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ganized t party of stretcher- bearers and

orderlies and went off at once. Later he came

back. He said it had been terrible to see the

wounded lying helpless in the barn waiting

for the flames, but somehow they had managed

to rescue all and move them to a safer place,

though the whole operation had to be carried

out under rifle and shell fire. Each time a

regiment is seriously engaged with the enemy

at least 100 men are hit, often four times the

number. The regimental doctor is supposed

to bind up each one of these, and often when

times are slack and a stray man here or there

gets hit he will be sent for to come up to the

trenches.

" 'Alio, Jock," loud greetings were shouted

byevery one in the room to a little man standing

in the doorway with a bandolier across his

chest and rifle with bayonet still fixed. He
was a grubby little fellow, with blood and

mud caked all down his cheek, ragged clothes,

and—as I had seen as he came up the cottage

steps

—

A pronounced limp. It was Private

Mutton, scallawag, humorist, and well-known

character in the regiment.

" Yus, they got me," he said in answer to


