
274 Gunner Depew
ami Uie best I co\i\d do \\;is to ffo tlirouuH with it.

Hut I wa-. all in when wv reached the h.os[)ital. The

first tiling I saw \vh<n we ir<»l in tlie door was another

nej^'ro, also froiu Harbadoes, and as tall and as thin as

Jim had onee been short and fat. This black l)()y and T

made a Ki'C'Sit team, but 1 never knew \\hat his niuue

was. I always called him Kate, because niujlit and

day he was whisiliny the old sonu\ " Ka.te, Kate,

Meet Me at the Garden (iate," or words to that

effect. I ha\e waked uj) many a niiiht and hear<l

that whistle just ai)()ut at the same place as wlien I

liad fallen asleep. It would not have been so bad

if lie had kno\Mi all of it.

I took Swatts's broom and cleaned up, and then

a.sked vvhere tlie e<>al or wood was. This got a grent

laugh. It was quite humorous to the men who had

shivered there for weeks, maybe, but to me it wits

ulx)ut as fimny as a cry for help. I got wood,

though, before I had been there long.

TliCre was a great big cupboard, that l(x>ked more

like a small liouse, built against the wall of the lios-

pitid barracks in one corner of the room, and not far

from the stt)ve. Kate was the only patient able to

be on liis feet, so I thought he would have to be my
chief cook and bottle-washer for a while ; and, besides,

there was something abont him that made him look

pretty valuable. I had not recognised his whistling

yet, so Slim looked to be the right name for him.

" Slim, what's that big cupboard for.?
"


