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226 WITH MY REGIMENT
** There, I think that it all we'll do for the

present," she said, and feeling beautifully clean

—^though in reality with ten days' beard and

looking perfectly filthy—I lay back on the

pillow.

After tea I sat up, accepted a cigarette from

my neighbour, and took stock of the rest of

the ward.

In the bed on my right was a man with a

bandaged head ; he had an orderly beside him
and was dictating a letter. He was evidently

feeling very weak, for he spoke with an obvious

effc rt . The letter was about some lost baggage,

and dictated with the utmost precision and

detail. He ended by saying, " Signed James

Brown, Captain and Adjutant " ; and I

couldn't help smiling, for it was so like an

Adjutant to dictate a precise letter about some

lost baggage, but it seemed so funny for him,

weakened by his wounds as he was, to be lying

there in bed doing it, and I felt sure it was more

from force of habit than anything else.

At eight o'clock the day-sister made a round

of the wards vjrith the night-sister, handing over

her patients till the next day. The night-

sister was followed by a sort of understudy who,


