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w" EAR OLD PATER,
Well, here 1 amn, you see, able to sit up,D and aIl that. 0f1 course, you have lied

Effl official notice of my being wounded. It
I~LSiJIwas an awfully silly affair. And Ihear the

papers have written up some rotten
I~'N'IIIdrivel or other about it. Sentimental

chumps! Really, Pater, I'm frightfully cut
r i up over the whole performance.

It was aIl a beastly bit of bothier, and
I'm flot proud of n'y part in it. When y ou have read
this, you wili sympathise with n'y feelings. Please,
Pater, bush it up as soon as you can.

1I don't know what the bally papers bave said about me,
but 1 heard that they called me a "hero-lord," and
that Eort of rot. Some of the nurses bere are rather gone
on nme, too. I'm about fed up with it ail. And I feel
1 don't deserve it.

For it really happened like ths-
You remember t he Honorable Freddie, don't you-a

bit of an ass, you know? Was at Oxford when 1 was?
Well, Freddie was drafted into my battalion two
inonths ago, and what do you think was bis rank?

hy lihe was simply a bally Tomm'y No w I maintain
taif a chap of decent fan'ily hasn't the brains or

the ambition to serve bis country in the capacity of an q
efficer, be should stay et home, and let bis sisters
have a try at k, don't you know. 0f course, a good
many benaghted members of the British aristocracy are
enisting as privates andt non,-con's. 1 confes
their attitude puzzles mie. You know, Pater,
a Tommy is hrdly respectable, really now!
And it sets a deucedly bad example to those
beneath us. To be sure, I believe un demo-
cracy, andil that sort of thing-in moderation
-but etill 1 can't help perceiving, that, though
aIl men are borneulw nish arastocrate
are Most certainly acut abovetoebnah
us. jove! Wbat a sentence I But 1 always
was a nauff at a pen.

Well, Freddie was drafted into n'y battalion,
as 1 stated. The first suspicion 1Ilhad ofbis
resence was when 1 feli over bis legs as 1 washurrying along the trench. He is an awfully
long sort of chapa.

"Here, y ou!' I snapped, "Pick your feet
up!" And I choked down mny heart and a few
other of n'y interior fittings, wbich seemed
ta baveioggledlintomnymioitb. (t wasmrally
indigestion 1 had-margarîne, you kiiow-but
Freddie's legs aggravated if).

Then 1 recognized Freddie's legs. 1 bad seen
tbem in buniting togs many a finme, and could
neyer forget theii'. One couldn't, you kriow.
They are unique. Sort of long, and graceful1
and wliat lady zovelists uised ta cal "shapel.:
Even in the beastly outfit a Tommiry wears, they
looked aristocratic. They rose above their
surroundings, as it were. Possibly that was why 1 feUl
over thein, for Freddie was lying on the back of bis head,
with bis legs cocked up agaanst the parapet. His upper
haif--or, in this case, lw r balf-was buried in an aged
newspaper.

Of course, it didn't take this long for mie to know that
it was Freddie. 1 knew lm as soon as 1 bad overcome
the beastly nausea caused by my takiný a hieader across
h',. "Here, you! Pick your fet u 1 snarled-as if
he could pick bis f et up n'uch higer-and then, presto!
1 recognized bis legs.

Freddie didn't look up fron' bis pape.
"Shal1 wrap 'en' round n'y neck, or put 'e n u ny

pocket?" he enquiredpaolitely. Then be peered over
the top of the sheet and saw me.

"Mornin', G-eorge," hie drawled, jumping ta bis feet
and saluting, " Beg pardon. I didn'tklnow n'y'officer was
doin' me the honor of addressin' nie-Where's your eye-

Of course, 1couIdn't give hm a jolly good rowing, as 1

would have liked, because, after aIl, bie s an Honorable,
and we are bath Oxford n'en. Noblesse oblige, 3you
understand.

Freddie didn't intrude on n'y eyesight a great dea1.
1 tbink lie was ashameit of beinac only a Tommy. As for
me, 1 tried not ta see hi' at aIl. 1 don't like the chap.
1 consider himn an ass. And I have reason ta believe
that be considers me an ase. He used t? at Oxford, y ou
know. But, even if 1 do know that lei-a an ass, and he
imagines that 1 am' one, 1 couldn't see miy way to ordering
him around as if he were one of the other Tommies.
My word, Pater! If we English aristocrats don't respect
Family, who will?

Freddiedidn't, at any rate. I used tahearbin'actually
ftikinz and singno with the men, and making no end of

trench. Ik was onfly a hundred yards frorn us, and the
beggars had been s owîng marked ill-breeding for days.
Frankly,lIwas ina beastly temper. I don't mid decent,
dlean bullets, but when it cornes to red-bot, dirty fluid-
well, it's flot cricket, by jove it isn't! It's not heing
done by us. Accordingly, we decided to visit the beasts
and remonstrate with them, as it were.

WE fixed bayonets, and climbed out. The miea were
VVsinging " We'I neyer let the old flag fait," as we

charged. It sounded awfully jolly. Personally, 1 have
no need of songs like that, because, of course, the old flag
is set pretty firmly on its legs. There is no danger of its
tumbling. That s a pretty rotten metaphor, but 1
haven't time to change it. Fancy flage having legs! 1
say, y ou know! That's rather good 1

Stili, though the song was quite unnece%.ary, it made
us feel our oats,, as taie vulgar put it. We plunged on
gaily. Several of us were dropped at the start. One
young chap leaped high in the air and fell back against

-J bkly de naftched up a riliand run towarde Fwdd."

me, clying ail over n'y chest. He ruined n'y tunir, which
was a fairly new one-poor beggar. We went sprawling
ta the ground together, and, when 1 got up, most of ni
n'en had passed mie. That ass of a Freddie was werl
up at the head, and he was urging us ta present the
enerny with the samie region ta w hich h e had prevlously
consigned bis Aunt Clarabel.

i hd rather bard Juck in this figbt. Just after 1 saw
Freddie, there camne fron' the buis what the Tommies
cail a Black Maria, *and she bowled at us, and buiied
herself ia the ground not more than five yards fromn me.
She duK a haley ou could bave built a fair-sized nata-
torium in, and 'ilied about ten of xny finest n'en. t

Marias kilI in mach a beastly fashion.
People bave asked me my sensations when under fire-

how I feit whea the shell burst so close to me, and mare
silly-ass questions of that sort, don't y ou know. Well,
I'm no end sorry ta say this, but, reaiay Pater, I didn't
feel at ail likea cbap ina bookc. Ionly tasted margarine.
t was ny canfounded stomiach again. Upset, you know,

and the Black Maria aggravated it. As the Dean of
Theology used ta say, "One cannot su rssthevYelping
of an outrageit Nature." I said that I was rather sick.
Let it pass.

Whien I rose ta my feet again, mny mea hadi got away
from me, and were being radiv beaten. To be brief
about the rotten affair, the Germansbhad fooled us.
They had sneaked reniorcemxent3 into their trencli-the
sly devis!-and, as they poured over the parapets, we
could see tbat we were autnun'bered three taoOne.
Wffe were ordered ta retreat. There wns noaluse in losing
mare good n'en ia a forlora hope; s0 we beat aur way
back i slendid order ta the trench, Ieaving over one-
quarter o ur numnber dead or dying ini No-Man's Land.

I can't taîk about that, Pater. But l'Il neyer forget it
as long as I live-if I do lve long. Tommies may be low
and not our style, but ta see men that wr ign
"We'l1 never let tie oid fag fall" i'ust half an hourbeor

1 left off at our retreat to our trench., And'that is
really where my troubles started.

Our machine guns drove the Germans back. We began
to breathe again, send off our wounded, and account for
the missing. Then 1 spied that silly ass, Freddie. He
was away over near the enemy's fines, punching and
struggling wth a big, strapping German in a most un-dignfid fashion.

They were both unarmed, and were pummelling eiich
other i such an energetic style that they were coin-pletely mixed up together, don't you know. Ône could
hardly de termine which was whîch; so of course wedidnt dare to fire for fear of bitting Freddie-the 8ÎIlYass. He was getting the worst of it, too. He neyer could
fght worth a penny. He always used to oehis head,
wave hia arms like Don Quixote's windmjll, andialthat
sort of thing at school. If Freddie bit his opponerit ashard as hie stirred the atmosphere, hie would be a world's
champion b y now. The German chap hie was fanniiigwas a bit of an adept. We could see that, and he WaSdriving Freddie steadîly towards the enemy.

1 suppose the Hluns were too busy jpicking themselvesup inside their trench tu examine t he outsÎde sceneryjust then, for it wasn't until I had blindly snatched uP Ilrifle with a broken bayonet, and bad run haif way tOFreddie that they n te pt at me. Then ttiey iTissedme--or practically dîd. A buille tScratched my forehead,
and another went through the fleshy part of my leg, butIhardlyfeltt at thetirne.

Stil, thougb they made a fairly decent try at loading
me. with lead, they din't fr tFedeAfadof killing their own mn uPsa

wewr.But presentlv a littie fat bgafstole from their lanes, and wormed bis way tOwards Fredde wîth a hig devilÎsh-loonlg
knife between hîs teetb, ILeDon Jose, the
cha i in Carmnen, don't you know. 1I acarmine myself then, I can tell you. An

necessary, b ut to be polished offb a bally
kiaife, as if h e were a sort of silly seep--it'5i
a bit thin. 'Pon honor, Pater! t 1i5 a bitthin. What?

1 dIeclare I was in sucb a rage that the
sky, ad seet my eyes, and the earth, the

sky ad eena few dinky fittle cloud: near the
bulet Wref,,%' 1 * the air about 'ne

now. 1 ran as fast asI could, andt madeniyself as smnail as possible. Once, I stun'bled
and nearlyfeli <>ý; the ibod<y <f SergeantLeslie. 14wsl aadaan ei7kd
Hepha theebayonettecj and îay there staringu ttesky, witb a tired,sotf nuiglook on bis face,.oto eqiia

Then came the last straw-if one may gÎe,
so insignificant a namne to so serjous an occur-rence. F or 1 recognized Freddie's opponent. And liewas a waiter-~a beasti waiter, who used to sehl nebad

beer at Leipsic!I ee eremeeii nie t"Hans, n ee eebr.jbsnm.L
Fac nHonorable fighting with a common Waiter'andt being beaten by hirm at that! Frightfully bad forni.What?

Somnething clicked in my head, and I went n'ad.Imust havegone mad. 1 can't account for it in aalYother way. seerned to be tw,ýo men; one of nme was coolain levet headed, and rather disgusted. with the other.chap, who f rotheit at the rnouth, andt screamed oatbs, and,whe lie cae to the endl of bis moauay ade UP afew, and sced <Jthem ail over
0Georg1I eorge!" said the Ievel-heajed one,"B

l'ni horribly ahamneci of ail this, and I can't accoiiiitfor it at al, but whenever 1 look' back at that daypalas see twO Of me, out there in No-Man's Land-The leve-heded chap had the wicket first. He tOOkcareful aim tDj) ethebga ihth nfYimnw , a l e y ut n fe j s wcith t h a ife, 'twas empty! - -. - - -_

PUT this ha"l lot of little lies here because 1I n'
fi d r.ds to enps my feelings past, present anid,

Ia eato corne. he English Îanguage is inferlialY
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