LONDON, A YEAR LATER

the lady guide interfered and admitted it
was she who had robbed him, Thorpe Five
roared in delight.

“I bashed ’em!” he cried. “Her took
it, but I bashed the two of 'em!”

A private of the Munsters was weaving
a net, and, as though he were quite alone,
singing, in a fine barytone, “Tipperary.”
If you want to hear real close harmony, you
must listen to Southern darkeys; and if you
want to get the sweetness and melancholy
out of an Irish chant, an Irishman must
sing it. I thought I had heard “Tipperary”
before several times, and that it was a march.
I found I had not heard it before, and that
it is not a march, but a lament and a love-
song. The soldier did not know we were
listening, and while his fingers wove the
meshes of the net, his voice rose in tones of
the most moving sweetness. He did not
know that he was facing a window, he did
not know that he was staring straight out
upon the city of London. But we knew, and
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