
Specia! Chrîsfrnas Number. THE LISTENING POST.
December. 1918.

Hands Aciroas the Sea.
iWOUI<D rather flot siate Gray as a woman-hater (inIfact I have yet, to meet one), the attitude hie adopted

towards the, daugliters -of Eve was that of '"suspicious
neutrality."

Louis Gray was a son of the soul fromn the far away
WTest, and he stood upright to thre extent of six feet.
You have seen the sturidy, electric belted, "I-can make-
you-strong" man in the ads., witlà a Kaiserish look and
a piece of fragile tenderness leaning on the broad
shoulder? Well, that's Gray-minlus the K. moustache
and the F. T7.

The war soon draýged iLouis into its vortex. The
prairie rover hecame Private Gray with an addition of
box-car numibers. Theni we met.

He was sitting outside lis dug-out wnith a doleful ex-
pression on ls face wlaen 1 brought a jarcel to himn. Hie
was surprised, for lie received parcels about as often as

She probably figures on an amalgamation, and thisparcel,
I take it, iîs a sort of introductory circular. Her rolling
stock consists of a public-house, the Seldom Inn, doing a
profitable business. She hasé wound up'courage at the
last blot to ask. for your phofographic credentials in ex-
change for lier physiognomic chart, and she's single-track
and signs herseif, 'Miss Agatha Tompkins, waiting
reply.' j1

"Well, she'll Wait a darned long time," le snapped,
and walked away.

I thought no more about it until Gray came to me one
day with a rcquest for a copy of my photograph, which,
after somne pressure, lie admitted was intended for the
eyes of Agatha. After that episode cakes rolled across
the Channel with a weekly regularity, and on 'account of
the photographic loan I becamie a permanent guest at the
festivé board.
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