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THE JQYS (?) 0F BL1GHTY

By Pte. George T. B3ooth

It was Pte. Bellfields second Ilighlt in " Bligbty, "( He bail been

lucky enough to get ten days' leave) and lie was strolling down

the Strand witb that " Back in Blighty air " wben lie met her-in

the usual way. Certainly slhe was a prettv littie thing. Gleaming

white skin, dark eycs, red lips siniling provokingly and asking to be

kissed. (You know the kind I niean-the baby-doll girl.)

No! she had no engagement for the evening. Wonild she care

to go to a Theatre? Well, it was not " correct " to go to a Theatre

wvith a stranger, but there was a play at "His Majesty's, " she would

just love to sec. So they wvent to the rheatre. After the Theatre-

Supper. jove! what a joily littie supper it \Vas too. Here bie not-

iccd for the tirst time bow daintiiy and sinartIv she xvas dressed, aiso

that sue biad a tantali zing littie trick of cansing a (limple to appear

in ber ieft check. By this tirne they were cailing cadi other by

their christian naines, Jack and Vi. Oh vus !for sucli a short time

tbey liad got on together swimniingiy. Jack told lier of bis home in

Canada and liow lonely hie fuit hure ini Eîigland Mien hie saw other

fcilows wvalking out with their girls. This catnid confession so

touched Vi's tender littie heart that she cailed hîni "Poor oid boy."

Oh ! fatal words. Jack saw visions of a littie grey horne, a ioving

wite and dear little chludrevi, aind the longer lie ga'zed at Vi. the

more apparent becanie the visions, He was bronglit to earth again

by Vi. remnillg hini that it xvas getting late. Before hie belped

lier into the taxi she aliowved li i n to kiss lier ai-d eau lier " Dear lit-

tic girl, " -nd in answer to his ardent request proinised to meet bum

on the morrow. 0f wliat happuned during the next tew minutes

Jack bas but a vague conception. H-e sawx thie taxi and a fluttering

bandkerchief dissapeaýr round a corner. Themi a heavy band fell

upon bis shouider and a gruff voice roarcd ini his car -" What gaine

are you playinig witli my wifc, eli? D - von, l'il teacli you to fool

witb mny wife. " Poor Jack gaspcd and stared at his big assaîLaiit

then tried to explain, but it was of no avait. Wlîen hie picked bim-

self up out of the gutter the angry busband bad dîsapeared. Jack

passed bis band slowiy across bis damaged eyes and murmered

"Poor old boy, " then staggerecl away into the nigt-a sorry but

wîser man. He bail bad bis first les"on in love.


