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The Privates' Parliament
(A page of Correspondence fromn Patients).

A HU'MAN ROCKET.
Dear NLws.t 'r-o\v Annex.

It was at W'ulvergliemn ini February last that the folloxvig
extraorrlinarv incident haýPPecd

\Ve were in the front hune trenchesq between seven and i cglit
o'elock ini the evening wheu Private Billington sudde'ïly juînped
up on the parapet anid striking mnatches begarn wa lking up
and dlown.

I1is coînpanv officer camne aloug and seeing hîn said: "whiat the
(leuce are you (loiIlg up thiere ?

Billiligton ptitting lus linger o is lips liissed, \VWhish-ssh
Again the officer spoke: "Are voni a darned foui!
-N'o,"' replied the madînan ou the par apet: "lInm a Star Sheli.''

J ust at that inieut Fi dz opeîîed up ou imii w itlî machine gui)
tire but neyer hit Iiiîn. 0f course the otlîer fellows pulled imii
clown1 and he \Vas sent ont to the base hospîtail.

Vours truly, W. Mr. Creighiton.

PROMOTION ON TAI>.
Dear Neus,- Gran vilîle.

We bad, in the saine platoon as invself, 47th Battalion, up at the
Somme, omie of the inost capable mnx 1 have ever met. He was
a private but wvould have long ago got Ibis three strîpes if xiot even
hugher raxmk but for bus slavery to liquor. Onme dlay 1 hecard our
Captain speaking bu Iilmi. \Whv (Ion't you cul it ont ? ', lie said.
"Whiv if yon had vou inighit have been Sergeant-Major by now."

"R uhl,' came the replv, "sergeant-inajor !\Vlîx sir, w~hen l'ni
tanked np l'in a blooînîng (?eneratl." Vours. Gr. L. S.

CITY LIFE FOR? 1-1M.
Dear Necws,- Yarrom-.

As a man noxv marked for Canada, Vin naturally mnore than ini-
terested ini ail this back to the land taIk. So far, 1 have not met
one mnan wh'o wishles to go fariig xîen lie retturus bo Canada.
Personally, after ten months experience of the nd ini Flanders and
France, in fed up with land, soul or earth ini any formn, and just
xvant to walk through the rest of mvy life on pavedl sidewalks andi
wh'en 1 die be buried ini a nice dIry concrete vanît.

Yours, Sp. W. R.

KIND 0F MUDDLED.
Dear News.- Chatham House.

XVe had just come ont of the trenches and were billeted in a baril.
But although numnbed with cold wve were soon asleep. qudldenlv I
xvas awakenied by one of the boys brx îng to put bis boots on. After
struggliug a few minutes the boy at the side of Iiim asked, " What
are you (bing ?" -Pntting on mny boots," camne the ausxver. *'Well
you blanketv idiot, tbat's my foot! '' Yours trulv, J. Marshall.


