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The Old Bus.
Z sabile heres ago
Fortibus es in aro.

Latin Primer.
"Kere, Cash, bo a sport and write us8 somethtng," ssidtAie Commandant.
"What about ? - sald 1. " Oh, any old thlng," sald ha."Right Oh.," saUt 1.

Sa bore Roes for the old Bus.
Forty busses ? More llke four hunclred ; yes, maybe sixhundred :

"Stormed at wlth shout and yell
Bravely they rolled and weil
Into the Valley of -(HeU,
That's what 1 May flot tell)
Noble six hundred !"PFRHAPS you don't kaaw the old chariot?

1 expect you've seen ber, doubtless many
tixnes and neyer looked twice at ber.

Well, 1 knoýw ber-I mean Bus No. 12
of the i3 _5 th or the r47th or the i 59 th
Bus Co.-I'm flot sure which. Anyhow
some Blus Ca. attacbed t0 l'Armee, Britan-
nique, as the other half of the "L'entet
Cordiale "cails us. Yes-I know the old tbbeen properly introducýed and ail that sort
of thing. At flrst 1 wasn't much impressed, but

ITbings are seldorn what they seeni," and the
way in which she subsequently manoeuvretrt her

Lnd early in the marning of a
and I was a IIlong, long way

when good aid No. 12 lurchad
nsiderately shut off stearu sa as
)on ta ber quarter deck, 1 was

fui, not ta say relieved, and no
ho wouldn 't be? With the

tgat hoof it for twenty blaz.
qting miles thro' the dustiest
or featured anywhore ! Grate-
d shay sho. The clutch clanged,
grinded, or whatever y oiu cali

With ber exhaust pipe coughing and her oid
joints creakine. we soon Ieft the village, with
its gaping inhabîtants, and aId 12 shol herseif
(andi incidentally us also), and got downi to busi-
ness. Over an nid bridge and down a uaýrrow
lane, sloppy with the overflow of a long stretch
of water troughs, we chugged, or rather she did.
Past an oid Chateau, jts walls covered with
xnoss,' and its windows merely gaping haies, anld
then rounding a sharp bend in the road, fuil
speed ahead, we dashed into full view of a
British Cavalry Camp. There was nothing par-
ticular about tbf s camp ta distinguisb it fralil
any ather British Cavalry Camp, yet it was
plain to me from. the unpleasant manner il'
which sbe was lurching and jerking that sanie-
tfiing was upsetting the old boat. "Life
Guards," murmured the driver, and I suddenlyIlcompried.1 «' Gone were the flashing breast-
plates, gone were the brilliant helmet' plumes,
and liere tbey were, just like the rest of us,
mud coloured, and business..iike; but they
couldn't foot the aid Bus. Not for nothing, had
she rolled daiiy past those magniflcently arraye-d
seritries at Whitehall when neither sbe nor they
eaver dreamed for anc moment that they would
be where tbey are now.

Inexorable routine and stern discipline pre-
vented any closer renewaî of bygone friendsbip,
and as with proud, pungent puifs from the ex-
haust we rumbled out of sight, the dear old tro-
ley gave a parting flip of ber back hair-I meari
stair-as, I presurne, a fareweil salute to ber
former cronies in sbining arinour, and whiclh
came perilousiy near upsetting a tin-hatted
Tommy who had selected that inauspicious
moment for golng up aloft.

Forty minutes later we rattled into tbe cobble-
paved market-place af a fair.sized town, and No.,
12 drew ta a dignified hait,

One hour for grub, annaunced the Commoý-
dorte, or the Bus Conductor. or whatéver he ;S
known as on the Bus Company's establishment,
and ail on board pxomptly disembarlced and
proceeded ta hustie for the same. leaving aid No.112 in ber glory and still panting with the emo-
tion caused by the sight of ber formner f riends..

Prompt ta the minute, hack camne the crew;
the crank cranked, gr-r-r,r went the gears, and
with a sort of hop, skip, snd jurnp we were (,C


