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III.--TIIE ORDIEItLY B0O3M

l1u the Orderly Rooni-1 mean the office, acd not the cubby

liole that leads to the clink-therc is, always present the atrnos-

phere created by Big Minds. You know the kind of feeling I

ineau, quite indescribable, but, like poor relations, always forced

upon onle.,
A very firin and very quick footfall, inade musical by the

clinking of spurs, announces the advent of Captain Burwilk, the

Presiding Genius of the other Mincis.
Seated at the central table is Sergeant Bpron. His peu leaves

his work for just one second as lie greets us witli a kindly sujile

then descends on the paper again and rusher along at an astoiîsh-

îngly rapid pace. We were informed that in his spare tirne lie is

compiling a seveni-volume treatise on " How, Why, and When to

Use a Duplicator," to be handed clown to future generations of

Boy Scouts.
Opposite to himt is a fair-haired Tomma Rott. Here is yet

another wonderful brain, stored full of records (Arîny, not Edison

Bell). If you xvant to know the Christian naine of the officer with

soulful eyes who passed you in the corridor, Tomma will uneartli

a Nominal Roll and satisfy you :or if any forlorn dainsel wishes to

flnd whether her hero, wvho lias sworn to be truc for the duration,

is as single as lie looks, wliy liere is the person wvho lias the powver

to plunge lier into the depths or maise lier to the beiglits.

Shell.Shock-ShotyShortsocks sits serenely stenographing. By

way of a change from alliteration lie occasionally types tlic big

business of the day--Orders. Under his fingers and the effacing

aid of " Correctine " the stencil sheet is as wvax in lis hands.

Another kniglit of thie typewriter and dot. dasli caligraphy is

Private Porty. rîîe symbol of etemnity, as used by the ancients,

was, 1 believe, a serpent biting its tail-no beginning, no ending--

Porty's click-clack, bing-a-Iing, burr-r-r, wvould do just as wvell.
They neyer stop.

Vivian Oakdenc is a name to îvhich only the Pen of a Mrs.

Humphrey Ward or a Hall Caine could do justice. The owner of

it sits in a snug corner doing bis allotted tasks with a mien as

smooth and unruffled as bis lovely browvn locks.

We missed Robin's ready ivit, but were cheered on being told

that bc is livening up other departments on a lower level to the

Orderly Room (architecturally lower, please understand>.
Monitor Nick's face is, as usual, one big beamn. For each day

on which hie dodges a score of jobs hie is awarded a star. These

are presented so regularly that in a couple of months wve expect to

sce him looking like the glittering Princees of the Pantomime.


