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aa8 WITH MY REGIMENT
For the rest of the nigat I lay with one ey<

peeping over the iheet prepared to yell foi

help at the top of my voice if the young ladj

assistant came near my bed. The next da)
she returned to England for further instruc-

tion.

The following afternoon I was operated on
and the bullet extracted from my ankle. A
sergeant brought it me wrapped in cotton-wool
and left me feeling quite reassured about the
success of the operation. . . .

I remember very well on the way up to the
Front seeing a hospital ship leave one of the
base ports. She was a beautiful looking vessel,

painted white, with a great red cross painted
on either side amidships. That hospital ship
certainly looked comfortable, and I don't mind
admitting that, at the time, I wished most
heartily I was on board her with my job done
instead of having to go up to the firing-line

and do it. The wounded men on board all

looked so happy and comfortable.

However, everything comes to him who waits
—nothing more quickly than a bullet in these
sanguinary days—and after a week at the base
hospital at Boulogne I was given a ticket


