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Issue after issue of the LISTENING POST in.

variàbly brougli: forth some protes: from some injured
party. The padre would jump on us because we were
diatinictly "<wet" in ail out news items. He claimed that
we praised rum, extolled beer and gin, had no virtue;
furthermore, there was ne health ini us. The kilties
frowned upon our scotch jokes as ill-timned or worse.
Onet hreatened the editer wùth everything but à drink
because lie permitted some ýdorrespondent te state
«That outaide of the bag-pipes we carried no frghtful.
*ness into Germnany." We met the greatest resistance
£rom, the medical profession. The battalic>n Meclical
Officer contînualy reminded us that we were ridi'culing
an honoured profession. We would 'hint te hLm that
he was not like the od f amily doctor back homne.
Eventually, war ýbroke ou: serriously between the trench
press and the Medicos. We reproduce a co>uple of
stories that got the M. O's. goat:

DOCTORS LESS COURTEOUS THAN IN PRE.-
WAR DAYS

'PROFESSIONAL MANNER DEAD"
Bo4fore the war, when one went to a doctor, was it

his custom to belittie one's ailments, te deprecate one's
symptcmns, te smile cynically a: the monologue of one's
aches andi pains? It was not! Since, the beginning of
the war there 'las been a cIeplorable fal1ing off in the
traclitional courtesy of the medical profession.

Ini foriner times, if one went te, him with a persist-
ent pain in the side, a slight feeling of lassitude, and
mid insemnia the verdict was rarely ever anything lesa
than appen'dicitis. Nowdays such a coniplaint wiould
be received coldly, even scornfully. How sad that one
can no longer become ill! Oh, the deliglits of those
diseaseful days! Then microbes lurked in every corner,
bacteria lay ini iait momentarily, germs worked over-
time. But now, the acquisition of any reali>' cangerous
ailment seems impossible. Perhaps the iutroductory
scowl of the Battalion Medical Officer checks its
growth. Perliapa the b±iusqueness of his greeting chilis
its budcling aictivity. What tender little germ, with ail
the potentialities of typheici, say, couici endure the
shame of being classeci tBowel&--No. 9"? No, the
ignominy is toc great. It would, simply refuse te de-
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existed tee' many leadswinger ini the army without
having the trench press giving themn moral support.
We franly informeci him that we helieved, in leaci-
swinging, and we were only tee, pleaseci te have such a
thing as a trench journal back us up, on our own prop-
osition. We borrowed ten francs from him andi prom-
iseci that the next article on the medical profession
weuld flot mention anything about the war. Fortunately,
we go: hit anci were dewn at the4 base when the foliow-
ing appeared:

A NEAR THING
"Good morning, Doctor," said David Jones as he

entered the sanctum, of a grea: physician whose work at
the front had earneci him many honeurs and decor-
ations during the Great War, «I'm feeling rather out of
sorts!"

«Bowels ail rigli:?" was the gruff query fromn the
medico.

ttYes,"~ said Jones, in a slightly puzzied toe. Ht
haci known the Doctor from tht early days of lis prac-
tie, andi was flot quite prepareci -for sucli a brusque re-
ceptieui.

ttHumph!"~ gruntd the Doctor, "have you been
warned for work to-nighit?"

"I always do the greater parc of my work in the
evening," anawered Jones almoit indignantly, as lie
thouglit of the piles of correspondence awaittng hiLm
at lis office.

"I thouglit as mucli," remarked tlie Doctor mnean-
ingly. '"Strange you should suddrenly f tel se quter
just as your duties are about te begin. Here," lie con-
tinueci, tipping a few sinali pilla into an envelope,
"take two of these after caci rnial, andi on ne account
faiI te do your usual amnoun: of work. It won't harm
you in tht least. Don't let me sec you 'lire again for a
week at least," lie enjoineci. «ýYour face is far toc
fainiliar te me."

Coxnpletely mystified and flot a little angry, Davidi
Jones jerked lis pocetbook, out andi asked in frigid
tones, t tWhat do I owe you for thiso-er-trtatmnent?"

"Owe me!" stammiered the Doctor, quite taken
abac as lie suddenly remnembered that tht war, which
ýhad long provided a living for hLmi mencling the hurt
andi brow-4:eating tht malingers, was now at an endi.
"Owe me! hm-hm-Mr. Jones, pardon me," lie begged
in tht acf t professional tune cf his pre-war practice.
"Now that I come te look at yeu, you are unquestion-
ably ve-ry iii, ndccci. Let me take your temperature!
Good heavens, man, <litre is ne tlame te lie lest. l'Il
caîl a taxi-no, btter, lIll have my car round litre in
a moment. Yen must izo te beci without a tnoment'a
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