““Sure, Bertie, (one of his pals) don’
I remember them ?"" he demanded of the
hoy—DBaines is only a trifle more than
200 vears old, “Didn’t we read the
(‘raig-ITaskin stories together, and re-
member bit by bit all that was put down
in them? Didn’t we live it all over to
gether in this same sleepy ward, dis
turbing the eivilian patients hy our riot
cus joy in those sames tales of what we
did and how we did it? Didn’t T say
to Bertie here that if vou wanted affi-
davits of the truth of those stories all
veu needed to do was to come to Ward
Y and get them? And here you are ask-
ing me if T remember those fish!

““Now that you've spent vour good
money on railroad fare to pay me this
call I'1l1 tell you that T do remember the
fish, and the time I had getting them.
It was by the dressing station we were
when a coal box—we call 'em that be-
ause they’re so dirty—ripped by us,




