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thsOM min have ail the luck
~tlit'sagoin',," said Corporal

11 Flaherty. "There's Murney,
and lie lias b)een at home two times
since lie came out here. Tliree mnoxths
ago lie was allowed te go home and
see his wif e and te weleeme a new
Mnrney into the wurl. Then in the
Loos, too, lie get a bit of shirapnel in
his lied and xiow ie's home again. 1
dont scem to be able to get home at
ail. 1 wish 1 liad got Murney's shirap-
nel lu mny heel . . . I'm sick of
the trenches; 1 wish the war was
over."-

Wliat were you talkig te the Cap-
tain abolit yesterday t" asked Rifle-
maxi Barty, anid lie winked know-
ingly.

"Wliat the cvilisl it te you t" in-
qulired Flaherty.

"It's nothin' at ail to me," sald
Barty. "I weuld just like te know?"

«Well, you'Il net know," said the
Corporal.

«Theni maybe l'Il be allowed te
make a gu-ess," sad Barty. "Yeu'l
net mind me guessixi', will yer t"

«blTld yer ugly jaw 1" said Fla-
herty, endeavouring te smile, but 1
conld see an uneasy loek in the man's
CYCS. "Ye're always blatherin'."

"lAm IV'" asked Barty, and tnrned
to uis.
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"Corp'ril Flaherty," lie said,
gen! home on leave te sec lis
womaxi and welcome a new Flai<
into the world, just like Murxiey
tliree, xontlis age."

Flaherty went red in the face, t
white. He flxed a killing look
Barty and yelled at him: "IJp yen
on the flrestep and 'keep on ser
tiil 1 tell yen ye're free. Tliat-l1
a damned long time, me boy !"

«Yon're a gay eld dog, Flaher
said Barty, maklng neo haste te o
the ordler. "One weuldn't think 1
there was se mucli lin yen; lsn't i
so, my boys? Papa Flaherty wi
te get home !"

Barty winked again and glaniceç
the men who surrouinded hlm. Ti
were nine of us altogether, sardi
ini the bay of a trench that rau sci
the fields between Loos anid fluulb(
Nixie! Flahierty, whom 1 knew y
well, a Dublin man, -witli a wife
Lendon; l3arty, a CJockney of Irish
scent; the «chieriib," a stout yo
vi.th a freali complexion, soft

lips and tender bine eyes; a sergci
a very goed fellow, and kind to
men . . . The others 1 knew o
slightly. One of tliem a boy ef n~
teen or twenty lad mast corzne
from Exigland; this was is se
day in tIe treneles.


