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inquiries, " fro' me calf," he pointed to his leg,

" and right acrost the top of me *ead "—he
raised his cap and showed where a bullet had
parted his hair, grazing the scalp. " But I

give the bloke somethink what did it." Private

Mutton grinned at his bayonet. "Got 'im

fair, right fro* 'is stomick."

I could not help feeling delighted, for I

recognized in the muddy, gory, highly-pleased-

with-himself little man the original of Thomas
Atkins, of whose doings along the Indian
frontier I had read thrilling accounts by
Mr. Kipling, and whose quaint mannerisms I

had often laughed at as represented on the

stage of music-halls at home. . . .

At 9 P.M. the ambulances came up.

The doctor went round quickly attending
to each man. He bound up my wounds
afresh and had me carried into an inner room
I lay there all day, and never shall I forget the

experience. I could see nothing except a bit

of the wall on the opposite side of the street.

But I could hear. Just after I had been
brought in fresh firing broke out. Rifle fire

this rime, sharp and insistent. Then there

was a sound of stamping feet, and I heard an


