
• BLIND ALLEY

nin^*"! T™ ^ ^""""^ '"^°'*' ^*»'' °" ^^at morning, the
ninth of January, 1916, England knew that the lart inch
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Bir Hugh felt the remoteness of this gritty, dusty, arid
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knowledge, so many young Australians, R. N V R's somany of his own Sussex Coast Regiment had fallen.

Enghsh sun fall hke silver on the sodden downs which
rolled away from Udimore to Rye marsh in its midday
veil of opahne haze, to the tree-tufted knoll of Winchel-
sea to htJe red and yellow Rye, to the still, wintry sea,grey as the wmg of a cygnet. He sighed, and repeated

Ah, yes, Galhpolil"

off said Lady Oakley. She pondered for a moment

snl'J rj^' '"^ ^^' ^"^^^° '"^'^ f'^™ ^-hich shesprang a lurking coarseness, added: "They'd have come

properly However, I suppose we must make the best

right."
""" ""^ ^°^ compulsion at last, we shall be all

TZTT S''^^''
^^ ^"«^- " Still it seems a pity.I thought the Derby scheme would pull us through with-out our havmg to come to this. I'd have liked to think-but what's the good? War's not cricket. At leas^

not the way it's played nowadays "

"Of course it's not cricket," cried Lady OakleyWe ve got to win. And though we've got all sorts ofP^ple trying to set class against class, people like that

TnZ!rT 7^^."^''^' ^«^««« he's against compulsionmstead of sticking to his guns like a decent man-Monica, I won't be interrupted."
" But, Mother, I didn't say anything."
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