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A 'Veteran's Exper.iencesj
(From the -"Dazly Mai" of Jztne 26th, 1965.)

0 1SEVERAL unusual sideIights were thrown on the early
conduct of the present war, when, on the arrivai of the
10.1,5 Channel Tunnel Express, A/Pte. John Dimp
iimed off the train with the aid of bis crutches.

As tbe cool breeze swept througb the veteran's flowing beard
he looked around with bewilderment -and grief. Picture tbe
sorrow and chagrin of a native of these islands arriving on bis
natal shores, oniy to find the speech of his own country unin-
telligible, and its customs a closed bookl

A Frencb estaminet keeper, an aged Man who bad attained
riches in important War work, and wbo cbanced to be travel-
ling by the samne train, offered his services as interpreter, and
John Dimp was thus enabled to give bis story to our spécial
reporter.

"1was born in England,"' said the ancient warrior, " 1but at
an early age. was taken by my parents to Canada, in whicb
country I eniisted at the beginning of tbe war.

"I1 have been so long on the Continent tbat 1 bave forgotten
my native speech entireiy, although 1 coulld readily give my
simple autobiograpby in eitber French, Flemish, German, or
one of a score of Siav dialects.

I was probably the most surprised person on the western
front when a grateful Government ordered me home. My
leave was not reaily due until ig8o, so, altbough 1 had been
parading sick with senile decay for the last ten years, 1 was
utterIy taken aback when my warrant came through. There
was mnuch beart-burning among the octogenarians when it
became known that 1 was to go out of my turn. I feel sorry
for the disappointed ones, of course, but to refuse was Ùbviousiy
out of the question. Wbat makes me especially pieased is that
1 shall bave an opportunity to go to the Pensions Department

*to arrange to have my old age pension paid into our grand,
last, and final Victory War Loan. After tbat 1 intend to get
a smart regimental beard-cut, and go to see My grand-nephews
at Tooting. I propose to spend the remainder of my leave
in bed.

I hope to return to the trenches in time to see the Iast of
this wonderful war, as 1 am confident it cannot continue for
more than two weeks. The Germans are running short of food.
on the verge of famine, indeed; the Kaiser grows increasingly
decrepit, and the day cannot be far distant when the Huns will
be unable to withstand our beroes in khaki dressing-gowns."

When asked by our reporter for a few reminisciênces of the
eariier days of tbe Titanic struggle, the venerable Tommy
replied

IlMy memory is flot what it used to be. Much of tbe first
fighting appears ta me as a hazy dream of artilleryactions at
the absurdiy short range of five miles. Imagine that-five
miles 1 Nowadays, when we engage in actions at a minimum
distance of one hundred and fifty miles, such a statement must
sound like falsebood of the boldest sort.

IlOurfirst tanks were laug-hably crude-aitbougb we thought
them wonderful in those days. I weii recaîl my astonisbment
on seeing the first ration tank brought up for the purpose of
conveying supplies to our patrols on the near edge of tbe vast
No Man's Land. It was not, bowever, ùntil Professor Imalire
Perfected his now-À famous individual. nortable tank that we

As the old man's quavering voice faltered and ceased, I haiied
a passing taxiplane, and saw him safely on bis way to the
Pensions Department.t
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Doctors Less Courteous than in Pre-War
Days.

"PROFESSIONAL MANNER" DEAD.
Before the war, when one wvent to a doctor, was 1it bis

customl to belittie one's ailments, to deprecate one's symptoms,
.to srnile cynically at the monologue ot one's aches and pains?
It was not! Since the beginning of the war there bas.been
a depiorabie failing off in the traditional courtesy of the medicai
profession. 1

In -former ýtimes, if one went to bim. with a persistent pain
in the side, a siigbt feeling of lassitude, and mild insomnia,
the verdict was rareiy ever anythingiess than appendicitis.
Nowadays such a cômpiaint wouid be received coldiy, even
scornfully. How sad that one can no loge become iii!1 Oh,
the delights of those diseaseful days 1 Then microbes iurked
in every corner, bacteria lay in wait momentariiy, germs worked
overtime. But now, the acquisition of any really dangerous ali-
ment seems impossible., Perhaps the introductory scowl of the,
battalion medicai officer checks its growth. Perhaps the
brusqueness of his greeting chilis its budding activity. What
tender littie germ, with ail the potentialities of typboid, say, 7
couid endure the shamne of being classed IlBowelsý-No. 9 l ,
No, the ignominy is too great. If would simply refuse to
develop.

Before enlisting one was the happy prey of imminent, steaithy
disease. Now one is proof againse even the most trivial
illness.

There is just one consolation lef t. When one goes sick
with any complaînt, from ieprosy to cauiifiower ear, no longer
does one have to say: Il Aw, Doc, have a heart 1 I'm a poor
man. 1 can't afford an operation 1"

SNOW--AND THEN.
I wish I were one of those old boys

0f i86o or so,
Witb a patcb of fuzz on either cbeek,

And a "lpili-box," or shako;

A tunic of red and pants of blue,
A yellow stripe down the sides:

A shilling a day and free pipe-clay,
And licence to loot besides.

Those were the days! There were no Huns then
To trouble and astound us

With the barbarities of Kultur,
And twý,elve-incb guns to pound us.

The. wbiizz-b 'S voice was then
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