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THIE S(DLDIER’S PAY

LONDON HAS JUST witnessed a “Salute the
Soldier” week. Military bands have played; every-
one from Home Guard to Wolf Cub with a uniform
‘has donned it and bashed off thousands of coupons-
worth of shoe-leather on the London paving stones.
Flags have waved and dust has risen. Politicians,
mayors and pompous nonentities have made copy-
" book speeches and on alternate days have told us the
war would last for years, or, with sly winks and
- solemn nods, have hinted its end in a couple of

AFTER ALL, BOYS

I MUST GET MY PAY PACKET FIRST —
ADVERTISEMENTS HAVE TO BE PAID FOR TOO.

months. A target of not less than £165,ooo,ooo for
London alone is spoken of.

But in all this noisy, shabby circus we seek in
vain for one word or thought of the Soldier we are
called to salute.

Certainly, if heroism and fortitude are qualities
to be admired apart from the cause in which they are
aroused, we would not deny the soldier’s salute.
But all this speechmaking and hullabaloo has nothing
to do with the soldier. The- persons who play then'









