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THE BIRTH OF THE LEGION.
BY PIONEER A. WHITEHEAD (L.F., 4339)

A man limped from the platform of the railway station
of Toronto in Canada. He was not an old man but he
limped. He was bronzed by exposure to the blazing sun,
wind and rain of the plains and by the snow and blizzards
of the far morth, but he limped and because he limped
was the reason for his being there.

He was an ex-member of the North West Mounted
Police who had been given his discharge on account of
disability through having his foot frostbitten while pn
duty during a small vampaign.

His name was Roger Poceck and he was on his way
home to his people. He had been away many years and in
the course of his many adventures had wandered far in
North America, turning his hand to any job that came
his way.

The wanderlust had him in itz grip and it was not
until he had joined the “Mounties” that he was at home
and found the comrades and life he yearned for.

But his luck was out, the cold of the North land had
beaten him. A man not absolute!y Al at Lloyds is ng use
in that strenuous job so he had to get out. And that was
the beginning of a life of great adventure. Come then to
a later time. Now England called but even while answer-
ing the call, he could feel a faint longing, a loneliness.
There would be no one of his kind over there whom he
would know and with whom he would smoke and yarn
over adventures in past days in many countries.

Were there men of his kind in England? Yes, therc
were hundreds of them. Men who had lived on the fron-
tiers of our Great Britain, whose outposts were scattered
far and wide, north, south, east and west. Men like him-
self, gripped by the wanderlust, who had lived always a
bit further “out-back” fhan the rest, in survey camps,
trappers’ camps, lumber camps, mining camps or who had
sailed the seas a bit ahead of the mext man, in fact fron-
tiersmen of the real type. There are a few of the evallings
of the men Pocock loved and wanted to meet but who
were wandering in England “homeless and hung::.”

In the big cities of the Old Country there woud be
clubs where the members would meet at night to discuss
business, pleasures, polities etc., but these did not appeal
to Pocock.

‘Why not a club where men of his kind could meet to
smoke and yarn and tell stories of life and adventures
in every corner of the giobe. Men who had lived and
worked on the frontiers of the Empire, men whose num-
ber was legion and the name of the club would be the
“Legion of Frontiersmen.”

On Christmas Eve, 1904, two yecars after founding the
Legion, Pocock met in London Colonel D. P. Driscoll, D.S.0.,
a wanderer like himself, and the builder and commander
of that marvellous corps of irregular scouts, who did such
splendid work in the Boer War. These two whanged
Pocock*: idea of a sit and yarn club to one of forming a
body of men, each man a master of some art that would
be of some use should the Empire, which all loved so
dearly, call in time of trouble. Britishers who had lived
in all corners of the globe, explorers, miners, engineers,

hunters, surveyois, ianchers, lumbermen, trappers, sa.lors,
and men of kindred eallings joined, so that before long
the roll was a very large one and branches wers heing
formed all over the Empire.

These men were always on the move, going to strange
lands and ecarrying the story of the Legion of Frontie.s
men into all corners of the world. How were they to
know each other? A badge of scme sOrt was necessary.
Something small and distinetive which would become the
wearers' most cherished possession. A small, eircular hadge
the size of a sixpenve, to be worn in the button hole on
the lapel of the coat and on which the Union Jack was
inseribed over the red cros: of St. George, with the words,
“God Guard Thee” (from the Arabic inseription on General
Gordon’s signet ring) engraved in the centre, was decided
on.

TFrom then on the “Cirele Cross Outfit” became estab-
lished and its members travelling in distant lands met
comrades who would stick to the very last, ecomrades who
would always lend a helping hand in time of trouble, and
vomrades who would stick to the very last, comrades who
would always lend a helping hand in time of trouble, and
would a'so lend a hand in times of rejoieing.

(The genial author of the foregoing article was res-
ponsible for conveying Capt. Pocoek from his home at
“Bagshot,” Masterton to the “railhead.” His motor chariot
refused to start and a horrowed car ran out of benzine
three miles from the station. “However. the 'ocal “Bag-
wash” van arrived in time to enable our distinguished visi-
tor to adhere to the itinery. In telling the incident to
“A” Squadron, the Commandant referred the the Founder
finishing the trip with the “dirty linen.”—Not dirty,”
but merely “soiled’,” was the rejoinder.
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WHITE ROSE.

Post-prandial oratom: poised gracefudy over tue dining
table have been known in nervous moments to produce
architectural triumphs on the table-cloth with knives, spoons
and wine glasses piled one on another with a bread roi
balaneced on the summit. Even men without “nerves” ad-
dressing their fellow creatures often employ their fingers.
Captain Roger Pocock, founder of the Legion of Frontiers-
men, poised, practised, immensely travelled, cultured, and
charming, v, not without his little effort of manipulat.on
during his table talks. Not only is he immensely pract.sed
but he is said to be seventy. A young fellow of foriy-
nine whispered to present listener between bites that tne
notable Roger, like a keen reeruit, rather understates his
age, and that the extremely energetic Empire worker is
near four seore. Captain Pocock duwing an untircd and
not tiring talk of upwards of an hour, manufactured a
white rose deftly from a paper table napkin, stalk and all.
Tt was unobtrusively dome, and very likely few noted it,
and why there was not a rush for this trophy from the
fangeis of the beloved veteran none knoweth. Very like
he is unaware that he made the white rose or caused an
outsider present to think of the Wars of the Roses and
roses white and red. One cherished the thought that
the rose was speckless—am emblem of peace, if you will; for
the Legion of Frontiersmen, warlike in'spurs won on many
fields, have had all the war they want and like white
doves and white flags (if homourably displayed) and white
roses. May Roger’s white rose be an augury for a blood-
less future—“M A.T.” in Auckland “Star.”













