it was? They was H
convicts. All men in for a long term MM

what had served five years and more M
o' their sentences and was let out to M
fight.

"It seemed to me at first the rum- - M
miest thing that ever I see. But I've M
thought it over and thought It over, M
and now it's as clear as day. When mm
the Bosch is kept in a watertight M
compartment for a bit, he gets back M
to being more or less of a human be- - M
nig. His whole trouble's really MM

through being surrounded by other M
Bosches. They get tellin' each other M
what a great nation they are, and MM

how they was born to inherit the H
earth, and that it's only forestalling MW

nature a bit to go and take it now, H
and so on each going one better M
than the last. They keep on contam- - M
matin' one another till what do you jMW

get? Why, me and you spending our M
old age of 'em humility. M

"Now, with these 'ere convicts it M
was another story. 'Stead o' keep M
talkin' about German culture and M
what rotters all the rest o' the world M
was, their heads had plenty o time to M
cool while they picked their oakum M
or what not resutlin' in quite a fair- - MM

ly decent lot o' men, as I say. Yes, M
it's very Interesting and instructive. H
I believe, it's the solution of the ques- - M
tion, 'How to cure the Bosch,' I do. H
If you could keep 'em all apart from H
each other for five years you'd find M
they'd be quite different. I daresay tMM

tirey wouldn't mind it so much, H
either." H

"If I was a Bosch I should be thank- - Mt
ful," I said. "But wouldn't there be H
difficulties about this segregation?" Mf

Digweed waved them aside. H
"There's always difficulties," he M

said: "But you mark my words, that's H
the thing to do. It would help it H
along, too, to give 'em the right sort H
of books and papers to read. Why, H
if you worked the thing properly, H
they might mostly be cured in two H
years or two and a half." H

I shook my head. "There are H
some you'll never cure," I said. "'MM

"There'd be stubborn cases, I won't jH
feny. And a few incurables, as you Mm


