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JIMMY'S STORY.
'T H1E late f aIl had set in, as late faîls have a habit of

Ldoing in this damp, dismal country, and though

there may have been a slight question of the lateness,
there was no rooln for doubt as ta the fali. It was a

real, long, wet fali, and it looked as if it would keep on

falling for some considerable time; and the bunch of

wet, miserable creatures crawling in the general direc-

f tion of Passchendaele were just approachiflg that state

of mind when a man finds reai pleasure in becoming an

anarchist, murderer, or going on a bomb-proaf job, when

they reached the pili-box.
> It was a motley crowd that squeezed into the welcome

shelter of the concrete walls,-the Senior Blacksmith

(official sawbones ta the unit), with bis stock of impIe-

ne.nts, including f olding saw, axe, pincers, and crowbar

didn't exactly use these wrds, that is what he meant),
('and though the wind didn't blow worth a whoop, there
is no doubt it was considerably <up' inl No. 2 company
the time we relieved the umpty-umpth battalion in
Farbus Wood. We had the dick ends shelled out of us
on the way up-oh, no! there weren't any casualties-
and had just nicely got settled down in the wood and
the posts relieved when Fritzie opened up showers andi
swarms and clouds of 5 .9's (here everyone iooked suit-
ably Inipressed). Suddenly a wounded man came run-
ning into company headquarters and said the whole of
NIo. 3 Post had been wiped out, and 1 yielled ta Gillie
and Old Bill, and down through the village we went.
We hadn't gone more than about a hundred yards when
Fritzie laid dowri a terrîfic bombardment of 17-inch gas-

Corporal: IlD'you know who yozs're falking to ?

Jam-lifl Rdl: "No, an' Idont live awhoop neither."

PmCorporal: - Wel, you're takn91.mofcra least I will lbe as soon as My commission cornes ihrough.",

camplete; Jimmy, the pretty One, witb bis bag of use-

iess documents, and eterilal questiOfs.; POiiy, the cay

one, with bis slow, shy smile, and a few yards af DAi

wire trailing fromn bis hip pocket ; Davy, the Lewis

gunner, carelessly picking bis teeth with a gas-regulatar

keY; Trhea, the arch-anarchist, nonchalaly removlilg

theý nitro-glycerine f roi a numnber eight detonator witb

a split pin ; and seCated in the one arichair witb a more

or iess becoming grace, the rotund Major.

Conversation bad wandered the usual weary round

framn girls ta watered rum rations, 'via easy biighties ta

the best way ta dodge a 5.9, whenl the mention of shelîs

mnade Jimmy wake up and begin ta tel1 bis stary. He£
began thusiy .

"It was a dark and stormly night" (at ieast, if he

sheils, egg bomnbs,ý and Véry liglits right ini front of us,
and back through the village we wvent. We tried gaing
down a side street ta the lef t, and had just got to about
the iast bouse when 11einie again started in rigbt across
the street ini front of 'tis with Jobnny 'Waikers, Minnies,
and potato-mashers--and back througb the village we
went. We tried once more aiong the railway lane, when
Gillie and aid Bill gat coid feet-and back tbrougb
the-" Bu t at this point the howi of derision that
went up frafa the crowd cut short the narrative, and
Jimmy gat peeved and refused- to continuie it, sa, what it
was ail about anyway we neyer found out, and why we
ail howied hima down sa suddenly Jimmy couidn't guess,
so I suppose we are Just about quits.
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