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weeksthat followed. His mental procesaes interested

me hugely. He has an enviable faculty of concen-

trating upon the job in hand to the complete

exclusion of everything outside. He forgot Oxford

in the Service, and now seemed to have almost

forgotten the Service in his return to Oxford, and

to what he calls civilisation. He was greatly taken

up with the design for his wooden leg. I met him

after his first visit to Roehampton to be measured,

and found him bubbling over with enthusiasm.
" Such legs and arms !

" cried he. " They are

almost better than meat and bone ones. I saw a

Tommy with a shorter stump than mine jumping

hurdles and learning to kick. He was a professional

footballer once. Another with a wooden arm

could write and even draw. In a month or two's

time, when my stump is healed solid and I have

learnt the tricks of my new leg, it will be a great

sport exercising it and trying to find out what it

can't do. A new interest in life.

"

" You seem rather to like having a leg blown

off," I said wondering.

He is extraordinarily exuberant. I looked for

depression after a month in hospital, but looked in

vain. He builds up a future with as much zest as

a youthful architect executes his first commission.

The First in Greats is " ofE " ; Csesar says that he

has not time to bother about such things. "I
shall read History and modern French and Russian

literature. History will do for my Final Schools,

and Literature for my play. I shall learn Russian.

Then when I have taken my degree I shall go in for

the Foreign Office. My wooden leg will actually

help me to a nomination, and the exam, is nothing.

It's not a bad idea ; I thought of it last night."


