
224 WITH MY REGIMENT
m^rself and after the scene with my stab!

mate did not like to ask his assistance. Present!

an orderly came by and I called him in to pi:

it right. Half an hour later the same thin

happened again and I had to call in anothe

orderly. The little subaltern, who was do2dnj

opened one eye and looked at me reproach

fully, but said nothing. Later, when the trai

pulled up with a jerk which nearly threw us o]

our seats, we both groaned softly, and when i

did the same thing again I swore, and receive(

a grateful look from the rebuked grumblei

In fact, to shorten the story, by noon the nex
day, when we were finally taken out of the train

I was half hysterical with pain, discomfort, an(

fatigue, and the little subaltern had nearly for

gotten his troubles in his eflForts to adjust m]
blankets with his sound arm and running to anc

fro fetching the orderly . the moral of thii

story needs no pointing. . . .

At Boulogne we were taken by motor ambu-
lance to one of the base hospitals. The
hospital was a marvellous example of efHcienl

emergency organization. Three days before it

faad been a hotel ; and in this space of time

—f ./. three days—^the entire building had been


