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PREFACE.

^~sz re ofir "' '-'-"'^^
approaching 'he " clT^ut .>'Ze""L'^r^.^
hand, I feel that th*.ro

^* ^'^ ***® o*her

new to thetlKt? ^^^^"7 -J^f wiU be

origin in actualWandiTmro^p^L^''^^"
done no more Uianaarb thorn;„.^.' ^'"^e
and in many<^ ^l^tT.J'''"'^'^*^'^^^*.
''ere rel^'^Ce

"*°''' '"'•" ^^'^ <« 'W

in 4eh tW wLTLvl ?'^J circumstances

iarge amount^.:^^rrjr'f»\ret?tJn
'

Nevertheless, I am hoping thev mav o#f««^
ment to those outside the Z7^i^ '^ ^"^"^



6 PREFACE.

potlu would cry " Vive la France ! » Tommy would
probably smg "Another little shell wouldn't
do us any harm." It is a strange temperament
that can laugh and jest in the face of death, and yet
this actuaUy takes place. I know of the case of an
infentryman who when under the most merciless
shrapnel barrage sang, in a laughing voice, "I
wonder if they'll hit me sometimes." When a bat-
tery IS being badly straffed and shells are falling
almost in the very gun-pits, some irresponsible
gunner will invariably sing out mock corrections to
the enemy, such as "Line and plus," "Five
mmutes more right, sonny." And he does this
utterly unconscious of any "heroics," simply
because it seems to him to be no occasion for
weepmg.
The German is utterly devoid of all sense of

humour. He cannot see the joke on any occasion.A Tom^y is quick to laugh at a good joke against
himself, the Frenchman is haughtily indignant,
but the German boils over with Hunnish rage.
The Colonial has a quick appreciation of a good

joke, but he is utterly unable to create a humorous
situation. All his anecdotes are local, and have
not the broad humour that enjoys a wide appeal.
Ninety per cent, of his anecdotes are utterly unintel-
ligible to the average Englishman, and the few
wiccessful ones have the effect of being conscious.
Real humour is extremely difficult to manufacture,

at IS where the British soldier scores. His in-
>timism, mixed with his external discontent,

and



PREFACE
^

e^J^J:^ °'^ "" "''^ *•>« "hief character

iX^,^t^ . / T""""' ^'"^^y "no^nt ofthe

eoXr^ir iXts't'^t^^'T
*"

and humour that I i,f
instances of wjt

eharacter Lt IL 2;^™', '"^"^' "' "^ »

in this eoUection fW ^
V,

""1""°" impossible

would pennrt Th. r*"^" *"' "«^^- Grundy

humour'^1 1^*'°" °^ J"''*^ '^''«« the

breach ofrnvenZP""^^?^"^" ""y Possible

mustgounSX. ^' "•-«"*« examples

the't^i'^\=t*!?5-'" f
ould ponder over

an army term^^, ' ^ J^^*' ^""P^^ *^ i* is

^^k rJZ.'T^^^^ """"ber. As an

liked St. Omer He ,^^"5^ ^r'P" ^°* ''»'' ^e

in four-seat^^^^"
brass-hats stunting about

Somewhere in France.
G. GOODCHILD,
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TIGER'S CUB
A Story of Alaska.

cJ'^'i'* *.«=aP>'al yarn, with a crowdedstrongly melodramatic plot, and should ^popular w.th thegeneral^eader. The romanw
S u.

' ^^'^ires on 'the Cub,' the reouted

S?he?i°^* !'T,r^ callous'ruffia/m
sen«?iJn=f • ^^**"'°"8^ ''"'h of exciting.

fK^rl- ^' .incidents the story develoosabsorbingIy."_7-Aefioo*w««.
-

^eveJops

THE
BARTON MYSTERY

A Detective Story.

-Sw^orld'^^
'^^^^'' ^'°'" •=°"" '° '^o^er.-

tas?l^-thl1lf"ti?"
surmounted a difficult

BeverT^v tC.
• ^^ mysterious character of

ha, hL/V, n
•'"^'^ °' '«ss genuine 'psychic/

certainly catch on.' •'-Everyman.A really thrilling story. "-£>«//, Telegraph.

CARAVAN DAYS
Sketches and Stories.

Illustrated by Claude Shepperson.

^hem^c' fr^m'^'^'l'' ^T^^f ^^--y diverseneines-from a tragedy of vagrant ginsv
- tence ,n the West Country to an epfsode

mftrh =n5 J''*"*®^ *° * Northern footballmatch-and there is a power of descrintionabout most of them which betrays not on ? he



Umpteen Yarns.

A Misinterpretation. ^'

Jim of the Navvies' Brigade was in a fearful state
of excitement.

" See that there place yonder," he said, pointing
to a church on the horizon. " Well, I was a-coming
by there, when I 'ears a lot of moaning. I goes in
to see what it»s aU abaht. Talk abaht a sight I

There was a lot of people all kneeling down on one
side, and a bloke in wWte overalls on the other
As soon as 'e sees me, he shouts out: ' Lord 'ave
mercy upon us.' Then aU the people they ses :

Lord ave mercy upon us.' Then 'e ses again:

^

Lord ave mercy upon us.' That made me wild.
Lumme, I ses, 'ain't none of you ever n a

blooming navvy before ? ' '»

That Censor 1

An officer in a weU-known infantry regiment

^i^- '^Ij^''^^ *^^ *^^ ^'^t on short leave.
Whilst m "Blighty » he received a letter from a
colleague whom he had left in the trenches. The
letter ended thus : « I wish the blighters would
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The fest word had been deleted bv fh« «^who appended this . footnote « 7 !^l T!/that all references to future movements
"/''^"^

troops are strictly forbidden."
^"^"^^

A Question of Speed.

There was a slight pause.

«w if *° ^'^ ^*^ it ?
»

>« rvu
**°^ ^'*^' anyway ?

»

^^

Oh I about a hundred yards."
One hundred! One hundred I

"
He polished up the foresight of his rifl^ wifK w^T and smiled contente^y

^^ "^^^ ^"
"That's all right." he muitered.
I^corporal looked at him curiously,mat do you mean by * that's all r^ht ' ? '»

t^t \ ^^^ ' ^ ^*« o'Jy thinJdn? it would^ke a damn good German to fflvT^L T^
in the hundred and^^' ^ ""^ ^^ ^^^
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The Tebmble Seboeaot.

Private J. B. was doing his first "guard "
out

~om aTLJent'in'S^art: in^i^^th^X^had come in yet; to whicl, pZZ J B Zv^

Why don't you salute me ? '» he saW «,-oi.k
ftJIy. "Don't you know who I ^ TC t,coloneJ—the colonel. " ^ am

.
im the

A smile spread over the features of the sentrvOh, you're him, are you !
» he renlied " r *

b^n looking for you all the aftemJn^' You won't

Archibald Explains.

A certain private in a swell infantry reirimenfwas seen going throuffh a series r.f^^ ^egmient

with rifle and bayonef
'^ystenous rites

^^^at do you think you are doing?" he was

inlfetn^^^StLbr "^^ "f"^' -P'ywnes. Stabbmg people, you know I
"
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A Fallen Angel.

hospital somewhere in France to rejoin Ws uSit

^^ndnL
^?r inren-U^,?--:^'^

It occurred to him that he ouRht to tWk^hmatron l^rfore living, and, 'lZg^\'^:
he prepared for the ordeal.

* '

"I've just come to say good-bye." he commencedThe matron looked at him kindly

muchl^~^^\^ T!,
""'*'^'' *° »y 'o«-W

.i in his^'s'^'-YrSordTr"^
braced himself for a great effort « t .\
tell ver »» +>.« • J • ^ wanted to

ever t^r~ ^^^„ "" desperation,
'« Blimey ! Ifever there was a xallen angel, you're one."

Looking Upward.

A very young junior officer who took n.rf ,« *u—tal lading at GalIipo.i:Z>rh„r to htmother, givmg her a vivid description of his expenenoes. He concluded: "Imu^!Zt
mother, d^. that I felt a little fiLyTee Tw^'off the good old ship and afloat in that Stfeb^Huge shells from the IWkish batteries were hitto^tte water and exploding aU round uT Ld Sf^chme gun fire was like the buz^g of^^bees. Boats were bemg sunk every second, and I
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i;^

really thought the end was nigh. ^Vhcn tiie dinwas ut ,ts worst. I ren..nbered^thc Padre's words •

When m danger .Ivvays look to Heaven !
' ^{looked to Heaven, and, hang n.c. if tl?e e w sn'tH blossed aeroplane dropping bonibs on us !

"

A Transfer.

During a fierce infantry attack on a (.crminposmon a Britisl, soldier was unfortunate ^0^

T2 i *?'P°'-'«7 P»alysis of tl,e mind. Tl,eonly thing he could remember was tl,e terriblecharge whereby they captured the enemv tr neh
"tin '"" """^ <»"^o'i'teted. and they" sat thegassed 'man in the comer of a du^-out to

iTsZ thf " '"^ rr' "«" ---^S o«

he oX thLT/" *' !=°™^' ^S"^ to mumble
"?T *„*"*' *•»' occupied his mind.

,^
Us Brifsh didn't 'arf give them Germans

"
n^'t'."'!' I"

^''^ ""^ «°'P°«''. sitting up

'e.irhe^l^tr''''^^^'™*-^'™-
"Oh, shut up

!
" growled half a dozen voices

hoS^TlTu t'^Tu
*^ P°°' *^P«^Ts"omiiy, untU the other occupants of the dua-outgave up sleep as an impossibility. ^ "*

man,^''l
''2W ^.r^^^^' ^"^"^ ^^^ *° ^^e«^» I cant stick ,t any longer; you ain't
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•urt, and if you ses that any more we'll f,.r«
into a blooming 'Un, thaf/worwc"?1 ""^ ^°"

The " gassed " man looked at l,im vamelv «„h
then repeated his dismal dirge.

^^
'

"""

" That's doneif I " said the corporal. He Brabh«la captured pioklohaube, placed it on the S^lthe man and waved a bayonet before his eyes

his'J^rs:]?;.'^'
"' """ '"^"'^^- -•» '"en nodded

For twenty mumtes not a sound was heard butthe peaceful breathing of the tired n,e«. All "fa sudden the "gassed" man started takinBand
this IS what he was saying •

wiKing, and

y,",?^™ Sr,/.V. didn't -arf give us Germans

The Genteel Way.

On a hot morning, when the platoon was driMincwith tunics of the lieutenant was annoyed to td-a^dapper looking httle man wearing'^a civil!!'

T^f1"^"^''^'"^^^' *^^^* "^^" ^^^'^g i« those frills 9

The man was promptly marched off

offi^r"^ !l!'
''^*''"^" ^^" ^^^ "^« passed theofficer on the square, and omitted to salute ^^eofficer stopped him.

'^^
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"TOat do you mean by deliberately rassini?me without saluting ? " he asked
passuiu

The delinquent stood to attention, and tliensaid in a cultured voice:
'* I should have done so, sir. but I Hir»,.r,i,f

were still cross with me."
' "^^'* ^'''"

The Grave Offence.

An offi ,r had occasion to stop one day's nav

X^o^u 'Z
''^ "^"^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^- --'-

" Yes ^Ir ^slf/r
''''"'' "" '

" ""' ^"^"^^-d-icb, su-, said the man eace. /. thinkimr fKie
would probably cancel the sentefce.

^ '^''

' You did, eh ?
"

" Yes, SU". I scratched it on "
" You what ?

"

;;
Scratched it on-with a knife, sir ! »

proJrtW W '.?"'
,

^"" "^''^^'^ Govermnentproperty
!

We'll make it two iz,o days' pay I
»

Certain Proof.

At the British base in France a r>erti»,n r^ j-

"ft;- the S"^ "'«"*• •"•* ''-P^ -- --ning

" Pass Seaforth Highlanders."
A few minutes later and another challenge.
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" Halt I Who goes there ? "
" King's Royal Kifles."
" Pass King's Royal Rifles."
A iittle later somebody stumbled over a tent-peg, and swore fiercely.

"^

" Halt I Who goes there ? "

"What the blankety-blankety-blank has tlmtgot to do wjth you, anyhow ? " answered th^^vo

t

Pass, Canadian," said the sentry promptly

The "Better Home."

It was a case of suspended animation. He wasquite a young boy, hardly out of his teem 1^the mother had eome " across " tot tt^t "of

"My poor woman, the dear boy has gone to a

No, I ain't I
"

"Albert," said the mother gravely "don'tcon^i^dict the doctor; he knows fe^tTr'tlJ;:*

The Common Tongue.

A strictly moral married man, who joined ud ina hard-worked infantry regiment Jiho,^^to find himself the object of the 'drUrs^^^
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sanguinary wrath. Feeling deeply the ignominy
of being sworn at before the whole company, he
decided to lodge a complaint with the CO.
CO,: " You say the sergeant used foul language

to you on parade ?
" *

r^r ''^u' J ^?' ''"' ^ ^^rtainly did not."

fool?"* ^"""^ ""* ^^ ^''^ ''*'''"'^^" ^ ''"'^^^

/?(;c/'«,i! ;
" No, sir, I am not."

CO. {sweeUy)
:
" Then just you go and tell that

sergeant he's a r«^rf^ liar !
" «« ^eii that

The Trials of a "Sub."

A young sub. sat gazing into the fire of his billetWith an expression of dire despair on his countenance.
Cheer up, said his company commander;

what s wrong with you ?
"

I IZ^'r ^''•^r-''-'
"I'm in a devil of a mess.

1 think I ve overdrawn at Cox's, and they n^ ,v

«!^H.^ ?"^ *'"'*'' ""*• I ''<'"'* ^"^ how toascertain how the account stands "

them^^in'T*''
"""''"*' '° '™"^ ^^"^

' ^"'' <*«>?

v. „ ** writing," he explained.
But there's nothing in it," was the reply. "All
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- 1
<

'

•; f'

SWrtS fir-,?-,?;," •**" ""

The Untruthful German.

After one of the advances in Flo«^

Didn't Know his Own Mind.

tail^sei^eant"' For'L^rL'^L? '
"t'^^'^'^ved, and used un ^li fT ^"^ """^^^ ^^dused up all the vernacular in the Eng-
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lish language. Towards the end of the afternoon

vSveT™
^'^"^ """""^ ^""^ "''''^ "^^'^ ^^^ ">

" 'Shun !
" he yeUed.

The company froze with fright
"Left turn!"
About fifty per cent, turned with an air of in-

decision, then, before the rest could foil'
, he criedm quick succession

:

tcciuu

^j Right turn! About turn! Quick mardi !

He glared in disgust at the extraordinary resultand started with surprise as one yokel left the ranksand made for the barrack-room

youSi'tr?""-''''""^'- " W^-e the devil are

The youth turned and looked at him pityingly.

A ^^^' ^i'^' ""^^ '^^ ^^ it I am an' all," i'e
drawled. "Thou doesn't kna' tha own mink fortwo mmutes together !

"

After the Battle.

I^TJ > ^^ff
dmary adventures to a party oflady visitors After a vivid reconstruction of thefight m which he knocked out seventeen Huns a.ida machine gun, " Wid me wan hand alone, bego]> "

he concluded, ''an' that's the end of th; sht.v.
Tiie sm^geons took me and laid me for all as though
1 was clane dead in a ammunition waggon."
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go in the ammunition waggon !
''

^''^ ^'^

A>^ Oversight.

2nd Private: "What for ^ »

1st Private: " I dunno."

Doing ms Bit.

anP'ft t'u^
""^ ^ munitions factory was very strictand furthermore, was inchned to be a trSe htstvHe had mstituted in his shpll-«K^,

^rme nasty,

fines for beinff uZ fi

s^^ij^hop a system ofxui oemg iate, fines for mistak^c fi««o

to awake one morning very ea^lv ^ ''^Pf'ng

nr^o^-tr?rr-"-°-
eyed man Z2kLa ,

P.^^^' ^^Sg^'^^ hollow-
.y
u man walkmg wearily through the a&te

. ^«'TomTayIor!''heshoutedano^ijf «
mmuteslate, eh? WeJl vonvlfl f/* ^^"
Not a word now, tha^the'rule !

''
'"°^'"^"
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" t'J^'^^^T i^""^'
Suv'nor," answered Taylor.I am t knocked off from yesterday yet ! »

Saving the Moments.

W ^^'^^.^"t^y^an ^ome from the Fronton

reltT. '^^^' ^^'^^ ^ ^^'^^ description of arecent strategical retirement, said •

fill' relief
%7^"^^^f"J ^^t^^at. sir, the most wonder-

ftU retreat of the war. Our V^attalion retired with-

^L^r^^T''"^^''-' ' (Voice of crippled
warrior from the rear : " Or a moment ! "

)

A Nice New Job.

on^r/T-^'l'r r,^^'^^^ ^ young soldier had beenon the sick-list for some time, and now, after agood rest, looked very fit for serWce.

that his battalion was to leave for the trenches.
'

office?''
^°" '^'*'' ™^ ^^^

•
" ^'^"^ *^^ "^^di^l

The bright prospect of a nice office job in security
at the base opened up before him, s^ '. -- . ,-r*.^
emphatically

;

'' Yes, sir, I can. I was a clerk in civil life."

vo„r h . ""-I
?'''^, ^''^ '^'*^ ^ ^^^ better toyour best girl, and tell her you are going up to the

trenches to-night !
» s s l •-" ^nc
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The More Dangerous Wound.
A wounded soldier in a crowded omnibus roseto give up his seat to a lady.
No, thank you," she renli#»rl " t

"Madam," he replied, "I have been wounded

upTmeT"'
""'" '"" ™""'"'* ''""•^*

"™-^

A Grim Jest.

saL'^f 1
^"'^'t^ring hot day at GallipoB, and a

TZt t^"^\r" '"'y ''«eing trenche
. The^t lookmg fellows, working apart from the

Sii^atS'r T'*^^ "«'-'« ^^"*n«
oy walked up to see what it was that interested

the body of a dead Turk.
"Bury that quiekly," he said, holding his nose

wi^;^' "' '"''' ""^'^ *"« -•«"« --P^
One of the men looked at the officer ouetrlvand then said, in a matt .".faet voice ^ ^'

eat thrSTgllti"I> ^^^ "^ " "'* °' -'* »-' I'«

An iT'jusuAL Occurrence.

were"tt*l!'
'^''^' ^"7^ °f «•« ™' two brotherswere very keen on joming up together, but the
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difficulty was thatHarry was nineteen years and t«v.m«.ths and Herbert only just turned e^hTe^n*""

stretch his age a little.

the^^^r*w'' K*i'''
''""'*"8 office, and waited

Ho^' .^''^'^ immediately behind Hairy

acw. ^"' ""'^ ~"^<=* "S^' «"»V
Herbert entered.
" Age ?

"

" Nineteen."
'' When were you nineteen ?

"
" Er—last week."
"H'mf" said the recruiting officer "I «„n

posethat'sarelationofyours who's just gone oUt /»
^^
Yes, sir—my brother."

" Your brother, eh ? "
" Yes, sir."

"My boy," said the officer kindly, "let mecongra ulate you
; you've got a wonderful mothe^!yes, a truly remarkable mother I

" '

The Canadian Way.

^eatly perturbed. A general was coming tonspert his men that morning, and he wanted Lmto look and act their best.

so^hJr^ ^'^^f '?'*™ "P °° *^^ parade-ground,

o? ^ce ™* ^^' *"" " ^'"^ fetherifwords
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Now, then," he said, "remember you're

soldiers, and when the general is here I want v<.u
to act as soldiers. When he inspects the ranks
look to your front, and when he asks you a question
reply promptly, and say ' sir ' each time. Don't
let me see any of that idiotic moving of hands, anddon t cough or make noises like that—and—er—
^T^''^ M^""^

"'''''^'
f'''' heaven's sake, donH call me

Charlte /
"

The Limited Vocabulary.

In a ward of an English military hospital the
language of the men at times got rather " high " •

so somebody introduced a swearing-box, wherein

word TeV
'"^""'^ ^^''''^^ """^ P^"*"^ P^' ''^^^"

The proceeds were to be in aid of the Red Cross •

and after a week or two there was quite a good
collection of coppers for the fund. But it was
noticed that one man-an old soldier too-had
never contributed a penny ; no one had ever heardhim swear.

At times they would tease him about it, buthe would only grunt and suck away at his short,
black, clay pipe.

That pipe was his bosom companion, and he
bestowed more care on it than some mothers bestow
upon their children. One morning he laid the pipeon a table m. order that he might open a wmdow.
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men he turned round, to his horror, his wonder-
tul pipe was in atoms on the ground

voL^^""
'^''"' **'''*

•
" ''" ^'^''^ *" ^ t^^ible

"Sorry Bill " said a wounded warrior.
Ihe unhappy mar looked at him for a moment

hesitated, then walked over to the swearingTox
and dropped into it ten pennies.
The whole ward gathered round to benefit fromthe choice epithets that were to eome. The ownerof the pipe stood in the centre of the crowd, screwedup his mouth and commenced

:

h-
"
J''".""?'''"

" ^^ '^^^' ^^^"^ suddenly dropped
his hands m a state of despair. ' ^

usl' ^Th'''''" 'K
'^''*' '^^^^ ^' h^d- " It's no

use. There am't no word for it-there simply ain'tno word for it !
" ^^

Signs of the Times.

A private in the Artists' Rifles was walking with
his sister who happened to be a duchess, in HydePark when an officer accompanied by a ladv
passed by. The private promptly saluted.

^

Ihat IS my company commanuer," he informed
iiis Sister. I wonder who the lady is ' "

replied!^''
*'" ^°''' ' ^'''" ^^' ^"^*^ ^^^'' '^^

" You do ?
"

" Yes, she's my maid I
"
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TriE Story of an Ixterpreter.

Mesopotamia is a country of smells, and the
identification and prevention of them are matters
which drive men to desperation.
The colonel was in his tent when a terrific

effluvia blew in the door.
" What's that ? » he gasped.

„
"I tliink it's the goat, sir," said the orderly.
It s either the goat or the interpreter."
" Bring in the goat," roared the colonel. -

The goat was brought in, and the colonel im-
mediately fainted.

They brought him round after a time, and asked
if he were strong enough to see the interpreter.
After donning a gas-helmet, he said he was, and
they fetched the Turkish interpreter—a weird
looking creature with a plentiful lack of clothes.
As soon as he entered the door the goat feU down
dead

!

'Igh 'Am.

Two English soldiers sat in a French caf6 with
a plate of ham before each of thei i. They both
sniffed significantly, and seemed reiuctant to start
the meal.

*^

" Bit*'igh, ain't it ? " said one.
"It is that," agreed the other; "it's 'igh 'am

very 'igh 'am."
'

" Tell 'em so, " said the first.
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"No—you," said the second " Vr.,.

the language." ^""."^ ^^" talk

" on right. I'll tell him," said the fiSt '•
Higargon," he yelled.

^^' ^''

The waiter came up.
" Je suis,'* said the soldier noinMn« f« u- i" Tris je suisr

pointmg to his plate.

A "Happy Man."

In a certain Artillery Cadet School it was theregular practice of the CO. to " nut fh
'

•T „
new cadets as they arrived: HeCS'^g^ThlZ:

^^I^What were you in civil life ? " he a«lccd the fct

"Lawyer, sir,"

^^^ZL'^;.yT^ ^^"'" '^' - ^est to he

;;
And you ? " to the second man.
Draper, sir."

.eZ"r-' °° """ '^"^ *'"^ ^» "^ '-*-

upA';s]i!r„tiir^-''^'-'-i<"-<i
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" Hold my Sandwich."

The sentry walked up and down in the heat, and
%vas sick of it. He hadn't been " joined up " long,
and It was his first experienee. Towards mid-day
he " cadged " a sandwich from a party on fatigue,
and, seeing noboJy of importance about, sat on
the grass bank and began to eat it.

In the middle of his feast the major came along
but as he was in mufti the sentry didn't recognize
iiim, and went on munching his sandwich.

" Do you know who I am ? " said the major
sweetly.

" Haven't the faintest idea," said the sentry.
" Guess !

" ^

" Colonel's coachy ?
"

^' No."
" Groom ?

"

"No -the fact is, I am your commanding?
o'Hcer."

*

•' Heavens
!
" said the sentry, springing to his

icct. "Here, hold my sandwich while I present
arms !

"

I- i

A New Use for Gas Helmets.

A young artillery subaltern had had a busy day
at the observation post, and was preparing to go
back to his battery, when to his surprise the group
commander came in. After asking a lot of questions
about the " shoot," the commander concluded :

" I suppose you brought your gas helmet ? "
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" Yes, sir."
*' Where is it ?

"

..
^°" ^°^ '^^w *o put it on ?

»

Yes, sir."

Show me."
I^sub ^«, the helmet from the case with his

^t slr^' ^L ^'f^-
^° "-^ commai^der-spreat surprise, and to the sub's, utter humiliationoia dropped a pair of dirty socks

!

""""*"<»>.

A Train Hog.

^te^^ A""/""" P'«'d»8ton, was disap-

S^^tll^t^ "''"'?* "^^'y compartment full

tTh.
^^ succeeded in finding what appeared

men^ he^S T/ ''"\°" '^"**^8 ^^e eoTF^rt"

r^an i^l ""** " *•"* <»™^'- °f 'he seat was

man on the opposite seat interrogatively.

^ is that your bag, sir ? "
.

maS;?r'*'' -"y ^"»d's. He's buying some

Wio : !

.

^° vacant seats anywhere "
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flew by. and still the alleged missing man did nc
appear. The officer began to get suspicious.

It s gettmg on ,e-your friend will miss i
If he s not careful."

" Yes," said the man hesitatingly, " it—it look
hke it, doesn't it ?

" ^^ ^
out of the station. The officer looked out of thewindow and then at the man.

w^u'^~^°'*
'*'" sta'wmered the latter.

Without a word the officer suddenly grabbed

" WeU » was the suave reply. " if your friend has
lost his tram there's no reason why he should lose
his luggage as well."

^

An " Irishism. "

nlH t!f ""^l* '^r'fr''
"^ost ? " said the benevolent

old lady, who had been listening with awe to thewounded warrior's exciting story,^e Irishman scratched his head with the ami
that remained intact.

fi," ^^"^u
"

i^f
""^P"^^' " ^^^* «*^"^k me most wasthe number of bullets that missed me !

"

Cultivating a Taste.

A certain regiment possessed a sergeant-majorwho was cordially disliked by ever/ man^X
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The regiment was paraded nn *h^ u
and the regime„tal™»t-a s^Ki ''"^•
busy sniffing at some offal whfchThe f.H

"""
had overlooked fatigue jmrty

^^^t^^Zi^::^^ "He may

An Eye for Colouk.

The Canadian soldier strr>ll»i ,v»
compartment of a L. & N Wtf- ^/ ^t^i^ss
self comfortable in atteT-s^r'Sf "l"' "i!""oceupants were two elderl/S;. "" °"'^ "'"^^

noS^g^'tTw^not"'" " T"'''' <-*' '"«»
^.^^ g """ "^^ "<"» smoking compartment.

obil^'^o'^yTmoC^^"*'"''' ^^°"'«*-

an/ was hZj' it: m^?'' '!«'"^'' "^ "'«"etS
looking old Sie„^ren~' A'*? T r"^
opposite the CanadiAnotT, "e took the seat

his ticket on Te Sr i^!''^!^'
down, dropped

and rescued it smiH^ , •
"'''^" ''"^d down

as he handJ ittllhn^'^''-^ "* '^ '"^^

discovered the til™f the sS* """ "^^-^ "«
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This is not a smoking compartment," he said
significantly.

" I know that, but I got the ladies' permission,"
replied the Canadian.

" Nevertheless, / object, and although you were
kind enough to rescue my ticket, I must ask you
to cease smoking."
The Canadian took not the slightest notice but

went on puffing away serenely.
Tlie old gentleman got very excited and called

the guard.

" Guard, I object to this gentleman smoking in
a non-smoking carriage."

" Sorry, sir," said the guard to the soldier. "
I

must ask you either to stop smoking or find a
smoking compartment."

" First of all," said the soldier, " I should like
you to examine that gentleman's ticket."
The old gentleman stammered a refusal, and

blushed • crimson. The guard began to get sus-
picious.

'• May I trouble you, sir ? " he said.
•' Wliat right has tliat gentleman to "

"I must insist, sir," interrupted the guard
sternly.

Finding further protest useless, the ticket was
produced, and proved to be a third-class one.
The old gentleman v-as bundled out bag and

baggage into a third- .ass compartment, and the
Canadian went on smoKin|, The two ladies were
highly amused.

W^:
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i^xciisz me," said one of them, " but how did
y>'aknms ne had a third-class ticket ? "

The. Cak.adian grinned broadly.

hi ^"^T^'
^ ^* '"^^^ ^^^^ ^*^^"^g ^ndy from ababy. I saw the colour of it-it was the same as

The Ulterior Motive.

mettJnT^ !^^^'^' ^^"^ j^'* ^'"" *"g^^y ««"^Pli-mented by his commanding officer for an act of

Zr^Z T^^f
^'- ^^^" P^^d^^' ^^ho was in the

neighbourhood and Imd heard of the incident, made
It his business to see the boy.

" T^lJT f^^""^'"^
""^ >'°"' ''""y ^^d' " J^c gashed.

fV,af . K,
7°"' ^^^"- ^"* *'^^^^ ^" the open under

that terrible fire to bring in a wounded comrade I-words fai^me. '

" Oh that's all right! " said the boy ;
" you seesomebody had to save the blighter-he was the on"

wkh Wm » ^""^^ cigarettes left, and he took them

A Warning TofOTHEPs.

The soldiers met by accident in the market-place
of a French town. They had been to a little con

-

wiJi' '""''"i
^""^^ *^' ^'^ g^^^g "P at a lightedwindow on the top floor of a tall building.
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-.h^l^*!,*^
'^'*-' '"^^^^'^ something pecooliarabout the moon to-night, aint there 'A^rry ? "

the ^r' *''' """•"'" ^''l «'^ ^-«»nd, "it's

" Get out 1
"

.

"Corse it is—the moon ain't up yet "
They argued the point for some little time each

man enT T \^ "^^ ''^'''' Eventually a tSman entered on the scene.

let'l'S'L";."?
*'" '"''- "'"''' -°*" bloke..

at the hght and then shook his head doubtinglv
Sorry, chum " he said, " I haven't the faSidea-jou see, I'm a stranger in these parts !

"

One Against the Scot.

w.t^*^^'*
^""'''* '°''"^'' ^ the course of hiswandermg ud the line, met an English s^Uie^equally tired with the slow travellinr To k^ timethey decided on a game of nap. After^v^^

ITie train few up at a station'and the Endish-man prepared to pay his losses. He managS tos^ape together four shillings and three"SaIftpenny m change, and a one pound treas^ note

ir„^ .,
^"^ <*^"8^ f"-- the note so theEnghshman handed him the change, remarking!
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we'dl r^'^
" '""'P^""y ^hort. Mac W.at shall

awe^ra-ttttri^frtr' '''^'"•" ^'^

-that'll mar it squall !" '" """^ ^'"'"
"

A Brotherly Feeling.

"S Thl'
^°"' '""'''^

•
" "^^d *e officer.

Th?°iL"'<='"
''^^^ « 'ook at them."

Jhe^Cockney marehed in two filthy looking

:tL*f:i.Tir°"^^"-'^^^*e officer.

'' Yes
; you said there were three "

onlyt^StrVr^e.^'^ was-l.ut-.r-I

.!^* °n ^rth do you mean ?
"

about 'is missus anrf ';. tJj- , * ***^' °n

-»y twoniW ^t' ."'''"'• '° ^ *«"' '™ about

never s^^^: ^ ^««s on about 'ow 'e might^ =•" ^S""' "«1 starts crying that awful.
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SIP, I couldn't stick it ; 'e seemed that there cutup about it-I-I was nearly crying too ; so I
takes my rifle and puts the poor blighter out of 'is
misery !

"

o .»

Still a Young Man.

At one of the munition factories in the Midlands
a gentleman was being shown over the workshops
by the manager, ^cn the visitor had gone, a
Welsh worker turned excitedly to a fellow workman,
and said m great excitement

:

" And did you see that now ? "

''See wot ? " said the laconic Englishman.
That gentleman—it was Lloyd George's brother

look you." *

" Well ?
"

The Welshman grew more excitea.
"You have no sense whateffer. Don't you

understend that was Lloyd George's brother,
indeed ?

" *

"Wot of it ? " retorted the other. « Lloyd George
ain't Gawd Ahiiighty."

*

The Welshman nodded his head wiseh- and
replied :

"Ah, no—but he is a young man yet !

"

Heard in the Y.M.C.A.

" And what can I do for you ? " said the motherly
lady behind the counter.
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trJlS'r
^''^' '''**" ^'"'^''^

•
" ^^^^^ *he big

" Yes."
" I'd like one, please."

.ll^^l^^\^^~^'''^
^^^^* ^^'^ ^ould vou likea soft-haired one or a stiff one"

*

don'f''%r"'
'"^'^"''" ""P"^d the soldier, "Idon t want to use it-it's for kit inspection."

A Mistaken Idea.

The Irish boy had had a busy morning. He hadwmted outside the reeruiting office for tLe hourthad stood and shivered for another hour with b2lv
aoout was told that he was rejected.

he astd. "'' '''"^''^'*
' ^'^^'^ *^^ -->' -" ^

"

'' You're rejected—medically unfit
"

,^

And what's the matter wid me ? "

-king a foine miretr. ""l^'itgh inrthlGermans I'm aftlier-not 'ating Vm."
^

A " Record " Story.

vert
7^^''"

^^"t"^'
P"**""" »-«^ Po^^^^ed of avery fine gramophone. The officer in charge hJ

- w' ifZ'^ld" V" ''' **^' 'ietZmtft
well provided with records. Each time he



88 UMPTEEN YARNS

t

came back from leave a huge bundle of records
came with him. It was a quiet part of the line
and absolutely. nothing had happened for several
months to disturb the equanimity of the troops
One morning the officer was busy " sampling

"

his latest purchases, and a crowd of Tommies sat
opposite, keenly enjoying the treat. All of a sudden
there was a low whining sound, and everybody
rushed mto dug-outs to escape the " coal-box,"
except the officer, who wanted to put his beloved
records under cover. He collected them together
rapidly, piled them on top of the machine, and
started to retire with both arms full.

The shell burst right in the trench, and brought
down tons of earth. He was dug out after a few
mmutes by his men, who were relieved to find him
apparently uninjured. He spat a lot of earth from
his mouth, and ejaculated in a terrified voice
" My God-M;he gramophone !

" '.

jj
Still Travelling.

The Artillery is well aware of the sad end of a
young officer who went up to the observation post,
or " O Pip," to observe for the battery.
The first shot came down short and burst within

twenty yards of him. Scared out of his life, he
gave the first orr'er that came to his mind, it was :

" Repeat !

"

Humour has it that he is still travelling.

P

(:•
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Only the Beer Boy.

a s^nt"^^'
"" "?'"'^'^ ^"'""' ^* "^^ ^^'^ of the linea sentry was doing guard. One of the cell window!'with bars very wide apart, looked out into t™ tree

'

"rT'
'''''

"" ^"^^" ^^^ constantlyt;^^^^^^^^^

The boy grinned largely,

the beer."
^"^ *^'^ ^^>^ *hat fetches

Social Distinctions.

quartered In th^T *^P^<^'t'onary Force were

«.ey^bl^
the charactenstic British fashion,

his wares ^ ^""= ''"' t''^ <«'k and

ar^itVe S'**"""".
°' '''' " ^'^^ «'"- "

aW "fa, hut r vV' "^"^ """^'"^ " »
"old!^y... " '"'"<''' *"* " n"™l«r of the

uauy straHing of the dinner, set his face to
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onslaught, which never waned in the
meet the

slightest.

After hearing from the "remnants" exactly
what they thought of the way the food was cooked,
he burst out impulsively :

'' Look 'ere ! See them chaps in the comer "

pointing to the newly arrived men—"them
Hartists, brought up in the lap of luxury, they
don't gnmible; but you, who've been dragged
up anyhow—you always grumbles."

The Army "Flapper."

Mrs. Thomson was a proud woman. Her son
had just been wounded at the Front, and she had
received a letter from his CO. which praised in the
most lavish way the conduct of her dear boy.
For about three days she lived in a little heaven of
her own, and then came a letter from a " chum "

of her boy, who narrated the exploit in full. The
last paragraph filled her with horror ; it was :

''And that's how we found him, unconscious, and
hugging a flapper.''

It was not until a week after that she discovered
that a "flapper" was only a harmless signalling
instrument.

A Question of Destination.

It was rifle practice and the officer was very
annoyed. O'Halloran had loosed off about two-
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still the target remained im-
score rounds, and
touched.

Pat fired another round, and the officer observed
a flic'i of dust well away from the target.
"Pat," he said sternly, "do you know where

your shots are going ?
"

'* Sorra a bit, sorr," said Pat, placidly, " but I
know they're leaving this end all right."

The Window Garden.

A private had on several occasions asked his
CX). for " leave " so that he might dig up his garden
One morning he was brought before the officer, who
eyed him fiercely.

" Jones—about that garden of yours ! I've made
caroful inquiries, and I find that you haven't got
a garden at all. What have you got to sa\' ? "

*' Well, sir," said Jones, hesitatingly,
*"

if th€
chap that went to see says there ain't no garden
then some one must have pushed it off the windo\^
ledge."

Cause for Amusement.

The CO. of a certain Scottish battalion was m
the habit of readmg letters for several of his men
who couldn't read or write.

One morning a brawny Scot handed him a long
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'I

n

If

tathS "tt ^m^''*''
'"•" *° '^"^ "• The letter

u V •

' ^ "^monstrated :

It s too bad, Jock, your wife says she hasn'theard from you for over a month-is that so
5"

Yes sir," rephed Joek, " I canna write."

iet^r now vfu JieC an'd r«tli^'iH ^?.'^
"

re,^in^ t ' '""* ""^ P^P" »<» waited, but Joekremamed absolutely tongue-tied. At LrU, theofficer became impatient. ^ *

wL^M I'^af-;..''"''^''
- ™-t >-*e a start.

No repjy.

[[ ^^®JJ
I begin, ' My Darling Wife ' ? "

amoos^her!^^'
''"'' "^^^ *^^* ^-- That'll

The Courtesy of War.

were *S' !Z"'
''^°" *"= ^'•^"^' ^t '"« t«nehes

ghL-^erth^,--j~^,--
teth s.des employed their time rbombK^
As the distance was so short if ^«o -j.

-^S^^e^Xr^t^Ctt:^^-.-
mans, remarked politely, " Yot Ctli^J^;/;:
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!
•* Abe You Through ? "

fo^ ^"^t^^S ^^y set out at dead of night
to try their hand on a German machine Zempbcement. Among them was an Ameri^n

tt'^cUt ''' ^^^"^' "^^ ^^""- '^^ ^'^

^ the way to their objective they were held upby barbed wire. They got out their wire cuttelJfand were busy hacking away at the obstecle, when

I

there was a rifle shot, and the man next the American
gave a long groan and a curse.

th^S?''"""'"
''''^'^'"'^ '^' ^^^^^^' "^^^ y°"

"Through I" snorted a voice, misunderstanding
the American term. "Tlirough be damned I-the

stuff has torn my breeches to ribbons."

On the "Buzzer."

The signallers didn't like their new officer Hewas too eager to give them evening parades andmoreover.some of them thought he wfs L;;!^^^
head and wasn't a qualified signaller. They ^'e
on7o ^r"'^

"" *^^ ^"^"" ^^^^ instrument, ^done of them was narrating an anecdote when the
officer came on the scene. -

" Jones," he said to the garrulous one, "
you're

you will do an extra parade this evening "
Jones was furious. He thought of an idea to
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get his own back. Working the " buzzer " key he
sent the words, * Co to hcJJ."

All the men ffrinned, but gasped as the officer
grabbed the nearest instrument and buzzed back.
lake two extra parades."

Tommy's Way.

For weeks an infantry regiment had suffered
badly by the f.re of a concealed German battery.
One day the observation post of the battery was
iocated by an airman, and a party of bombers was
told oil to go out and blow it up. They went over
during the night, and caught the inmates red-
handed. A proud private marched the two tele-
phonists back to the collecting-station.
"So you're the blighters, are you?" he said

starmg at them as they walked. " Nice looking
lot you are too Look at your step ! I'm ashamed
01 yer. Ell of a time you've given our company—
ere, ave a fag."

^

ii

I

Fritz Intervenes.

Three men were playing "nap" in the front line
trench. It had been a dull game, and a nice littlesum was m the " kitty."- It had got to the stagewnen nap was a very adventurous call, for it
m^aiit doubling the substantial kitty, if one lost.Un the other hand, it was a nice little present for
tJie man who " got home." Another hand was
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dealt, and one man with a «rin of triumph on his
race, took the top card and called " nap." The other
two men looked gloomy, for they held '' rubbish "
The player led off with the ace. king, queen,* and

had already deci<led on how he should spend the
kitty, when a shell pitched into the trench.Up went the margarine box and the cards, anddown came an avalanche of earth. A few moments

later a voice mumbled, '' God bless yer, Fritz yer
saved the blooming gjimc—he'd have got 'ome sure."

"Some" Walk.

An infantry battalion had just embarked for
trance. It was a wretched day, and the voyage had
made many men sea-sick. Two of the victims were
standmg near the rails of the ship at Bouloguc. wait-
ing to be taken off. when a diver, who had been

vLlcT
"^ °''*' ""^ **''' ^''^''^ '"^'' ^"^ Admiralty

'' Look
!
" said one of the men. "That chap's

hhL?'™^
'*^^y-w'»y ^ii^n't we walk over like

In Belgium.

An old Belgian was driving a donkey cart through
an occupied Belgian town, when a Landsturmer on
guard stopped him.
"Yourname?"
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i i'

(I :

!

i The man told him.
" Where are you fh)m ? "

"Brussels."

do^c*"
* ^ *^^ Landsturmer looked at the

" What's Ats name ?
"

"He hasn't got one."

«
Can't let you pass without the donkey's name."

^^
L tell you he hasn't got a name."

" Come, we must call him something-shall wesay Albert ? "
«—^lum we

"No!" said the old man emphatically, "thatwould be a reflection upon my King."
*' Oh, indeed, then we will call him Wilhebn."
Worse still," said the Belgian abruptly-; "

thatwould be a reflection upon the donkey."

A Lost Face.

A number of officers were crossing from South-ampton to Havre, to rejoin their units. Theboatwas
a very small one, and accommodation was hmited
It was just before dinner, and half a dozen of them
werewashmg at the row of small basins provided forthe purpose. Numerous officers were waiting behind
to take theu- turn, and the general result was ascramble.

**

Suddenly the air raid alarm was given, and every '

IjSrht was immediately turned out. For a moment
there was a terrible mix-up, and then a voice criedou% plamtively. I say, you fellahs-«re any of you
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^L^^
cj^nce washing a face that has a monocleand a rather short moustache ?--dashed if I can

Too Talkative.

A widow, whose only son was fighting in France

J^K ^C
>^*' ^''^ "^°"^^«f ^ ^^*t«^ ^nie. It wasof bulky dmiensions, but to her surprise on opening

it^every smgle word had been erased by the cTnsor

hS^ ^^""^ ""^^^^^^ ""^^ ^ ^'^^''''^' ^y *^^ ^^««''

His Dinner Houe.

A company of British soldiers under the charge

SatL,*?n ^i

"^'^^ "P^'' ^ "'"^^^ °^ *h« Navvies'Battahon leanmg up against the stump of a tree

Jwav a?I^I^ '''r^^"*
*^^ *^°P^'^d ^^-^-^

rather a stickler for discipline, at once commen<jed
to reprmiand him.

"*^«ivcu

^^
"Take that pipe out of your mouth," he ordered.Don t you know better than that ? Stand toattention whilst I am passing you "

anJ^LT"^^^ ^^^ **^" P^P^ ^^"^ his mouthand spat reflectively on the ground
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" Orl right, mate," he said with a grin, "

it's me
dinner 'our."

Those Guns.

A cavah-y recruit was having a devil of a time
It was his first field day, and he was mounted on a
very spirited horse. He managed to control it
until the guns went off. Then the beast performed
all kinds of capers, and finally succeeded in dis-
mounting him. He jumped into the saddle again,
and was all right until the guns roared once more,
when he was thrown violently to the ground. This
time he made no attempt to regain the saddle, but
stood holding the reins and stroking the horse's
nose.

"Why don't you mount again, man?" roared
the sergeant-major.

"What's the good?" replied the recruit discon-
solately; "those blooming guns will go off again
in a minute."

^

Two Minds with but a Single Thought.

The sentry outside the camp was holding an
altercation with a major, who wanted to gain entry
but had forgotten the password.

" Let me pass," said the major ;
" don't you know

I am your commanding oflRcer ?
"

" Can't 'elp it," said the sentry. " Orders are,
nobody is to pass without the password."
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•' But I tell you I have forgotten it."
" Orders is orders, sir."
" Stand aside, I am in a hurry."
The sentry, still persistent, brought his rifle to

the " present " position.

" Put that damned thing down," said the major.
" It may go off."

^

The sentry shuddered.
"Yes, sir," he replied, "that is what I am

always afraid of."

The Unorthodox.

Pte. Wm. Smith was on his way back to barracks
after a very lively evening in town. To make
matters worse, he had gambled away the balance
of his week's pay at " nap " and felt anything but
cheerful.

**

He arrived at the entrance to the barracks, and
was accosted by the sentry

:

" Halt ! Who goes there ?
"

Feeling very annoyed and cross with the world
he snarled

:

*

"
Foe

! Put that in your blooming pipe and smoke
1 L*

The New Style.

The wife of an army captain was holding an
At Home, and her husband's young orderly was
requisitioned to annoimce the guests as they arrived.
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I -

I

I

(

li

general oi the division presented himself Thl

Present arms !
- ** ™"^= "Company, 'shun I

A Question or Rank.

f^theti^j r'S4"tT '"'^' "^-^ "-'
he's at the Front " '^ ^ ^^"^ •""* -"y ^"'

^SoUicr: "May be. Whafs his name and regi-

his?a^:1: SmHh^"'
"'"™"^' '"^ -«^-t. ""t

rJ^ir-
*"^' -n't help „.„<*. What

OldJLady " Oh, he's a geneml !

"

^oldter (m surprise); "A oenera? t i,™
quite sure?"

gencrall Are you

A DnnCT)i.T PKoposmoN.

<J^thTt *" *''^ 'i^had enlisted long agoexcept the young organist, who was short^ight^
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H *i'ii^^ ""^i^
""''^ °^ "»^"' ^-^d n°w he alsowas called up The whole village turned out to

seejiim go, for he was the local idol, and an only son

His mother, a kindly old dame, strove valiantly
to repress her tears, and as the train steamed out
or the station she cried :

" Good-bye, Willie, darling, don't forget to always
wear your woollies-a«rf be sure to keep up your
practice.'* ' i^ J' '

A Matter of Words.

During anchor drill on one of our cruisers the
captain an old bearded naval man, called from
the bridge, Humphreys, you're a damn fool."
Ihis being against all etiquette of the Navy theman replied

:
" Beg pardon, sir, but I ain't a damn

Next morning at qut don time the man pre-
sented himself, and when questioned by the captain
as to what he wanted, he replied

;

"Beg pardon, sir. but you called me a damn fool
yesterday."

" So you are a damn fool," said the captain, to
the amusement of the officers and men on the
quarter-deck.

The man pointed out that it was against the
rules for an officer to swear at a man. The captain
pushmg back his cap, mumbled a half-aj^ology; and

I"
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dismissed the man. Just as the man was dis-

to get his own back, shouted after him:
I was wrong to call you a damn fool, but all

1 can say is, you look like one !
"

Those Russians !

in ^K^^if^j;-.^"^
decidedly tactless spinster ladv wasm the habit of visiting a certain hospital seVeral

afternoons a week, during which time she wouldDore all the wounded but lively » Tommies " bybemg too sympathetic and too full of questions.

th^i L J^^t^^
'*^"^ '^ "^ ^'^''Ser, and one of

•^cl^Kf.''
*''"' "^""^

'' ^'"^'^'^ ^^ --^^

The next afternoon the good lady arrived, fully
prepared to bombard them with the usual questions

"And what's your name, my boy ? » she asked,
displaymg her most fetching smile.

•' Opityoubitch
!
" was the curt reply

then^''
^ '"^^""'^ ^°"''' """^ ""^ *^°'^ Russians,

Too MfeSICAL.

Private Binks of the R.A.M.C, who was acting
orderly tor the first time in hospital, was of a



UMI^TEEN YARNS 53

decidedly musical turn of mind, and boasted of hisaccomphshments with many instruments. Dusting
round the M.O.'s desk he picked up an instrument!
hitherto unknown to him. Turning to the corporal
he asked m a hesitating manner:

" What d'you call this, corp'ral ?
'*

The corporal, with the superiority of one long
accustomed to these things

:

"That's a stethoscope, me lad."
Binks, after twisting and turning and applying it

to his mouth

:

1
1 ^ e

n,.f'
^^1^' ^'"^

^^T^ '^ ^ ^^" S^* "^"^^» of a tune
out of it» anyway."

A Telegraphic Error !

A young officer wlio wrote to his wife daily from
France was suddenly given a few days' leave.
There was no time to wire from Calais, so he hurried
on the transport and determined to telegraph* his
home-eoming to his wife immediately he reached
Dover. He had a dreadful passage, and to make
matters worse was compelled by decency to give up
his berth to an elderly lady who had just returned
from a base hospital, where she had, by special
pennission, been to visit her badly wounded son.Four hours later his wife received the following
telegram from Dover :— ®

w!if'*J'''T
'"^"^^^'^t^ly- Dreadful passage,

cllais/'
''''^^ *^ "'^ '*^>' on leaving
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The Second 'Ouse.

An attack by the Bodies being expected, somemen of a London regiment had been kept in reserve
for nearly twenty hours in an underground excava-
tion, which more closely resembled a tunnel thana trench. It was almost dark, inches deep in water,and the men-^ld and cramped by reason of the
fact that It was absolutely impossible to stand up
straight-were physically miserable, if mentally
cheerful. They were relieved at night by men from
another regiment, and as they were filing out of this
hole one of the new arrivals inquired of an out-commg man :

'; Who are you ? » meaning, of course, which
regiment ? The questioned man was possibly a
frequenter of entertainments where two perform-
ances are given nightly, for he replied sourly

:

Oo are we? Can't you see? We're the
second ouse a-comin' aht of the pit."

The Limit.

How is ? " I asked a senior officer of a
remtorial regiment, mentioning a friend of mine,
who. at the age of forty-severt. took his commission^t before the war. and had been out from the

" He's very well, and though not a young 'unhas made good.' Coolest man under fire I ever
saw. Never winces or ducks, whether it's H.E

,
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^iT. °'
*T'''^'»"(P.' and when a 'Minnie"

Ox Seeing Things.

winlrand T' *'"^^^^' '^^^ ^^y °^ «" the terrible
winter and freezing liard. The sniping officergomg hisrounds, came upon a Tommyor^ob'Tr^a:tion duty just under the parapet eding the hi^Wpoint thereabouts, and overjLingThuge ?S^crater m No Man's Land. He had his eye leT^o
wirdTToTke:;!"'^"^^" ^^ ^^-- b/fhets
Ttl .^ Tartt *^:rt^^J''*^>' '"^^^^ble ci^aturfon this earth. The officer went near to him. butthe Tommy never looked up

'

;;

See anything ? " inquired the officer.

.11. . f
"^'*'^"'^

^
" '^^'^y repeated sarcastic-

bUntr '
*^ ^^""^'"^ ^y^' a-rimnin'. and yerWmbn nose a-nmnin', and yer blinkin' tin-hatTtumbim every few minutes over ver blinkin' nL!and the bhghted periscope froze "up w"' mudTtthe bloomin' peep-'oIe-W the blazesTa Sterto see henythink ? » o^gnier

The Saaie Complaixt.

Fritz had just sent over one of his
specials," generally known as a "

Minni

}

e,

" extra
" and it
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Imd U)w1(h1 over the stntry, blowing awav his rifle,
and left him on his hands and knees wondering if
there was a war on. A young ollieer, on turning
the comer of the trench, came ujwn the man just
scrambling up and trying to get his breath back.
He inquired :

" Wliat's the matter with you ?
"

The man tried hard to answer, but still liis breath
was not under control, and he opened his mouth and
shut it again without a sound commg.
The oflicer spoke more s]iari)ly this time :

" What's the matter with you ?
"

A few seconds later and Fritz had tlispatchcd
another '' Mimiie," which fell sufficiently near to
the ollieer to make him fall as tlu; man had just done.
Covered from head to foot with mud, and half-
stunned, he managed to get up, and the sentry,
standing to attention, gave the salute smartly and
said ;

" Excuse me, sir, i couldn't answer before, but
that's what was the matter with me."

A Sporting Offer.

A company officer, much beloved amongst his
men for his sporting instinct, caught i^neumoniu in
the trenches, and was taken to a base hospital.
Supposing him to be asleep, the doctor and nuree
were discussing the case. The doctor expressed
the opinion that the officer would die, and was
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dunibfouiided when he hranl a weak voice from
the bed say :

doc^or"^^
'^"" "''*' ^" ''"''* '" sovereigns, I don't.

The doctor was too amazed to articulate.
The voice again said ;

" You won't ? Six to one."
The doctor was still trying t(, say something, when

the voice, m tones of great (hsgust, said :

No sportsmen, these M.O.'s. Jolly gcK>d chap
dever doctor and all that sort of thing, but can't
kill me If Fritzie couldn't. Nothing doing ?Wash out ? Well, good-night, doctor, I'm going to
sleep and to get well."
And so he did.

SunSTANTIATION.

A young officer was being court-martiulled on acharge of drunkenness. He was very an^ry, and
stoutly denied the charge. He adiniUed tliat hehad had a very good time, and was feeling decidedly
ha]>py on the night in question, but nothing furtherHe called for his batman to assist him in his defence.'

I he head of the court questioned the batman
closely :

hZ^t'l :T '?^*'^' ''^"'" ^" did y«^ ^^nsidermm absolutely sober ? '

The batiTian answered up at once.
" I did, sir."
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The judge considered for a moment.
" And what did he do when he came in ? "

The private was quite dear on this point.
*• When he came in he asked me to call him early."
*' And did he give any reason for wanting to be

called early ?
"

The private looked rather dubious here, and
replied hesitatingly:

"He asked me to call him early, he said he was
to be Queen of the May."
There was no need to proceed further with the

evidence.

A Matter of Reugion.

Ptwr old Blanks was feeling decidedly " fed up "

^th everything. He had only just joined, and was
bemg put through the usual strenuous drills in order
to get hardened, and the drill-sergeant was certainly
trying to " put the wuul up."
He growled at Blanks in the customary manner

and told him to " pull himself together."
Blanks protested, and in a weak voice said :

" It's no good, sir. I'm too old Tor this sort of
thmg."

The drill-sergeant in a voice of great superiority
(he hunself was well on the sunnv side of the
thirties) replied

:

" Too old, you tell that to the Marines ; whv. how
old are you ?

"
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" Forty-one, sir."

know the Romans uscl to ,|., these exercises upU) the age of sixty ? " '

said old Blanks, m a weary-worn nianner. - but
1 m not a Honian, I'm a Wcslc^an."

" Some " Spekd.

Things had been very quiet in tirnt part of thet^neh lately and the two ehums were'^fed u^"They decided to have a little expedition on their

«K ^^'
,

^^""^ '^'''''' «°"»« cautiously alonff,when suddenly a Hun bullet whizzed thn,ugh th^eair Needless to say they both took to their heelsand ran
:
for a while neither spoke, but at l^t. thedanger bemg over, Jack in a decidedly scared voicemanaged to whisper to his pal

:

" Did you hear that bullet whizz by ? "
His friend was very emphatic.
" Ay—I did. Did you ? "

" Sure, I heard it twice, once when it went bvme, and again whei. I passed it."

The Bishop Scores.

A well-known bishop was just home in England
after a long stay at one of om- distant ^nies.
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i^

Broad of mind as well as physique, he was strolling
round the crowded London streets, enjoying the
cosmopolitan crowds.that surged hither and thither,
animated and well-dressed, and generally drinking
in the air of good-fellowship that abounded.
Suddenly out of the sea of faces came one that

was familiar, and he recognized a friend'of many
years past. He stopped in front of him*and put
out his hand. The friend looked up in amazement,
but apparently had a faint recollection of having
met him before, and with a puzzled air said :

" Where in hell have I met you before ? "

The bishop, equal to the occasion and in nowise
disconcerted by this tactless remark, asked good-
naturedly :

"Let me see—er—what part of—er—hell do
you come from ?

"

A Neat Retort.

Jones in civilian life had occupied a good position
in a well-known commercial house. When the war
broke out he had enlisted in the ranks as a private,
and after seeing much hard fighting was sent back
to England as unfit for active service abroad.
With a little help from well-connected friends, he
secured a job at the War Office. It was nothing
"big"—no red bands on his hat nor much gilt,
but it suited Jones, who was rather weary. The
one fly in the ointment was the contemptuous way
in which he was treated by his superiors, most of
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his nerves to such an extent that he was olfessed

r^etfHHle*';;*'^'*'^^^''
F-^eallowri:;^

to get a httle of his own back one day, for he was

to^ tesk over the wording of a report. He was

"Your reports shouJd be written in such a mannerthat even the most ignorant can understand tTem ^

en,Xrired
: ^™'^'-*^- '^ --«

unZ"' "''^' ^^^* '^ '^ '"^^^ >- ^o: not

f-l

The Feminine Touch.

in^fJ^^
regimental conceit and ladies wereinvited Needless to say, in spite of a va^ andmterestmg progn^mme, gossip and scandlfw^e thlorder of the day. Two ladies were dis^ri^; thewife of a popular officer.

'5»cussmg the

One of them, with her nose in the air and hK.manners of Brixton, said ;

""^ ^^*

"I don't care for that style of dress myself andwhat a very vulgar woman she is." ^
Her ttend was rather more cautious.

whv^ ""^"^ '^'"^^ -^^" «>"'d call her vulvar""^V ^r ^^^ ^'' ^^t*^^^ was a .enera?? "

^t'J*^*
'^y™ still unimpressed,

indeed, and so was her mother, I should say.*'

c
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The Cautionary Word.

The wonderful powers of breath control and
conunand of the. English language possessed by
the professional soldier is not sufficiently known
to be appreciated by the average member of the
British public. At one mihtary establishment a
sergeant was heard rolling forth in monotonous
tones something like this :

"The squad will hattend church parade, which
will be *eld in the usual manner of the Church of
Hengland

; that is to say, hin the usual manner
hof the Hanglican Church huntil the words, * Hi
believe,' when you will stand to hattention, the
words, *Hi believe,' being merely a cautionary
command."

The "Double" Life.

The quiet country town had just said good-bye to
its soldier visitors. They were nice boys, and most
people had enjoyed their enlivening influence upon
the dull old town.
Two ardently patriotic ladies who had taken an

interest in their "billets" and mothered anfl petted
them, were talking together over tea.

One dear old soul said :

" Ah
!
he was a nice quiet boy, was Jolmny; I

expect he had a swe ;theart waiting for him at home."
The other lady :

" Well, I thought he was quiet until I found that
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he has tea with me in the afternoon and takesmy cook out in the evening."

A Loud Watch.

The naval officer always has his retinue of

^Tu' u^T '' ^"^^^^^S decidedly fascinating
about his bluff and hearty ways. How the sweet
young thmgs like to wander round his ship and ask

^ffi"" r.f'"""^ questions. On one occasion an
officer had been showing off his ship to a lady friend
when suddenly the bell struck. He turned to hi^
tnend and apologetically remarked :

T,
" ^? '^^ !^,^ '* "^^^ ^° ^^^' there goes eight bells :

1 m afraid it's my watch below."
This dear lady certainly had no knowledge of the

seaman s method of time-keeping, for she turned
to him and in a voice of great amazement ex-
claimed :

" Good gracious, just fancy your watch striking
so loud as that !

'

**

Young Australia.

It has been remarked on several occasions thatthe discipline m the Australian regiments is not sos^ ct as that m British regiments. In all young
^untries there seems to be a democmtic. hapw-

hSlf^^jr!;*^' ^ '^^ very antithesis o/tL
hidebound traditions on this side of the water.
When the first contingent of Australians arrived
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m Egypt, It was particularly roticeable that themen did not salute their officers, and on one occasion
an officer stopped a man and said to him :

"Look here, do you know who I am ? "

The Australian said " No."
" Well, I'm an officer."

The reply was :

"Oh; you are, are you? Well, I guess you've gota soft job, mate. You stick to it.'' *

A Reason for it.

Tonimy had been wounded, and after his dischargefrom hospital was sent to another battalion of his-gnnent. This battalion happened to be combed
th^! u .f

^/^^^"»*«' ^d poor Tommy had to gothrough It all as if he also were new to it. ThSwere havmg bayonet practice, and the sergeantwas raving and yelling;
^

"Keep yer point up, can't yer ? You won'ts^d. yer man if yer don't blooming well keep yer

Tommy was boiling with rage
" Well, I never did I " he spluttered. " Why, I'vedone this 'ere to Fritzie, I 'ave."

thrift' '^"^f .r' '
^° '"^'^^^^ ^^^ w^'s lastedthree years." the sergeant retorted.

A Complaint.

It was after dinner and the officer for the day wasdoing the usual stroll round the eamp. He J^
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iato the " dining hall » and put the usual queryAny complaints ? " To everybody's grea? sur-
prise a voice from the back caUed out :

ste'w^'^^'

^'^* ^'^^ ^""^^ ^ cigarette-end in my
For a moment the officer was dumbfounded • themen do not usually trouble to complam, it is eksierto put up with things. However, he quickly

recovered and retorted :

4"icKiy

whol7Sek^?'»"'^*
^^' y^" ^^P-* ^° fi-d' the

No Use for Zeppelins.

The recruiting-sergeant was taking a party ofmen to the station en route for the local military
centre. They were a strange assortment—prci-
fessional men, well-dressed and spruce voung boy
clerks labom-ers, street-hawkers, and . en gipsies.The last named were giving him some ^rouble
having been brought up to the scratch of eiJistiniJoy their womenfolk, who came to see them oU andpve them into the hands of the military. Thevhad spent their last two hom^ of liberty in assuagiii
then- thirst and drinking to the new life, and w^m a decidedly be'uddled state when the sergeant

ii^Tzr "^' "^^ *^ ''' '""'"^ ^^^ --
^

" Oi don't -vouner go." said one of them. " Oi
ont be no use to 'em. Lemme go."
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It I

He started to roll about and get out of the line.

The sergeant hurried up to him. He was one of
the real old sort, a. soldier through and through.
He took the gipsy by the arm and dragged him back
again, saying

:

" You're orl right, old son, you'll soon feel a man.
All you want is a little dis-cip-line. That's the
thing to buck you up; yes, dis-cipAine."
He rolled his tongue round this last word, and

lingered on it lovingly. To him it was life (even
though it was wrongly pronounced).
But the gipsy man caught the word :

" Zep'lin-who said Zep'lin? Don't talk to me
o' Zeplins, I don't know anything of 'em." .

The Cake that was "It."

A fond mother sent a parcel of cakes to her dear
boy *' out there." They were duly received, and
the boy gorged himself with them and then sat
down and wrote to his mother

:

"Dear Ma,—Many thanks for the cakes, they
were t^."

The old lady on receiving the letter remarked :

" Bobby's spelling is atrocious, but I wish those
beastly Germans would keep their shrapnel to them-
selves."

The New Style.

A certain English general made an unannounced
call upon an Australian regiment on Salisbury
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^' .J^l
"^^ * ""^""y even-tempered man, but

oerore the day was over he was very angry.
He CTOssed the parade-ground, where a lot of

Australians were lounging about, but nobody salutedhim Amved outside the orderly-room, he found
a sentry on guard. To his amazement the man madeno attempt to salute him.

« Ji;^^o*»*'*
^^^ y^"^ colonel," he said abruptly.

I

Who ?» queried the sentry.
"Your colonel, my man—your colonel."
The Australian put his head mside the door and

growled

:

" Hi, Bill, 'ore's a bloke wants to talk to yer."

A Dear Old Thing.

Amilitarychauffeurwas driving like mad through
the country lanes to get to the town, where he was
to pick up the colonel, who had been out inspecting.
Suddenly he discovered that it was necessary fop
hun to stop the car, and he pulled up and knocked
at the front door of a very pretty cottage and asked
for water to fill his radiator.

A very dear old soul came to the door, and was
only too glad to do something for a soldier, so she
took the can away.

Presently she brought it back and said :

"Water isn't very good in these parts, so I
thought I would fill it wil
boy.

cider for you, my
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The Same Old Brand.

The scene was a big camp in the heart of England,
and the " boys " were having a well-earned rest
after the toils of the day. It was khaki everywhere,
and two chums were walking across the square.
One of them noticed a strong smell of burning, and
filled with remembrances of sundry fire-drills,
exclaimed :

"Good heavens, Bill! can't you smell? There's
somebody's blankets burning."

His chum turned round with an air of absolute
nonchalance and said :

" That ain't blankets ; that's old Tompkins, he's
smoking the cigars 'is girl sent 'im."

A Contest of Wits.

A soldier had been told off for work on the land.
The farmer to whom he was sent was a bit of a wag,
and luckily the soldier could readily respond.
One day the farmer handed the soldier a jug, and

told him to get some beer.

I'

Where's the money ? " asked Tommy.
"Oh

!
that's all right ; it's easy enough to get beer

if you've got money, the thing is to get beer without
money."
The soldier went off, and came back after a while

with the jug. He put it on the table in front of the
farmer and said :

" Drink that I

"
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The farmer lifted up the jug and preoartd t,.drmt but found there was noO^ i^jt';'^''''

'"

^^

What d>u mean ? " growled the farmer.

to Hri i'K.'*"'.
""= ^'*"' ""'" ^y -enoughto drmk beer when there's some in the jug. butt dumed hard to drink it when thcrk\onl

Gratitude.

thi'j^ \^A '"'*""»»' <^f in Germany, andthe soldier had watched the ,»st in vain for daysand weeks, and nothing ever came for him AUhis mates got parcels and letters and paoer^ buthe ^med to be forgotten by all. At I^^;,^]

^oSr^T' " '"'"""°" «°* ^"^^ »«'

"Dear God, please send me ten pounds."He addressed the envelope-" God, Heaven."
Ihe Gennan authorities, with unusual humoursent It to the English War Office

"^0"^.

ment, and the men m the department subscribed
between them and collected three pounds,Sthey despatched to the soldier prisoi^er of ^J
dressed to'^^Hw" acknowledgment also ad-

" n. n
^°^' «^^ven." The reply said :

Uear God,-Many thanks for sending the

War Office, as they have pinched seven poun<L."
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I

r

The Blessed Appetite.

The boy had only lately "joined up," and he was
feeling very fit and very hungry as the result of
his open-air life. He went into the hut, and was
immediately attended by a patriotic flapper, who
was acting as waitress.

The boy enquired : " Wliat is there for dinner ? »»

"Roast beef, roast mutton, toad-in-the-hole,
and curry," replied the flapper.

The boy, with an air of eager anticipation :•

" That'll do, and a cup of coffee."

Seeing Things.

New recruit who has just gorged himself on the
parcel sent from homo, and is suffering from night-
mare :

" Help, help, there's a beastly air raid over here I

"

Old Soldier (sharing tent and just awakened by
the yells)

: "Shut 'yer blooming row, and go to
sleep, or I'll throw my boots at yer napper."

Recruit :
" Oh-er, I want to go home and look

after mother's baby. I want to be a conscientious
objector !

"

Old Soldier (getting really wild) :
" If you don't

shut up I'll have to do it. What, won't you be
quiet? Well,, take that, and that."
He throws his boots and sundry possessions at

the struggling figure in the next bed.
Recruit :

" But can't you see 'em, they're right
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over our heads. Look, there's Zeppelins and
Taubes and I dunno whet."

Soldier: " Now. then, pack it up; why. they're
stars you re seeing; my boots did that I

»

Clods and Coffin Nails.

It is often said that the British Army has its own
language. Here is a specimen that was heard in ahome camp just lately

:

Tommy: " Give us a tissey's worth of clods and
two of coffin nails." ,

Hut Assistant
:

" Excuse me-^r. but what is a
tissey's worth of clods? "

Tommy ; " Well, of all the Why. that's whatwe put half of in the missionary box on Sunday,
whi^e the other half goes to the Crown and Anchor."

tiut Assistant now understands the soldier's
meanmg and gives him sixpennyworth of coppers,a^g: "Here you are. but what are c^
Tommy: " What, don't you know that they're

the only fags we can afford to buy the day beforepayday? Treebines, of course."

COEROBORATION.

A cheerful subaltern was ordered to join a certain
unit of the A.S.C. in Fr^ce. He presented hin^
to the colonel.^ who was noted as a particularly
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cantankerous oI<l cl,«p. The colonel ordered hnn
to have his oag^agc put on the transport and report

^^J.T '•?• 7^' '"'^^'^^'^ *""^^d "P at MO
to And the colonel waiting for him

i;

What's the tin... ? " asked the colonel.
Twenty minutes to five, sir."

"UmphI Where's your baggage, have you
seen it on the transport ? "

"No sir, but I put it on top of the pile ; I thought
It would be easier for the men to put it on the wag«)n
than throw it back in the mud."
The colonel, getting somewhat exasperated, said :

^^
You're a damn fool, sir I

"

" Yes, sir," was the cheerful reply.
"Not so much 'Yes, sir.'"

"No, sir," again with a grin.

T
"^^ ^** ^'""^ "'^*'' ^y ^>^"«' 'Yes, sir,' when

1 called you a danmed fool ? "

"Well" was the smiling reply, " when I was downm the village somebody else said I was a damn fool
to join this unit, so there must be something in it

"

Pat Does Sentry Duty.

The Irishman was acting sentry for the first time,
and did not know very much about the various
duties connected with the camp, but he knew he
must stop every one as they came up and must
enquire their business. It was verj^ dark, and there
was no one about, until an officer came hurrying

1
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along the road. He wa, stopped at the gate bv th«

Crir.;-" ^'^"Wattheen^s^uestio?

^^<^^;J.*v..,.,,be«o™..what„e^„

Not Ta, »Na i'lsm.

It was wmter ,n F/n,,,.^, a„d j^^ ,,,^^dit^es were e;... ... „.(„, « good coat^f
"

ApUtoon o. mtantry were on their way to tt.etrenches, and m order to save time they decidedto risk ft passage over a frozen dike. They^e^amMs very gingerly, and were nearly all ovtr

LtZ/'r''
*""" "PP""^ » the ice, and in The

"ny. 't s Chftrhe 1
" yelled a dozen voices" Come out of it, man."

The unfortunate soldier shook his head slowlv

" N^r °"*.°^i*'
^°" !?"°*'" **«'y y^""" again!

dnn-f f
""*• ^^ ''P"^ emphatically. "Youdon t getme movmg oft the fellow I'm standing on."

The Hobkors of War.

Leading up to Plug Street Woo<l-that most hatedof all places u, Flanders-there is a road lined ™!
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I
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one side with shattered houses. Outside one of
these two soldiers were sitting eating their mid-day
retions. Fritz was busy shelling as usual, and 5-9
" crumps " were dropping all over the place, with
here and there a black burst Of shrapnel overhead.
Still the two went on eating as complacently as
though they were in a London restaurant. A httle
later a shell burst just behind the house and shook it
like a box of matches. One of the men looked up
and shivered. Then he stretched out his hand,
and touched his companion on the arm •

" Hi, Bill."

I'

What's the matter ? Got the wind up ? "
" Come on," said the other nervously. " Let*s

shift on a bit—'tain't safe."
" Why, wot's wrong ?

"

The scared man pointed to the roof.
"Look at them tiles," he muttered. "We'll

have the whole lot down on top of us in a minute."

The Other Man.

A crowd of visitors were paying a visit to a large
country asylum and the doctor was acting as guide.
They stopped before a room which was padlocked
and held a single occupant.

" This is a very sad case," said the doctor, as he
unlocked the door.

They entered and found a thin, pale-faced man
fondlmg a doll.

f!
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«
^^H«<Jo«s nothing else but that," said the doctor.
Shortly after being married he " joined up" and

wait to France. On his first leave he found his
wife had run off with another man."
" How dreadful !

" murmured several voices, and
tney passed on.

Soon they came to a room surrounded by heavy
iron bars, and very thickly padded.
" Another bad case ? " inquired some one.
"Yes." replied the doctor. " /„ there is the

other man.''*

Taking his Own Fuel.

During a trip across the Mediterranean a saibr
on a convoy died. The funeral took place a day
or two later and a crowd of troops gathered to
watch the spectacle.

At the last moment it was discovered that they
had no weights to put into the hammock, and m
a substitute two big pieces of coal were used.
This was more than one of the soldiers could

stand.

*u"u*^'"J'^
whispered to his companion, as

the hammock was about to be sunk into the ocean.
Jock, It s bad enough to go hke that, but it's aa shame to make you take your own coal."

The Cure.

A wounded Tommy was spending his ten days'
leave at home in Ireland prior to going out to tiie
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FVont again. During the time he wL so ill thathis wife was obliged to call i,, a doctor, "^e doctordiagnc^ the ilh^ess as gastric t..uble. to wWcbTman had always been subject, and told the wife togn.e him the medicine at night, and to be su^e L^take his temperature in the morning.

theTvSe :

""""^ '^' '''"* ^^"^^'^^ ^' ^^^^^ -^

2 How is your husband, Mrs. Maloaey ? "
^>ure and he's better, sorr."

The doctor was rather staggered at this, for heB^cely expected the man to make so kpid arecovery, so he asked anxiously :

^
'' Did you give him the medicine ? "
*' Indade I did, sorr."
'' Well, did you take his temperature ? "

^nJ ^u "^^J^^'
'''''• ^ P'^^ *^^ barometer on hisstomach and it went round to ' very drv '

so Igave hmi a bottle of stout, and he's gone for a walk »

A Good Memory.

Two Tommies in the trenches Here arguing about
J^hgion. Just as the argument l^d re3 fet

e

heat one of them said to his friend :

"After aU, what do you know of religion ? "
The other one greatly indignant retorted ;

1 bet I know more of it than you do »
The first Tommy had a good deal of sporting

instmct m hmi, for he was quick to reply
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*' I bet you five bob you don't know the Loin's

Prayer."
" Of course I know it."
" Well, say it then."
The Tommy began ;

"The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want."
His friend interrupted :

" Well I'm jiggered ! You've won ! Why, i,ian
1 never thought you would have remembered it."

'

The New Woman.

The entrance of women into alJ spheres cf labour
has certamly brought a touch of romance and
brightened some of the most sordid of work, but it
has Its disconcerting side also.
A real woman-hater was Lieutenant Smith of

L^u^f\ ^^y^ ^°'P'- ^^^" ^^^S association
with the knuts " of that corps had failed to alter his
opmion of the gentler sex. One mommg he had the
shock of h,s life: he came out to his car and found
instead of the usual khaki-elad, masculine figure,
somethmg peach-like, with unruly curls conspirim?
to escape from the khaki cap. It was a lady driver
After sevCTal trips he was obliged to admit that her
driving left little to be desired, but the limit was
reached one day when she was waiting for him with
the car.

" Aerodrome," said he curtly, with his eves fixed
on some unseen object many yn ids away. '



,\f

W3

78 UMPTEEN YARNS

a lilw^f^* /?"" ""'^^ ™"^*^« 'y^' "»d held upa decidedJy "intimate » garment in a pastel shadeof crepe de chme on which she was stitching.
May I just finish this seam first, sir ? "

A Low Diet.

The hospital was weJl known for not giving itspatients sufficient toeat. Meal times cameSZent

One day the commanding officer was visitingthe wards and came up to the bedside of a patientand asked him what was his complaint.
Now tlus particular man had gone through muchparn and was feeling particularly " fed upf" so hisreply was very curt:

^

" Trench fever."

J'^.^*'^*^e diet?" as:ed the commanding
officer m solicitous tones.

*^

The man Imd been aching for this opportunity.

J^phed!
^"' ^ ""^' ^^ ^' °^^' «« ^«

" Two sucks of the thermometer daily !

"

The Garden of Eden.

Tommy Atkins fighting in the East is not bvany means impressed with the HoJv Land. This
IS evidenced by the following p"assage which

ri
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occurred in a letter sent by a lance-corporal to
his wife

:

" We arc now at the Garden of Eden. It is a
hole of a place. I don't wonder old Adam was so
keeft to get out of it."

Appreciation.

In a certain canteen the wife of a well-known
colonel helps to serve the hungry soldiers as they
arrive on their way from the Front. Many are the
portions of fig pudding that she has lumded over the
counter with the expert manner of a professional
waitress.

One man fell violently m love with her, and
devoured portion after portion of the pudding so as
to be near her. At last, after the tenth portion,
he could keep silent n ionger and leaned over the
counter in an affectionate manner and whispered

:

" I say, dear, is your husband satisfied with you ?
Cause If he ain't-I am-^>u understand-and
you can tell 'im I ses so, if you like."

She scarcely knew how to keej) a straight face
but with downcast eyes and a demure expression
m^maged to niurmm- :

^ It's good of you to say so-I'H tell the colonel."
The soldier looked up with a startled air
" What colonel ?

"

" Why, my husband, you know."
Needless to say the man had disappeared out of

the door before she could look up.
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i'

The Elusive Word.
An officer was on his way home to visit his oeonl-.

along at a erawlmg pace, much to the officer'sIZ^.

is." ^ ' ^°" "^ ^«*°t horses in

;f°
*••'«'» the jarvey replied :

Whoy. he's a fine horse, sorr. He's an nWcavalry horse."
«es an old

" Well," said the oflieer. " I'm i„ jh^ cavah-vletyne have the reins and see what I^'

"c,l::t:!:;rr.i»'''^'>--^'-<' shouted:

" Halt I
"

tho^htTtfT ''''^""y ™P'^«^'' ty this, and

for ^tn^timl
'"""'"* *'^« ""* '""^ hapjl^ed

Some time after he was standing waiting forfa«s when an old gentleman came up to hii^and

" Have you a good horse, Pat ? "
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Of course Pat immediately answered that he

had the finest horse in Dublin.
" But can you take me to the Quay in twenty

mmutes ? " the old gentleman questioned.
"Shure, sorr, an' I can take vou in twelve,"

was Pat's reply. " Mind you hold on tight."
With this admonition Pat whipped up his horse

and shouted out

:

" Char-r-r-r-ge !
"

Away went the horse rushing down the open
streets as though the very devil was at his heels;
they took the comers at an angle that made one's
hair stand on end, and at last came within a hundred
yards of the Quay.
The jarvey shouted :

"Stop I Stop!! Stop!!!" But the horse
took not the slightest notice. In vain Pat racked
his brains and could not remember the word that
the officer had used with such good effect. At last
he turned to his fare and said :

"Begob, ye'd better jump off, sorr. I've for-
gotten the password."

Pride of Name.

They were calling the roll in the sc^uare, and the
sergeant was growling in the usual wav. They were
new recruits, and he was " putting the wind up "

" Smith !

"—
" Here, sir." '• Brown !

"—** Here
sir," Jones !

"—" Here. sir. " Montaig I "—No
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«;eply. "Wilson! "-"Here, sir." « Green I""Here, sr." "Montaiir f '»-ln«

yreenl —
no renlv TKo °"^*'S

'
—Once again there wasno reply. The sergeant looked at the man TnHirowled: "What's your name?"

^^ "'^

The man replied
: " Monta-gue, sir."Oh I It IS, is It ? " said the sergeant " Th«»Mr. Montague, you take three day!7i i ^.JTaremember after this your name'sXntigT*

^^^

His Master's Voice.

their^gi:„e„Kcotf^^^:'^r''rr'^

^i.M:rcu a JOUd bow-wow-wow ' " TK« Z*t ^
^^ca... i^nedUtely theX. r£^trZ

A Recommendation.

ri^'^^i^^'"-'--'»ownet
The stockbroker replied to the letter

:

Smitht''^''^sr°" *" ""'""' *"* *^ J«"«mren u good. She is most certainly olain anH

^IT, " "^.I^g. it has a biblical tt' tit

«">" a burnt offering or a bloody sacrifice."
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Brevity.

A successful city man Imd a fine house near the
river, and was sitting out on the spacious lawn,
reading the latest quotations, when he saw his
young daughter going off on her Shetland pony to
the little town near by. He asked her to wait a
minute as he wanted her to take a telegram to
send to his boy at Eton.
He rushed indoors and wrote out a long message,

saying:
" My dear boy,—You will be delighted to hear

that we have had a present of a beautiful son this
morning. Your mother is very happy about it, and
is very well.—Dad."
He gave the girl the exact money for the telegram.

When the evenmg came he noticed her displaying
some money to one of the maids, and said to her.:

" Kathleen, where did you get that money ? "

The youngster replied :
" Oh, that's the change

from the telegram !

"

" But, my dear, I gave you the exact money
for the telegram."

** Oh, I didn't send that long rigmarole ; I simply
put :

' You have lost. It is a bov.'

"

That Indistinctive Ceown.

A private in an officer's training corps had been
jielebrating his birthday with some chums in a West
End caf^. The bowl had been flowing freely, and
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altogether they were feeJing very hannv ir.A aA major sittinff at a f^Ki^ I

^' ^ indeed,

give him a htfje Jk . f*^ ^^ "^^ ^^er to

timeV^eoI'lSfdim T^^^^^^^ ^\*'^»
on the sWvr. ,.f f I, •

'
noticed something

Jual •W' fi ™T'' ^^""** ^^ ^^^ to be th?
^A.n^ ^r

.^."^ '•^'"^I'ed in sarcastic tones •

Congratulations, old chap. I see v^Zlyour commission." ^^^ ^^ ^^'t

The Effect of a Strii»e.

q^te cl<»e. instead o^; J^^f?^;-;, ^»- .<^t

ydled out to the men :
^ *"*• ''*

" Shun I Look at 'im I
"

The Souhce of Knowledge

n^^recruit. and t.,i„« to ^rt^^e::;^:

«.:It:: »^h^r?e^rt *:;rt^r • \^
«« If I don't k„o„-weir. ril b^^a b,!^,::"'

"''
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A Night Out.
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The regiment was stopping in a fearfully duU
village and the officers found life very monot^noui.
Eventually the people in one of the large house,
near got to hear of this and invited some of the
Officers to come over and dino with them. The walk
from the camp was rather a long one and over very
rough ground, so the officers decided to take a storm
lantern with them so as to help them on their way
home. ^
They had a very joll> evening, and at a very late

hour the officers found themselves tnidgingback to
heir quarters.

The next morning the gardener came round to
the <^p with a letter from his master. One of
the officers read it out in the Mess : •

"I return herewith your stable lamp. Will you
kindly send me back my parrot and cage which
you took by mistake last night."

A New Office.

A young and very self-conscious officer was asked
to take charge of a eourt-martial. It was not a very
big affair, but just one that was held occasionallym the orderly-room for petty offences. This officer
had not the slightest idea of what he had to do so
he took the sergeant-major with him. One of the
first cases brought before him was that of a man who
had been absent for two days without leave He
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didn t know what sentence to give the man, and
Iw)ked at the sergeant-major hoping for some sort
oi a lunt, but the sergeant-major was looking the
other way. So putting on a grave frown he said ;

You know this is a very serious offence—er—
verj- serious—twenty-eight days C.B."
The sergeant-major nudged him and whispered :

Too much, too much, sir."

The man was just being marched away, but the
officer called out

:

''Here just a minute; perhaps I will make it
fourteen days."

Inunediately he felt the sergeant-major nudging
him vigorously with a whispered " Too much sir
too much. Give him two days' pay."

*
*

Witha loud and long cough, and putting his hand
in his pocket, the officer went on :

"As I was just saying, I think I ought to make it
fourteen days, but as this is your first offence Iam going to take a verj^ lenient view of the case.
1 am going to give you two days' pay, but if you evercome before me again you don't get a brass farthing."

Those Shells !

A dear kindly old soul whilst staying at Brighton^w a wounded soldier being wheeled along the

l^t Tu "'°"'^^- ^^ ^^ ^"^*« » youngster,
and she felt anxious to hear all about it, so onemommg she went up to him and
he had lost his leg.

asked him how
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The boy had had many similar inquiries fron>
would-be sympathisers, and was getting rathe-
sick of them, so 'le answered in an off-hand manner:

Oh, just a shell, mum !
"

Thegood ladywas all over him at onee; sympatJiy
bristled from every part of her being.

" Dearie me, and did it burst ?
"

*' Oh, no
!

» said the boy. " It just crept up behindme and when I wasn't looking bit me."

Sound Evidence.

A woman was brought before the magistrate
and charged with being drunk and disorderly. She
strenuously denied the charge but admitted telling
everybody that the war would be over in three
weeks.

The magistrate said to her in grave tones :

" And don't you think, my good woman, that
that is sufficient evidence that you were drunk."
"Indeed not," the woman replied; "my old

man, 'e's just joined, and 'e's never kept a job
longer than liiree weeks."

" Unconscious " Humour.

An Irisliman never seems to lose his delicious
humour, even under the most distressing of cir-
cmnstances. During the big push at Messines an'
Irishman, beloved by all his friends, was seen to
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fall struck by shrapnel in the leg. A friend
stopped to help him saying ;

" Mike, are you hurt? Are vou hurt ^ "

Michael looked up with a drkvvTi face and said •

Am I hurt, boy ? Shure, an' I am; can't you
see I'm unconscious."

hi

I"

J:.:

%

i!:i

Too Bad.

Two Scotch soldiers were crossing London on top
ot a bus. Presently a very pretty girl got on andcame up on top.

The two soldiers were very smitten, and one
whispered to the other :

'' Wliat d'ye think of her, Jock ? "
'' Ay, an' she's a braw lassie, that she is."

^^

I sliould hke to talk to her, I should, Jock."

n .u^ ^ ,

'* ^^ ^"^ ^^^ ^^^ where is St. Paul's
Cathedral then maybe if ye bide a wee bit she'll
talK to ye.

,.'''*'^,^^1^'!'^^^^^ was just getting up to availhumelf of this advice when his friend pulled him

"Just a minute, man, just a minute. She hasna'
paid her fare yet."

Never "Recuperated."

Through selling the necessaiics of hfe at a highlv
inflated price, old Tompkins was rolling in money.
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Before the war lie liad been contented with a small
villa in Brixton, but now he presided over a tremen-

tte^frir
^^^' ^"'' ^^ ^•-*-- ^^-^ *^e

His one bane in life was the fact that he couldnever master the difficulties of diction, or the
vagaries of tiie English language

; try how he might,
that beastly " h would never come in the right plfceand he would often see Ws guests trying to suppr^.;
their laughter at his quaint phrasing. One ev^bg

fi.,H Tt r'.V'~~*^°'^"^^^>^
mean," he con-

lided.
^

I extended me 'orspitality to 'im; I 'ad

&st-rate bot le ofwme-K>ne of the best in my cellar.Now this n show yer what 'eis: that was afortnight
ago, and up to now 'e's never recuj^erated !

»

The Cost.

Mother profiteer was Smoggs. He was blossom-
ing at the expense of the British Public. Night
after night he gave dimiers and entert^imnents of
gl^eat splendom", and their fame spread far and wide
Alter some tune he began to grumble to his wifethat they were spending too much money, as the
bills c^me rolling in and each one seemed^eater
than the last. His wife attempted to soot^^iLdown by saying ;

«-" imn
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Poor old Smoggs was still unappeased, for he

growled

;

* i .

"H'ml-it don't seem to me that we're getting
into society as much as society is getting into us.''

By Pigeon Post. ,

The pigeon had been fluttering round headquarters
for some tm.c, and at last a young c.licer went out
to see If he could capture it. By this time the bird
had settled on the roof of the old farm-house, and
It required some brain waves to think out a plan to
catch It. PWver, the red-tabs are not lackingm this quality and after much manoeuvring over
the tiles the officer caught it and brought it into
the office m triumph. The staff gathered round
whilst the message was being untied from the
pigeon s leg Great was the amazement when

tahfed'"^''
*^'' '"^^^ *^^ ""^''^^^ ^* ^°^-

bird aL^t/'"^
^""^ "'"^ "^ '^''^^^^ **"^ *^^^^"^^"g

1

Coal by the "Sac."

A soldier whilst out in France had managed to
pick up a smattering of the French language. Aftersome months he was badly wounded, and eventu-a% discharged from the army. He managed to
scrape a little money together and bought a coal
busmess, which he soon worked up into a flourishing
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state. He was awfully proud of his French, andtook every opportunity of showing it off to his
customers.

A woman came into the shop and asked him :How do you sell your coal ? "

" A la carte or cul de sac," was the reply.

Poor Chicken!

The Irishman and the Scotchman are usuallyvery good chums out in the trenches, although thevare miles apart in the matter of temperament. TheInshman is all for the present and let the future
take care of itself, but the Scotchman is full of care

f^nnv
^*""^^^ ^ ^^^ry way cautious andcanny. Here is an example of their different

temperaments

:

"mcrcni;

Pat and Sandy reconnoitring round an old farm-house found a war-weary chicken. Pat was over-
joyed, he was sick of bully and biscuits.

That's a bit of luck," said Pat. « Sure we'llnave a dacmt supper to-night."

np«l^°'c TC ?'"* ^^^y ^^*^ ^^ ^^tiv« cautious-

anlgg."""*'
^"^ '' *^" *°™"^-' i* --y W

The Benefits of Waiting.

I « Jr ^P"^^^^^ w^re spending part of their

Jenr 1 "\." ^"^^ " '^' Metropolis. They had
.
been to the Museum and National Gallery and other
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inexpensive places of interest and were now stand-mg outside a Tube Station in Oxford Sti-eet.
Beautiful works of art advertised the places reached
by the railway. Suddenly one of them exclaimed :

Tuppence all the way ! My ! that's a fine trip.
We'll take tickets." ^

His friend replied ;

" Bide a wee, mon, there may be an excursion."

The Major Plays the Game (?).

The major was very deaf; for this reason all his
fellow officers avoided him after dinner. He wasa very good chap, so they said, but it was deucedly
uncomfortable to have to yell in his ears all one's
pet views on subjects like the duration of the war
etcetera.

The major was very fond of billiards and as he
could not find anyone else willing to play him, he
cajoled his nephew, who belonged to the same mess,
and made him an unwilling victim.
The game was deadly dull for the major was a

rotten player. After making for a cannon which
he missed by about half afoot, hewent to play again.
Ihe nephew said in a very loud voice :

" Tjjat was not a cannon I

"

" It was my boy," said the major.
The nephew shouting at the top of his voice

again said :

" That was not a cannon."
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The major looked up very benevolently and said :

" Oh, yes it was, my boy ! I heard the click of
the balls."

Beyond Doubt.

A soldier in the Dublin Fusihers went to the
orderly-room and asked for a few days leave. He
was asked why he wanted leave.

" Well, sorr, it's like this, sorr. I've had a letter
from me woife. She says she's sprmg-cleaning,
and wants to know if I can give her some help."
The sergeant said :

"That's a funny thing, Mike, only last week
I had a letter from your wife, and she said by no
means give you leave, for you were more trouble
in the house than out of it."

Michael looked rather staggered and said :

" Then I suppose I cannot have me lave ?
"

" No."

Michael was just marching out of the door when
he turned round :

" Might I spake to ye agin, sorr ?
"

The sergeant inclined his head.
Well, sorr, there's two liars in this room, and

I'm one of 'em, for I'm not married !
"

Nero's Generosity.

^^ Little Nel]

could boast a father serv

was the only girl in the class who
ing in the army, needless

D
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.1

Ijr.f

to saj she was looked up to and posed as an experton all military matters. One day the class wasImving a lesson in ancient history and the teacher

"Then Nero ordered his centurion to mve theslave twenty strijKs "

Nellie called out in absolute amazement :

colondT' ''
*^^* """'* ''''''' "'^'^' ^""^ ^ ^^°?"^^g

Real Irish.

It was the Englishman's first visit to Dublin and

sights AV hen they got near the river he was struck
'^'ll'^^^'^mf^^'^ant smell ami asked the jarvey:

VV ...t IS this terrible stench ? " ^ J

The jarvey rejilied proudly :

'' SImre, an' don't ye know that the smell of the
Liffey IS one of the sights of Dublin."

The Canny Scot.

The Scotclmian had just been converted and thenews spread all over the little town. One of his friendscame up and said to him :

"Surely it's not true, I've heard that ye're givingup the drink ? " j gtvmg

" Aye, it's true."

The friend persisted :
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"D'ye mean to tell me, Jock, that ve're not ffoini?
to have another drink as long as ye live ? "

•' Aye, I do."
" D'ye mean to say that if ye were standing in

one of the beautiful lochs, filled with whisky right
up to the knees, ye would no' be caught bend-mg

.

" Nay !

"

" ^yell, suppose it was right up to your arm-pits,
would ye no stooj) ?

"

Jock was very determined ;

" Nay !

"

"Well, if it was right up to your chin—an'
It s Scotch whisky I'm talking o'—would ye no'
sip it?" "^

Here Jock began to waver a little; the prospect
was too tempting. There was a pause, then :

"\\cll, I'm no saying I would, mind ye—but I
niigfii make a wee ripjile with me hand."

Spite.

Soll> had saved up and bought a tremendous
diamond rmg. He was very proud of this ring, and
at a 1 times of the day could be .-en twisting and
twirling his moustache so as to display it.

A friend came to see him, and for some'unaccount-
able reason did not notice the ring; this was more
than Solly could stand, so with a beautiful flourish
he held out his hand and said :



^!i
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The friend replied :

I'd sell the damn thing and buy a nail-brush."

*« t»

Identity Discs.

.„?' ""V^^ °^","'="' ^'*"' J-"' °"t from Englandand was flndmg I.fe very strange and novel. (C,t.onmg one o' the old timers, he asked :

dises ?
"^ "* *"""= *° ''^" t^o identity

soirr're:?iedf
°' "•'"°'""'"'* '"c hardened

•' Tliey take one when you're napoo'd and theother one ,s left on to identify you by when "outdug up a year later, to see if you're properly shavedand have your iron ration with you.''

Quick Work.

They had both been in diflerent regimentswounded out in F«»ce, and were now iTh3reeuperatmg Finding life rather dull th"yamCthemselves by telling yarns of their old reZ^^
«ul trymg to outdo one anecher. Jimmy waTSy-

" Listen to this now, we had a sniner ino^ «>mpany who killed twenty-six men "Sfo"
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Bob, his amagonUt, could not let this pass withoutsome reply.

"Pshaw! That's nothing; why we had a man
in our regiment who killed off a whole con.panv
at dmner time, and he was none of your swank
sharpshooters either."

the'n^?''-''

^*'^''^"'

'

'^**° ''''' **"' marvell(,us man,

" Oh, it was Ginger, the Cook !
"

The Pill Party.

A medical officer coming down the trench to the
dressing station observed a long line of men and
addressed them jocidarly:

" What's this, a working party ?
"

One of the foremost men, noted for his repartee,
answered the officer:

" Yes, sir, come to carry away pills.

A Good Definition.

Asked by kind friends at home to describe abombmg post, a soldier replied as follows :

p\t ^"'^?".^ post is a warehouse or showroom
of the Munitions Manufacturing Co., Unlin> ted.
where txicr representatives push their goods in the
face of considerable comi>ctition from dealers in
foreign substitutes."
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A Half-Charge.

The non-commissioned officers' mess were cele-
brating some one's birthday and generalK having
a good time. The sergeant-major got up knd with
a loud cough ordered :

" Charge your glasses, the toast is 'The King ! '

"

There was a general roar, and after the patriotic
fevour had subsided a voice could Ije heard above
all the rest

:

" Why the dickens didn't you fill my glass right
up ? I only drank the Prince of Wales."

Quite Simple.

Jones had just come out with a new draft which
was " taking over " the positions of the very war-
worn and weary Rifles. Jones was feeling the
seriousness of life in no small degree, and was very
much in earnest over his work. He was detailed
to a particular observation post. On arrival there
he announced his mission to the sentry and
anxiously inquired of the man

:

" What have I got to do ?
"

The man was decidedly out of sorts and not at
all inclined to relish questions. In a very superior
voice he told little Jones :

" Look 'ere, sonny, all you've got to do is to look
out for a comfy seat for yourself and take it easy.
If the Fritzes do come over, you can take their
ats and any other souvenir your gal wants, and then
let em go-
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A Remedy.

It doesn't always pay to draw too big a picture
of misery, especially if it is for the benefit of anarmy doctor. Not long ago after a " comb out »
of some of the eligibles from a certain munition
tactory, a promising specimen of young manhood
was bemg exammed at one of the depots.
The eligible was giving a long recital of his many

ailments. It was a really pathetic story of weak
beart varicose veins pains in the head ad nauseam,But the doctor had had " some " before
As the man drew his tale to a close the doctor's

eyes filled with tears, and laying his hand sym-
pathetically on the man's shoulders exclaimed ina heartbroken voice :

T ^^JT ""^^II
^'''''^ '^ '^^">^ ^ v^ry bad case.

I think you d better go out to France and get shotout of your misery."
^

The Inimitable Cockney.

Our boys had just "gone over." They werevery busily engaged clearing the Fritzes from their
trenches. Most of the Hmis were stupefied
through the effects of the terrible fire they had uMer-

^el^^'^rFT' ^^^ ™^»y days previouslywe had deluged them with shell, blown up thei>ammunition and food wagons, and, in short, reducedthem to a state of terror.

An English soldier came striding down the
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trencli

; lie was a real Cockney boy, with a " fng
"

in his mouth, cap tilted at a rakish angle, and a
grin on his face. Suddenly he stopped before the
forni of a very young and extremely immature
specimen of a Ilun; whose hands inunediately went
up with the usual " KanuTad, Kamerad !

"

The Cockney soldier looked him up and down
with great contempt, remarking :

" Does yer nuivver know ver ulit ?
"

I

!»•

A Sergeant—Not a Man !

The officer wished to s))eak to a man that he saw
in the distance, so he called up one of the men and
told him to go along and bring the man up. The
private j)rotested :

" There ain't no man there, sir."

The officer turned to him angrily saying

:

" What do you mean, don't you see the man I
want along there."

The private saw the man, but exj^lained to the
officer ;

" 'E ain't a man, sir. 'E's a sargint.'
5»

"1 •• Smartness.

The officer believed in smartness, and used to get
some of his men together quite unexpectedly, and
put them through a little examination. By these
means he hoped to make them self-reliant and



prepared. Questioning one c,f his ,„,.n cnc dav
he asked :

"If you saw an armed party eon.iuLr aUme, what
would you do ?

" *^ »'

The man replied promptly: "Turn out the
guard, sir."

At this reply the offieer was very ,>lcased, and
further questioned

:
" And it you saw a submarine

commg down the road, what would you rlo ? "
" Report at onee to the medieal oflieer, sir."

Beer to IOat !

The parson presiding over a small rural district
had taken a great deal of pains in trying to convert
a man who was a great drunkard, and after a long
time persuaded him to sign the pledge. A little
while afterwards on walking in the district he saw,
to his gi-eat chagi-in, the man's daughter carrying
a jug of beer home. Going up to the girl he
stopped her and said in a voice of great disan-
pomtment

:

^
"Are you taking that drink to your father?

Dont you know I persuaded him to sign the
pledge ?

" *

'' He beant a-goin' to drink it, sir," said the girl.
Not going to drink it," said the parson in amaze-

"^^?w u
^^^ ^^** ^^^ ^^^^ Soing to do with it ?

"
Well, he only soaks his bread in it," was the

reply.
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«

Not the Army Way.

The colonel had noticed that the man had not
saluted him as he passed by to go to the orderly-
room, so he pulled him up and said :

" See here, my lad, I know you've only lately
become a soldier, but surely you know by now that
you must always salute an officer ?

"

The new recruit grinned and with the very broad
accent of the West Country announced :

"Well, oiVe "^id good-maming to 'ee once
ah-eady, I have 1

"

Easier Said than Done.

The Irishman was on the road to Cork, taking
some cattle into market. On the way in he was
overtaken by an Englishman, who proceeded to
question him.

'' Wliere are you taking the cattle ? "

"
I'm taking them to the market to sell."

" They are fine beasts. May I ask howmuch you
expect to get for them ?

"

The Irislmian was quite ready to tell, for he
replied

:

" Sure, about twelve pounds a-piece, sorr.
The Englishman was amazed at the small price,

and said so in no measured terms. He concluded
with

:

" Why, if you brought those cattle to England,
you would get at least twenty pounds ahead for
them."
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But Patrick Imd a very slick tongue •

thnT^^r''' fi-'T""' ^ ^''^'^ ^*' ^'^' 'f I ^«"J^1 take
the Lakes o Killarney to hell, why, faith. I'd get aguinea a drop, I would !

"

The Last Syllable.

The drill-sergeant came from Bonnie Scotland,
and well the men knew it. Many of them thought
that an mterpreter was an absolute necessity whenhe was giving orders, but the limit was reached one
morning when he gave the following instructions:

Kicht turr-rm by numbers, and mind ye don'tmove till ye hear the last syllable of the worrd
turr-rrn I

Detailed Instructions.

Another drill-instructor, who was trying to impresssome recruits as to the necessity for precision in
movements, astonished all his men by telling them :Now then, when I 'ses ' Eyes Right !

' you must
turn yer eyes in the di-rection of the right hand,and when I 'ses ' As you was,' I expect to hear yer
eyeballs roll back with a click !

"

Discipline Overdone.

The dear lady %vas very democratic and anti
everythmg that savoured of militarism—a mo
unusual trait in a woman. She hated war (as ew
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one else hates it) and strongly objected to the rules
and regulations and customs of the Services. One
day, when out on a country walk, she was passing
a large camp, wherein several squads of men were
h .vmg mstruction in Swedish drill. At the precise
naoment that she passed by they were performing
that well-known movement " hands on hips, body
bent well forward from the waist." The dear
lady was rather short-sighted and did not quite
understand the movements of the men, and exclaimed
angrily to her companion :

" What a shame that those men should have to
bow like that before an officer !

"

Results.

An Englishman, whilst tra v elling through America
was surprised to read the following notice on the
walls of the hotel reading rooni

:

" Do not smoke. Remember the Chicago Fire:'
So taking a pencil from his pocket he appended

the following to the notice :

" Do not spit. Remember the Johnstown Floods

A Business Brain.

A gentleman of the Hebrew race on passing a
nursery thought he would like a cucumber, so he
went m and inquired the price. The man in charge
said

:

*
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" Here's a beauty, you can have it for eightpence."
The prospective purchaser waved his hands ;

" Too dear, too dear; show me a cheaper one."
After being shown several others at the price of

sixpence, he raked round the frame, and pointed to
a very tiny one in a comer.
The nurserjonan said

:

"You can have that one for twopence," and
forthwith proceeded to cut it off, but the Jew quickly
stopped him, saying

:

"For heaven's sake, man, don't cut it off. I
will call for it in a fortnight."

The Loiterer.

It was the last bus to Ealing, and was crowded
mside and out. Among the " straphangers » was
a very large lady and a dapper infantry major.
The major stood just behind the lady, and every
time the bus stopped the lady trod heavily on the
major's toes.

After about twenty minutes of this the major
let fall his eyeglass, and tapping his torturer on the
shoulder said

:

" Madam, I don't mind you treading on my toes,
but I do object to your loitering on them."

The Sleeping Draught.

la & certain military hospital the night sister
of a ward was called away and an orderly was
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detail to " carry on " in her absence. The dav

"herXT" T T"*"
'''' ""^ ™y>" ^h^ added,here s a sleeping draught for Captain Oakes-he sleeps very badly. The orderly ook the sleen-rng draught and the sister bade hiia "go Vnighf"

;;
Everything all right Jones ? " she asked.

„
Q^'te all right, sister," he replied.

T l!l?i f**

*^f^"
,''" '"P"'^''' " ^°d a devil of a job

hilL tip"~ °'' "' "'«' °" '^» »»"t<^» to wake

li:

I

The Parsee's Holiday.

In a little town behind the lines in Flanders it

r!jr^^ ^' "^"^^' ^"d a crowd of Tommies outrestmg » were seated in an estaminet cm-sing theweather fluently. Outside a tall turbaned figure

;;
What;s that," gasped a Tommy.
Oh, him !—he's a Parsee "

" A what ?
"

" A Parsee."
" Wliat's a Parsee ?

"

"Gam
!

Don't youknowwhat a Parsee is ? He'sone of them Indian blokes that worships the sun ''
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•'

^^""^f'T
^^'"^ '""' ^"^' *^^ •

" ei-o^J^l the first

''T'^'^
^!"'''^'

' ^ ^"^^ '^^''^ ^""^^' ^vcr here for
a holiday !

"
,

An Unlucky Horse.

In Egypt a very tired Irishman came into camp
on a dilapidated horse. The adjutant, who was
standing by, grinned humorously.

"Pat," he said, " that's a rotten horse you've
got." ^

" Indade, sorr," said Pat, "it's afoine animal,
but powerful onlueky, sorr-powerful onlucky."

How's that, Pat ?
"

" Well, you see, sorr, I toss him ivcry momin' to
see whether he has his fodder or me a mite o'
whisky before shtartin' off, and begorrah, sorr, he's
lost three toimes runnin'."

Five Pounds a Head.

A newly formed battalion of an Irish Regiment
went mto the trenches for the first time, and in
order to keep enthusiasm at full pitch the
commanding officer promised five pounds for everv
German killed.

^

For a long time nothing happened, and then after
ten mmutes bombardment bv Fritz, Murphy and
his chum squinted over the top, and saw a whole
host of the enemy coming over.
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' Glory be !

" cried Murphy, with delight. '* Foivc
thousand of the divils at least. Torrance, me bhoy,
git your rifle, our fortunes are made."

The Only Way.

The major arrived at dead of night and found the
sentry stolidly barring the way of entry. Then
began an altercation.

" It's no use," said the sentry, " I can't let you
pass without the password."

" But I tell you I have forgotten it."
" I'm sorry

—

—"
" But, my good man, are you aware I am your

commanding officer ?
"

" Orders are, no one is to pass without the pass-
word."

" Yes, yes, I know—but I have forgotten it, and
can't stand here all night."

" Orders is orders, sir."

" Oh, confound it, don't you realize "

A sleepy voice from the guard-room growled

:

" Don't argue the point with him, sonny. If he
won't give the password bayonet the blighter."

A Dying Wish.

A young private lay dying in a trench, and the
pardre was at hand endeavouring to brighten his
last moments.
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" My boy," he said solemnly, " I atn afraid you
haven t long to live on this earth. Is there any-
thing you desire ?

"

- The boy shook his head, then suddenly an idea
seemed to come to him.

" Yes," he said softly, " I should like to have the
quartermaster and the paymaster here.'
The padre looked surprised but sent for the twomen m question.

When they arrived the boy motioned one of m
to stand on his right side and the otlier on his .eft.
For a time silenee reigned.
"My boy," said the padre hastily, "if you've

anythmg to say you must be quiek. Time, alas I

IS very very short."

The boy looked up with a smile on his lips. "
I

don t want to say anything," he muttered. "I
thought It would be lovely to die as our Lord died—you know, one of them on either side."

The Horrohs of War.

The Tommies were eating their mid-day meal in
a dug-out when all of a sudden two huge rats ran
trom a comer, right across their knees. The
younger boy—a very nervous youth—gave a httle
exclamation of terror, and at the same moment a
5-9 hit the place with a fearful crash.

It took twenty minutes to dig out the younger
boy from the mass of earth that covered him.
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He came to view with shaking hands and staring

'* Have they gone ? " he asked.
" Have who gone ? " queried the ether.
" Why, those damned rats. You don't mean to

say you didn't sec them. Why, one was as long asmy arm. Ugh, the ugly brutes !
"

i

Taking "Steps."

At Lydd a class of young officers were beinc
lectured to by a very fussy staff officer. They were
just about to be posted to batteries for service in
R-ance and the lecturer was keen to impress onthem the importance of their task.

«„"^Vn". 'f
*^"*^^"d^^' "most essential that no

guns fall mto the enemy's hands in a serviceable
condition. We will take an example. Your
battery IS close up to the infantry. By a surprise
attack the enemy storms the trenches and breaks
through. Your guns are in imminent danger ofbemg captured. What would you do ? "

He looked round the class but nobody ventured
a solution. All of a sudden an officer at the backwho had served abroad in the ranks laughed

^^

"Well, Mr. Turner," said the lectiu-er spitefully,
what steps would yo« take ?

"

Turner's reply was instantaneous :

"Damned long ones," he said emphatically.
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Lost Property.

The wounded soldier was wheeled from the operat-
ing-room and plaeed in his bed. For a time he lay
quite still, and then a satisfied smile came over his
face.

]' Thank God that's all over !
" he muttered.

. wi T 1^
*'''' '"''''" '""'^^ ""^ °f *"s neighbours.

'When I had my arm opened the surgeon left a
little sponge inside it."

The latest victim shuddered.

^^

" Yes," said the man on the other side of him •

and when I had my leg operated upon, a little
pair of tweezers was left in the wound.
The listener gave a deeper shudder.
Then the surgeon came in and looked around

the room. »

''Has anyone seen my walking stick?" he

The poor soldier promptly fainted.

Low Diet.

Corporal Harry Young came to hospital with a
nasty head wound, but nastier still was the terrific
thirst and appetite which possessed him. He had
expected sumptuous repasts, but to his amazement
his meal consisted of half a glass of milk and a
biscuit After a few days of this drastic treatment
J^oung began to lose his equable temper.
"Look here, doctor," he said, "this is awful.
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You'll starve me to death if you don't give me a
decent meal."

^
"Now don't get excited," said the doctor.

" Nothing could be more injurious than over-eating.
For some time yet you must be content to take
everything in very small 4uantities ; that's the
only way to make you fit again."
"Very well," grunted the sufferer. " Niu^e,

would you mind giving me a postage stamp ; I
want to read."

The Usual Type.

Two sapper officers were having a dispute about
the classification of a certain tree. While one was
certain that it was coniferous, the other was equally
sure it was deciaaous. Unable to agree upon the
point they decided to ask Private Wills, who was
considered an expert.

Wills came up and was questioned.
He looked up and down the tree for a moment or

two, then took out a huge clasp knife and began to
slash at the bark.

" WTiat on earth are you doing ? " asked one of
the officers.

He made no reply but contmued cutting away
until a deep gash had been made. Then he looked
at it and nodded his head with an air of satisfaction.

"It's all right, sir," he said. " It's a wooden
one."
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Making Things Easier.

Jock was sick of operations. Four times they
had opened his leg to search for the Hun bullet, and
four times they had failed. Again the doctor came
m, and looked at him sympathetically.

" Jock I my man, I am afraid we shall have to
try agam to remove that bullet."

" Aw, well," said Jock, " do what ye think
best

;
but, mon, if ye no find the bullet dinna

sew up the wound again—just put on a few
wee buttons

; it'll save ye a deal of trouble next
time."

A Good View.

The slacker was doing his best to get exempted.
It s my eyes, doctor," he moaned. " I can't

see a thmg unless it's put very close to me »

^^

"Oh
!
that'U be all right," said the doctor cheerily.We ve got a special trench made for your sort-

right up close to the Bosche
; you'll get a splendid

view.

Ask the Horse.

At Exeter some R.F.A. cadets wtic doing riding
practice m a field behind the barracks. One of
the men had never been on a horse before in his
lite, and was m a state of extreme nervousness.

After about ten minutes of prancing, the horse



114 UMPTEEN YARNS

which was a spirited animal, took the bit between
his teeth and bolted.

Halfway across the field the major met the flying
steed and its rider.

'' Where are you going ? " yelled the major.
"I don't know, sir," shouted the rider, "ask

the horse."

A Trifle.

Cadet (just leaving cadet school) :
" Well,

good-bye, sir. I am most grateful to you for the
pams you have taken. You've taught me all I
know."

Instructor: " Oh ! that's all right-there's no need
to mention such a trifle."

I"

A Question of Destination.

The padre was very keen to see the enemy's front
line, and a young sub. was delighted to escort him
to a place where he would have a fine view. They
went along several trenches till they came to a due-
out on the side of a hill.

There," said the sub. " If you'U look through
that slit you'll see Fritz quite plainly."
The padre looked long, and was gratified by a

splendid view of " No Man's Land," with Fritz's
Ime of defence in the distance.
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Just as they were leaving, a 5-9 dropped near the

nTT.V'!?'K'^^'^'^
*^" '°°^ ^"- They scrambled

out of the debris scared but unharmed

"
'' ^y

f^^^'
sir

!
» said the subaltern with a grin.

diJn't we?'' " "'"'^^ ^^'"* *^ ^"" *^-* *^-'

Careless.

A soldier got a late pass one night to celebrate
his sister s wedding in a proper way. Coming along
the lane back to camp he ran into a comrade, who
seeing his rather " merry " condition, went to a lotof trouble m getting him back before his pass expiredand tucking him safely between the blankets.

fJ-fl u ""f^
" """^ ^"^^^^ "^^* morning with a

terrific headache and a puzzled look on his face.

night r^' ^^ ''''^^' " '^^'' ^'''"^^* ""^ ^^"'^ '^st

"
A ^i^'"

^^^*^ ^ ^^^^^ ^^°"^ **ie end of the hut.
And you put me to bed ?

"

" I did that."

S. Tf" ^"""'f ^ ^'^ '^"* ^^ ^'^^P'" came the
gambling reply. "You forgot to wind up my

The Better Thing.

'Pat," said the officer jocularly, "I believeyou re mcorrigible as regards drink. Is there
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anything you like better than a whisky and
soda ?

'

" There is, sorr !

*'

" And what is that? "

" Two whiskies and sodas, sorr !
"

A Lesson.

A colonel of the Royal Artillery was accom-
panying the general on a toiu- of inspection. One
of the observation posts which the general was
anxious to see was situated in a very advanced
position and was exposed to snipers' fire. On the
way to the place they were sniped at three times, but
all the shots missed. Going tlirough a traverse they
found one of our own snipers doing nothing, and
severely reprimanded him. On the way back they
were sniped at again three times, all of which missed.
Coming across our own sniper again, the colonel
was amazed to find him still idly smoking. He
poured out the vials of his wrath on the man and
went on his way.
The next day they went up to the observation

post again, and curious to see if the snipqr was
still idling, crept softly to where he wns posted.
'Hiey found him with his rifle to his shoulder and
his finger on the trigger. After taking a long breath
he fired. Then he wiped his brow, addressing his
dead opponent across the way:

" Take that, you blighter ! That'll teach you to
miss the old general six times."
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The Sporting Chaplain.

The anny chaplain Iiad got to about the middle
of a drumhead service when a fearful hubbub arose.
He cast his eyes in the direction of the pandemonium
and saw that the cause of the distraction was a
dogfight. Vainly he appealed to the boys to pay
attention to the service, but seeing that the scrap
was a far greener attraction, he accepted the inevit-
able, remarking dryly :

" As your entire interests seem to have been
transferred to the fight, we will postpone the service
until the afternoon, but if anybody wants a bet
I'm willing to give two to one in half-crowns on the
black and tan."

Precautions.

M.O.
:

" Now, sergeant, I am very concerned as
to the quality of the drinking water. What pre-
cautions do you take against infection ?

"

Sergeant :
" Well, sir, first we boil it

"

M.O.: "Good!"
Sergeant :

" Then we filter it
"

.d.O.: "Excellent."
Sergeant :

" And then we drink beer."

I

"Some" Band.

Oficer (to guest who is a little deaf): "What
do you think of our band ?

"

I
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''i'

Guest :
" I beg your pardon."

O^cer (much louder): I was asking your
opinion of our band—the one that's playing now."

Guest
:

" Sorry, do you mind repeating that."
Officer : " I was saying "

Guest
:

" It's no use; I can't hear a word you say
for that damned band outside."

Not to be Bought.

A dapper cadet had selected a nice shady nook
down a secluded lane where he could bid an affec-
tionate farewell to his " girl." He had just begun
to whisper "sweet nothings" when he noticed, to
his disgust, a small boy loitering just behind him.

"Here's a penny," he said to the urchin, "go
and get some sweets."

" ^ ? '

.

'^^^ ^^y sweets," said the boy.
'' W- 'ore's a shilling—run away."
*' I don't want a shilling."
" Then here's a half-crown."
" I don't want a half-crown."
" Good heavens !

" groaned the lover, " what on
earth do you want ?

"

" I want to listen," said the boy sweetly.

Dripping I

During the battle of Arras a 9-2 British battery
was having a lively time. For days they had had Ac
rest and it wasas much as they could do to keep
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the guns in action. The telephone Hnes were being
broken every few minutes, and telephonists were
working themselves to skeletons in order to keep
communieations established.

One morning a message came from headquarters.
The telephonists got the words " Report at once,"
when the line broke again. Linesmen went scurry-
ing out to find the break. It took an hour to locate,
and was in one of the buried sections, which meant a
considerable amount of digging.

At last the operator in the battery got through
to headquarters.

" Can you hear me ? " he yelled.
" Yes."
" Repeat your message of 10.20 a.m."
The message came.
" Report at once amount of dripping you will have

for collection to-morrow morning! "

And the battery had lived on bully beef and
biscuits for the last ten days !

Mi

Wagner.

There was nothing much doing in a certain sector
on the Western front, and both sides were doing
their best to relieve the monotony. Mouth organs
were the order of the day, and every evening a fine
impromptu concert was in progress, each side doing
its best to drown the other, for at that point the
Bosche trench was only sixty yards from the
British.
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<^)nc evening after an hour's silence there came from
the German trench the most awful noise imaginable.
It seemed as though a dozen street organs were
combining to inflict torture upon some one or other.
After putting up with the funeral march from
" Gotterdammerung " and the procession of the
masters from " Die Meistersinger," a Tommv yelled
out

:

" What the blazes are you playing over there ? "

The music stopped.

II

What you say ? " came in a guttural voice.
"What's that hellish noise you're making'"
" It's Wagner !

" *
8

•

"Oh, is it?" snorted Tommv. "Then I don't
Monder that we're fighting you alx)ut it." -

i'

Say Nothing.

An officer who was rather unpopular with his
men, coming to camp one evening, was abnost
drowned in a river swollen by recent heavy rains.
He was rescued by a private in his own regiment.
The officer, in order to show his gratitude, asked
his preserver how he could reward him.

" The best way, sir," said the soldier, "
is to say

nothing about it."

'' But why ? " asked the astonished officer.

"Because, sir," was the reply, "if the other
fellows knew I'd pulled you out'thev'd chuck me
in."
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Heard in Whitehall.

A young officer after undergoing a terrible timem Franee wa., at last rewarded by ree' t. ndaj. leave, ilavuig to attend to certain urgent

He arnvt^l tbcre early in the morning, and afterwaitrng for tl«ec solid hours l,e was event^ Ivshown mto the office of a dapper Lttle cuptlwho had obviously never been ou{ of En.landTt^'He put forward his ease res,>eetfnlly eCugh but

:;:eXtr^'" -'^ ^^-^ - 'i™ ™A -^^^

'' Don't you know there's a war on ? "

damn^Molil
"^^"^ *^/ ^'^^^y retort; "tho.seaamned Mexicans again, I suppose !

"

Very Confidential.

Pat, who was " somewhere in France "
l,..rl i.„t

received a letter f,«m home. Bdng u, Iwe toread, he cdled^n the aid of the chaplafafwho r^di vagreed to decif her it for him.
^

The chaplain commenced to read the letterwhich was from Pafs fiancee and proved to be ve,^mtmrnte m style. When he reached a part.'^uS

" I hope it's not angry ye'U be, sorr, but as the

!i

I

'



122 UMPTEEN YARNS

matter is of a very private nature, do you nioind

puttiii' your fingers in your cars, sorr, whilst you

arc reading it out ?
"

hi

r

The Oxly Way.

The army examiner was getting somewhat out

of patienee with the dull candidate before him.

But he controlled his temper, and gave him a last

chance to distinguish himself.

" Let it be supposed, sir," he said, " that you were

a cai)tain in command of infantry ; that in your

rear was an impassable abyss ; that on both sides

of you there rose jierpcndicular rocks of tremendous

height ; that in front of you lay the enemy, out-

numbering you ten to one. What, sir, in such an

emergency would you do ?
"

" What would I do ? " responded the applicant

for military distinction. " I should resign !

"

The Last Thing.

There had, it appears, been an explosion at a

big munitions factory, and the manager, who was

snatching a brief holiday at the time, hurried home

to investigate.

" How in the world did it happen ? " he asked

the foreman as he gazed at the ruins of the beautifu'

new building. " Who was to blame ?
"

" Well, you see, sir," was the reply, " it was like

this. Bill went into the mixing-room, probably
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thhjkin, of^^^hin, else, and struck a match in

amlfemett ' TsV ",7t^^'"^'
*^^ --"^^ i«

nave Dccn tlie last thing on earth he'd io "
It was, sir," was the rejoinder.

Punctuality.

"Now then." roared the sergeant-major as hedismissed the parade, " jou will parade^ga^ onthis spot at 2 o'clock precisely, ind whenTsav
2 o dock. I don't mean five pastl-I mean five-to.''

The Ways of Telephonists.

A tdephonist-who was rather deaf and shouldn'thave been a telephonist at all-was doing duty ath^dquarters. An urgent message came^Zugh

^d "Eh ''"i;
"1 fr ^^*^ '' "^^^-t's that ?and Eh ? he got it down. The original message

It reached headquarters as "Send three andfourpence-I am going to a dance."

French as She is Spoke.

The French tongue was the order of the dav ina certam infantry regiment in France. It 'wasTris ban and S'// vous plait from muning to niglt

'
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every new word commandeered was immediately

passed on until the regiment's vocabulary began to

get quite lengthy.

One niglit a private came home in a more or less

intoxicated state, and was told to attend orderly-

room the next morning. "He arrived before the

CO.
CO. :

" Am I to understand tliat you came into

camp an hour late last night, and that you were

drunk ?

Prisoner, (with a sigh) : " Ah, oui."

CO. (sternly) :
" I asked if you were drunk last

night."

Prisoner (fed up) :
" Ah, oui !

"

CO. (patience exhausted) :
" Take 28 days F.P."

The private walked away very dejected and

sorry for himself. Just as he reached the door the

colonel called him baek.
" Compris .^ " he asked pleasantly.

A Heated Argument.

The two retired majors were sitting by the fire

at the club, fcd-up, as only retired majors can be.

There was nothing doing on the Western Front,

and therefore little matter for discussion and

criticism. For two houis they had sat gazing into

the fire in moody silenc .

Sud<le!\ly a powerful cir ruslicd by the window.

One of them inclined his ear towards the sound of

the throbbing engine, and muttered " Daimler."
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A few minutes passed and another car (!( w I,v.
->lapier, murmured the other

For half an hour they sat on in silence, but notanother car came by. The first major suddenKgo' up with a grunt. ^

^
^h^^,are you going ? " asked his companion.

" What for ?"

was^c repfy?'*
''""'^ ^'^-^ damned arguments."

A Quid Pro Quo.

T':^^^:' '""' ""^^ """- '^'' ^-^
Near Vimy the Canadians made a most successfulm,d. and bought home the prisoners thev rntcd^a^mg a note behind them to explain thervsUThe note was as follows :

we' har/to''di";>7^'. K "'"' «'^'" '^'""""-^ "'»twe have to do this, but we have no other means ofgettmg mformation. We are only going to taketwo prisoners, and to compensate you for the l!mof so much valuable fat we are leaving horewihtwo tms of Maypole margarine."
*

In Everybody's Mouth.

thi^pist
!'•"" '

" '^' "^'^''^ " '''-"""P P''"an-
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2nd Tommy :
" What's he up to now ?

"

1st Tommy : "He's distributing 50,000,000 tooth-

picks, free of charge, inscribed " From Wilhelm,

conqueror of the world."

2nd Tommy :
" What's the idea ?

"

1st Tommy :
" He wants his name to be in every-

body's moutli !

"

Very Considerate.

A young private in the yeomanry was told off

for sentry duty on the squadron stables. At about
11 p.m. the sergeant of the guard thought he would
look round to see that everything was in order.

When he arrived at the place where the sentry should

have been, he found nobody there. He walked
along the stables calling " Guard ! Guard !

"

and after a minute (ir two observed a very
sleepy looking figiu"e peep from behind a bundle

of straw.
" Here's a fine thing," he roared ;

" why aren't

you on duty ?
"

" I am on duty," retorted the private.
" On duty indeed ! And what do you suppose

you are doing now ?
"

" Marching round."
" Marching round, eh !—^and with your boots

off!"
" Well, I took 'em off so that I shouldn't wake the

horses," was the reply.
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Driver Screw, R.E.

It all arose tlirough the system that tW Wn- Othce
employs to name a thing. The army doesn't knowwhat a rip saw is, but it knows what a -saw

W»r ffi
'''

i"'* f ^* ^^""^ ""^^^ " ^^"gs, enamel!
blue, officers for the use of," are like.
The ordnance officer arrived at his office to findan urgent message from H.Q. awaiting h.m Itwas to the effect that a certain Driver Screw R Ewas missing, and that he was to make enquiriei

at once. He turned up the register to find if he hada driver of that name, but in vain. Together
he and the A.P.M. set inquiries afoot to locate the
rnysterious Driver Screw, but late in the evening
they abandoned the task as hopeless. He was about
lo ring up H Q. to inform them of the fact when the
telephone bell rang.

•' Hullo !
» he veiled.

"We're H.Q.;" came the reply; " you needn't
worry, we've found it."

" Found what ? " he asked.
" Why the screwdriver we asked vou about thismommg." *

A Fine Sight.

The sergeant was running over a few details
c

.
musketry behind the lines, and the squad was verymucK od-up with it, for the day was hot and dry

throats the order of the day. After " carrying on "
for about an hour he began to ask questions.
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" Now then, Private Jones," he said to a perspir-

ing, tired looking man, " can you explain what a
fine sight is?" .

. ,^^
"Yes, I can," said Private Jones, "the open door

of an estaminct."

A True Consoler.

Private Brown had got a day off, and with true
Christian-Hke spirit resolved to visit his sick chum
in hospital. He walked six miles along a dusty
road, and ultimately found the place.

"Good heavens !
" he gasped on seeing his friend.

" How rotten vou look. Whv you're nothin<y but
a skeleton. Glad I dropped in—you want cheering
up. If anything should happen, old chap, I'll try
and get a day off for the funeral." Then he looked
through the door towards the staircase beyond.
" Good Lord !

" he ejaculated, " what an awful
job it w ill be getting the coffin down those narrow
stairs."

it

iji:

Open at Twelve.

With a certain infantry regiment stationed far

away from any church it was the custom to hold
Sunday morning Divine Service in the open.
One morning, just as the service was about to

commence, it began to rain hard, and no other

enouch the tr ops were marchedbeing large enough
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into the regimental canteen, where it was resolved
to hold the service.

The place was thronged from end to end, and themen at the back sat on the bar counter. Moit of
theni were frightfully bored, for the service seemed
much longer than usual. Towards the end of the
sermon one of the men seated on the counter turned
roimd to the bar attendant, who was present, and
said :

" Say, what's the time ?
'

" Five past twelve," replied the attendant in a
whisper.

'' Well give me a pint of beer."
''Talk sense," said the attendant; "the sermonam t finished yet."
" I don't care twopence; this 'ere canteen is open

at twelve-it says so on the door-and I want a
drink."

He pushed over a heap of coppers, and the bar
attendant, fearful of the law, handed him the
beverage.

Mac to the Res(?ue.

In a little estaminet on the borders of Belgium

French girl behmd the bar on the question of change.
His vocabulary was hmited to about six words, andeven these the girl didn't understand.

Just when there seemed to be no possible chance
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of clearing up the matter, a Scotsman came to the
rescue.

" Parlez vous Fransaisc, mademoiselle ? " lie

asked.
" Oui, monsieur," said the girl eagerly.

"Then why the hell dinna ye gie the men his

change !
" said Jock wrathfully.

The Value of Medals.

" And phat's the good of all these bits of tin,

anyway," said Pat. " Shure medals is nothin'.

01 have a brother who has more medals thm the
gineral himself, an' he's niver seen the colour of a
tunic."

"Very likely," said his friend; "perhaps he's

an athlete."

"It's a liar you are," said Pat, "he's a

pawnbroker."

h'<

li

Too Many Sergeants.

After a parade the drill-sergeant called a recruit
aside, in order to give him a little fatherly advice.
All the afternoon the recruit had given him trouble,

and he meant to make the man feel ashamed of
himself.

" Now, look here," he said, " you are about the
awkwardest handful I've ever had to lick into
shape. You must have had a rotten up-bringing.
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or else you are doing it on purpose. I don't liketo thmk Its the latter-you look as if yorJu tftelp It, as though you were bom like it. Tell mewhat wercyou in civilian life ?
"

"I was a packer in a factor>', where they made tovsoldie^ until I got the sack," replied the recri^^:

HM ?^ ^"""i
'''^'^' ""^'^ y°'*^ ^d what exactlyOld they sack you for ? " ^^-tiy

"They sacked me for a very good reason," saidthe recruit placidlv—" T r.i,f f«^
into the boxes

»

^ ^"^ ""^^^^ '''^'^''

The Underlying Meaning.

A sergeant was so much given to using bad^guage on the parade ground that some of them^ complamed and the CO. interviewed him, andtold hmi not to let it happen again

.'^l^^'^'^^S morning the sergeant was in chargeof a very ragged squad, and after keeping silence
for a considerable time he eventually burft out wSi

!

^^Bless you, my pretty dears f you know what I

Too Good to Last.

The kindhearted district visitor was " doins

"

her district, and handing out comforting words

^J /J'""'
^'^"^'^^^- ^^^* ^"^h was notalways needed or appreciated mattered little to her
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contented mind. She had just finished with Mrs.
Smith, whose husband had lately displayed great
affection for his wife by gently admonishing her
with the frying pan, and was on her way to sympa-
thize with Mrs. Jones. Mr. Jones was now Corporal
Jones, of the Blankshires, on active service.

The district visitor walked into the tiny room
with a brisk " good afternoon."

Mrs. Jones replied with a return of the compli-
ment.

The District Visitor :
" Cheer up Mrs. Jones ; they

say the war will be over in three months' time."
Mrs. Jones looked up and heaved a great sigh.

" Ah, me ! that's just my luck—twenty-seven and
six a week, and me 'ole man away. I always said
it was too good to last.

Breaking the News.

The colonel had returned home after a long
sojourn in France. As he had been shifted about
from place to place during the past twelve months,
very few letters had reached him, and he was
anxious to find how things were at his home. At
the station his faitliful old manservant met him
with a trap.

" Well, John," said the officer cheerily, " anything
happened whilst I've been away ?

"

"Noa, sir," said John, " nothin' at all—er,
that is to say, nothin' much, but I'm sorry to tell

ye, sir, that the old dog has gone and died."
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Dear me," said the colonel, much upset, "
that's

bad. But how did it happen ?
"

''Well, nubbody seems to know, but some do say
as how he died from eatin' charred wood."

" Charred wood !
" exclaimed the colonel. " But

where could he get charred wood from ? "

"From the stable mebbc," said John. "It
was burnt down, sir."'

"Burnt?—dear mc, that's bad luck. How did
It catch fire, John ?

"

'•The mansion sir—the flames must have
spread "

" Flames
! You don't mean that the mansion is

burnt down ?
"

" 1 do, sir. They do say it must have happened
tlu'ough the candle at the side of the corpse falling
over " °

'' Corpse ! This is terrible. What corpse ? "

"Your aunt, sir—she died from shock."
"Shock! What kind of shock could she

have ?
"

" W^ell, sir, they do say as it was the shock of
hearmg that your wife had run away with the
captain up at the manor."
On hearing this, the colonel's nerves broke down

and he let his head fall into his hands.
" Good God !

" he moaned, " then I've nothing
iett, nothmg in the world left."

"Well, well, sir," said John tenderly "I
shouldn't go so far as that. You'll be glad to hear
1 ve had the old dog stuffed !

"
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The Gbeatest Lie.

A captured Gei-man otPict ", who seemed to have
an idea that the British shoot all their prisoners,
offered a fine gold watch to his captors, if they would
spare him. The captors—two jolly Irishmen—took
the watch, but as they could not decide who should
have it they decided that the man who could tell
the biggest lie should keep it. Proud of their skill
at story-telling, they told the Bosche that if he
could beat them he could have the watch back.
The first man spun a terrific fabrication, and the

second man did so well that it looked hke a tie.

Then the Bosche commenced :

" There was once a Prussian gentleman "

" That'll do," said one of the Irishmen, " you've
won ; here's your watch !

"

The Long and Short of It.
'

Two Tommies were digging a small dug-out at
the back line. One of them was a giant of about
six feet three, and the other somewhere in the region
of five feet four. During the morning, a sergeant
strolled roimd to see how the job was progressing,"
and after watching the two men for a few minutes
he saw the small man was doing considerably more
work than the big one.

Desirous of making the big man feel ashamed he
said in a withering voice :

" Look at you—big as a cart horse, and yet you
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aUow that littl chap to beat you Imnds down.
rte s done twice as much work as you have."

" And didn't he ought to ? » was' the reply ; " ain't
he nearer to it ?

" '

The Colonel's Baggage.

" Jones," said the colonel to liis batman, " have
you seen my baggage ?

"

"Yes sir," said Jones promptly. "She's just
round the comer talking to the captain."

Cool Under Fire.

The major of a British battery—a soldier of the
regular army-vhilst on leave in London, met the
wife of one of his subalterns. She was very keen
to know how her dear boy was getting on, and
particularly how he had shaped in the '

\ct push.
" Tell me, major," she said, " was Percy quite

calm under fire ?—was he perfectly cool ? "

"a>ol!" echoed the major. "He was just
splendid Cool isn't the word for it. He was
simply Arctic. At times I thought he would shiver.'*

The Sooner the Better.

The Peace Crank was gathering quite a big
audience by reason of his extraordinary lung power.
lie was tremendous and waved his umbrella to
punctuate his sentences.
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" Unity is strength I " he yelled. " We keepers of

the dove of peace must all hang together "

"Yes and the sooner the better," murmured a
wounded Tommy at the rear.

The Family Crest.

Things were quiet in the trench that night
evidently Fritz was having a rest. It was a
swagger infantry regiment that was holding this
part of the line, and one of the men, a pre-war
*' knut " was holding forth on the antiquity of his
family name and estate. Tlie s'lbject was not
very popular, and his listeners were fV arfully bored,
so the "knut" made a last despairing effort to
arrest the attention of his comrades. With a
flourish of his hand, he said :

*' We've a toppi-ig family crest, you know—er—
two peacocks rampant on a field of azure blue."
The others could stand it no longer, so one of

them broke in quickly:
" Oh

! that's nothing to ours—two sergeant-majors
rampant on a field of as-you-were."

Ships that Pass in the Night.

The steamer had just arrived and had cast anchor
outside a well-known port. The captain gave
orders to the watch to allow no one to come on board.
After a while a pinnace came near, and a voice
shouted out

:
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"Hullo there, lower your ladder."
The watch replied ;

" You can't come alx)ard to night, sir."
The voice from the small boat said ;

I'

I'm the Admiralty Pilot, you silly ass."

ui'f^"!!
''^'^' '^

'
^ "^''"^ ^^^^ '^ ^"P if you're Pontius

1 liate, I ve got my orders."

Murphy Scores.

The sergeant instructor of musketry was really
at a loss to know what to do with Murjihv. Five
tunes running he had hit the wrong target-he
couldn't hold the rifle correctly and it was doubtful
whether he saw the target at all.

His sixth shot was a bull's eye.
" Look here, Murjihy," said the instructor, " what

target did you aim at ?
"

" Number seven, sorr."

"Yes, and you've got a bull on number eight.
It 11 never do Pat. What on earth am I to do with
you t You d be a danger at the Front."
"A danger, sorr," said Pat. "Shure an' I moight

be the salvation of the regiment~I moight aim at
a pnvit and hit a gineral !

"

How Not to Boil Eggs.

The corporal had l)een lucky enough to
commandeer four eggs from a Belgian farm on his
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1 1'

way up the line, and on arriving at the trenches he
handed them over to a private to cook.

" Now," he said, " ever cooked an egg ? "
" No," was the xeply.
" Oh

! it's easy enough—you borrow a "Primus "

stove, put ^me water in a canteen, wait till it
boils, then put the eggs in."

" But how long do I leave 'em there ? "
•• Three minutes each exactly. Got a watch ? "

" Right-o—carry on."
A Httle later the eggs were brought to him as

hard as lead.
•' Great Scot

!
" he roared, " how long did vou

boil 'em ?

"

» J

"Twelve minutes."
•' Twelve minutes ! I told you three minutes."
•' Well," said the private, " there were four of

them, and a said three minutes each !
"

A Cool Customer.

During the repulsing of an enemy counter-attack,
a British soldier was wounded rather badly in
the leg. His relatives received the usual telegram
from the War Office, and instantly wrote to him to
know if the wound was serious. He replied stating
that it was only a scratch. After a lapse of several
weeks, during which the wounded one was kept in
hospital, his relatives began to get anxious.
They wrote: "Why are you still in hospital?
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Wc think you arc making light of your wound, and
that it is more serious than you led us to suppose.
Do write at once and tell us the truth."

There was no reply for ten days, and then the
following letter was reeeiv ed fif)ni jinotlur hospital

:

" Dear mother,—! interviewed the surgeon this
morning. You will be interested to hear that in

future my ex})enditiu-e on foot-gear will be halved."

The Morning After.

The b'lttalion was out of the line, and in fairly

eomiorttible billets. Several farm-houses had been
eummandeered to accommodate the men, and on
the fust evening in this comparative i)aradisc a
sergeant and one or two " bloods " had a night out.
The sergeant dined not wisely but too well, and

his companions had considerable difficulty in getting
him home. Arrived at the farm-house he refused
to go inside, and insisted on making his bed in the
centre of a heap of straw in the courtyard.

Realizing that it was impossible to shift him his
companions left him in his primitive nest. He
awoke in the morning still feeling dazed and
extremely bad tempered. He looked round,
endeavouring to remember what had happened, and
suddenly looked up and saw the grinning face of a
cori)oral gazing at him from the top window of the
building. He shivered in the keen morning air,

and shouted to the figure at the window :
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" Shut that damned window. Do you want me

to catch my death of cold !
"

A Free Gift.

The patient was attending his fifth medical board
and was very sick of the business, particularly ashe was diagnosed for something he felt he hadn't
got. He appeared l)efore the M.O., and the latter
stared at him.

M.O.
:
" What's the matter with you, my man ? "

Paheni
;^
" Valvular disease of the heart, su-."

5*f*/o'!7*^'^' ''*'
• ^"^ ^^^^' o" earth did you

get that ?
' "^

Patient
;
" It was given to me by the last medical

board, sir.

A Bad Wound.

Vicar
:
" They tell me that your heroic son was

wounded m the last campaign, Mrs. Briggs "

Mrs. B.
:
" Quite likely, sir. I knew it wa's some-

where round about the stummiek, but they neve r
do give you any details."

Discretion.

General Joffre's chauffeur was chatting with a
group of soldiers who were hopeful of extractine
anything m the way of " news," from him
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" I suppose the general talks to you a good deal "
said one of them.
"No" said the chauffeur, "he doesn't say

much." ^

" But at times "

" Well, yes," said the chauffeur; " the other day,
lor mstence, when getting into the car he said ;How are things, Pierre ? ' "

"But surely," said another soldier, "there are
times when he speaks openly to you ?

"

" Yes, I remember on one occasion he said : 'You
have a very pleasing appearance, Pierre.' Of course
I was "

" But," interrupted the first speaker, " does he
never speak about the war ?

"

"Not often," replied Pierre; "the other day he
did mention it;" he said to me: ' Ali, my brave
i lerre

!
and when is this war going to end ? ' "

Those Regulations.

A sergeant was instructing a squad of men on
the component parts of the rifle. They were really
a smart lot of recruits, but the sergeant was fed-up
and wanted his dinner.

" Now then," he said, " can any of you tell me
what kmd of wood the butt end is made from ? "

" Walnut," volunteered a soldier.
" Quite right, and why is walnut used for the

purpose m preference to any other kind of wood ? »
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Because it lias more resistance "

" Wrong I

"

" Because it is more elastic."
" Wrong again I

"

Ju ^?^T, '* '' ^"^"^"'^ ^* **^^^« ^icer than any
other kind," volunteered a man timidly.

Don't be an ass," snapped tlie sergeant. " Ifyou want to know why wahiut wood is used, it's
simply because it was laid down in the Regulations "

IfE Got It.

This amusing story comes from Egypt. In the^htmg against the Senussi on Christmas Day, a
British monitor was on hand and kept a running
ftre on the agile Aiabs. After the scrap a New^land non-com. was struck with an inspiration,
ihere was no tobacco in camp, and he thought
It would be a pretty good notion to hold up the
quartermaster on the gunboat for some plug and
cigarettes for his platoon. He was on his way
tmther when he was confronted by a stem British
officer, who halted him, desh-ing to be informed as
to his mission.

" I am going aboard to get some toUcco for my
platoon," replied the youngster.
"You are a New Zealander, aren't you?"

questioned the officer.
** Yes, sir," responded the man.
'• Well, it's like your damned impudence. You
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New Zealanders arc more trouble to us than the
whole British Army !

"

"That's what the Senussi sav, sir," was the
prompt reply of the Maorilandcr.

'

Good Shooting.

The following ' dialogue on • sharp-shooting "
took place between an Australian and a Canadian
picket :

'* I say, can you fellows shoot ?
"

" Well, I reckon we can, some."
" In our country we can knock a bumble-bee off

a thistle-blow at three hundred yards."
" Oh, that ain't nothing to the wav we shoot up

in our village
! I belonged to a company there, and

we went out for practice every week. The captain
draws us up in single file and sets a barrel roUing
downhill, and each man takes his shot at the bung-
hole as it turns up. It is after^vards examined,
and if there is a shot that didn't go into the bung-
hole, the member who missed it is expelled. I
have belonged to the company ten years, and there
am t been nobody expelled yet."

Not Having Any.

One morning, in Simla, the Viceroy of India
WMited to speak to the commander-in-chief of the
fodian Army before the latter started work for the
day, so he set off unattended to pay an early call.
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When lie arrived at the commander-in-chief's official
residence he found his way barred by a sentry, who
apparently did not recognize the\'isitor.

*

LordMmto explained tliat he wanted to see the com-
mander-in-chief, but the sentry declined t., allowhim to pass.

"But I am the Viceroy !
" protested his lordship.

^If^^F ^''''^''^ ""^ ^'"' '^'^^ ^ Pitving smile.

^

Ah
!

he said thoughtfully, " we gets all sorts
ere. Last week we 'ad a cove wot kidded 'isself
e was Queen Vietoriar's grandfather. We 'ad to
put im m a strait-waistcoat, so you'd better push

The German AVay.

"Field-Marshal," fumed the All Highest "the
nmnber of prisoners taken in that last engagement
turns out to be only half the number you reported "
And Ixfore Hindenburg had time* to sort out a

non-committal explanation, iju- Head Hun bellowed

:

Ach
! \oi, should count your prisoners before

drinks, not after !

"

^ t

Overheard on the Somme.

" It's a nice day."
" Yes, the clerks of the weather are kind to

us lately."

" By the way, who are the clerks of the weather ? »

Zambuk f*!''''''

barometer fellows, Spagetti and
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A Brilliant Idea.

A young officer home from France ran into n
friend who was in the Intelligence Department.
To his surprise the latter was out buying birds.

" What on earth are you going to do with those ? "
he asked.

'' G-ssh !
" replied his friend. - It's a secret."

" Rot ! .Vnyhow secrets are made to be given
away—I'll keej) it cjuiet."

'' Well," said the bird buyer, " it's a great idea
;

we're endeavouring to cn)ss-breed carrier pigeons
with parrots so that we shall be able to send verbal
messages !

"

3

i

The Barrister Ranker.

A rather well-spoken private was brought up
before the CO. on a charge of insubordination. The
CO., who was extremely busy, wanted to get the
case over and was very abruj)*t in his manner.

" Were you insubordinate ? " he asked.
" Well, sir, the fact is

"

" I don't want to hold a debate on the matter—
I want a plain ' yes ' or ' no,' " interrupted the CO.

" But, sir," pleaded the man, " there are some
questions that cannot be answered by a plain ' ves

'

or ' no.'

"

^ X .

'' Nonsense !
" retorted the CO.

'' I beg to differ, sir," said the private boldly.
" Oh, you do, do you !

" said the CO. " Then
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just put a question to me that eannot bo answeredby the plain negative or affirmative."
To his surprise the private said in strident tones:
Have you ceased to ill-treat your ui/r ? '^

English as Siik is Written.

The following goes to prove how the war has
mfluenced literature. The budding Pcj.ys is writing
to a fellow-soldier: ®

"^^^
rr~'

"~^^^^ ^" rcbpcctability will prove to
you the dihgances of your faitliful undersignation he
although across the seas still thinks of the old section,
and wish that you will look after the trof^ps not
forgetting to gorge them in plentiness. Sd. J "

Very Bad Weather.

A German spy was sentenced to be shot, and a
sergeant and a corporal escorted him for tiie pur-
pose through the mud and the rain. The partv was
singularly merry and the "Hun" didn't appear
to realize what was going to happen to him. On
the way the sergeant offered the corporal some
remark on the weather.

'«*u"^^''
^^^^ *^^ German, understanding English

that is so. It is ver' bad weather indeed."
"You be quiet," ordered the sergeant -It's

nothing to do with you, 'as it ? You h.noivt -rot
to walk back through it."

"
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Both Bearing Arms.

The war-working wife of the Tommy at the front
was very terse with the " nosey " lady representing
some oonmiittee or other.

" Oh ! you needn't worry yourself," she said

;

we're both doing our bit. He's bearing arms,
and I'm baring mine !

"

A MiUTABY Motive,

The colonel of a certain regiment which was out
on rest ordered the regimental band to play rag-
time in the market-place of the town in order to
divert their minds from the horrors of war.
As soon as the band commenced to play the

mayor of the town came round and com-
plained tearfully to the colonel that the music
was not quite in keeping with the dreadful crisis

taking place.

" My dear mayor," said the colonel, " I am not
doing this for amusement but for a purely military
motive. The German hates rag-time music and
he'll send his airmen here to bomb the place. That'll

leave our airmen free to play hell with the German
depots."

The poor mayor went away even more tearful

than he came.

A Form of Grace.

He was a very, very modest sub., and to his

great horror was called upon to say grace at his
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fet^dinner at the old-fashioned eountry house

He quavered, shut his eyes fiercely, conjured udh,s nursery reminisec^.s, and just' manl^d it^

awfl!;
•"''"' ""'^ "»"' '" reeeive^r-^hante

Obtious !

recT^^ts!''^'"'*'
"''' '^^'"^^^« '^' ^«t-h of new

felllw Wi.P
^'^>^*^^"»'" «^id one, "that that talJ

in^t^LTaT^^^^^^^ ''-' ^^- ^e joined,

othen^""*
"'^*''' ^'^" *^^^"^ *^^^* ^

" ««ked the

fhI' Y^"' .^u^'"^
^^""^ ^ ^^y ' Stand at ease f

' hetries to put his rifle behind hi. ear !
»

'

Dreams.

For days the company had hved on bully and

haunted them in their dreams

"t'hinlTJ'" '^'^. "" '^^"^y *« '"« companion, ^

think you could eat an ess ? " f^*"*^"",

" Ra-ther I
» ^"^

" Could you eat two eggs ? "

"Two eggs!" meditated the hungry one
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Overheard at Aldershot :

Tommy : " Docs ycr love me ?
"

Girl :
" Blowed if I know."

A pause.

Tommy: "Giss a kiss, gal."
Girl: "Help yerself, you lazy lout!"
Then he helped himself.

ll»

A Faux Pas.

She was an ultra-patriotic American, and had
come across the Atlantic to be near the brave
Sammies." England pleased her, and France

charmed her so much that she Ixgan to learn French.

*u-
7^^'" ^^^ "^^'^ *^ ^ "^^'^ ^"^"^ «"^ night. " I

thmk England and France are i)crfectly ripping.
1 m all for the encehitc cordiale all the time "

The Wonderful Hun.

The All Highest was insjiccting the elaborate
dug-outs m which his Huns were snugly lodged
and, voicmg his approval to the officer in charge.'

" Ach
! Here my gallant fellows will be as a

Kons "
^^^^ *"" ^""^ ^^""^ ^^^ ^*'^' ^^^y ^^^^ ^"^^

».

" ^^y assented the officer, none too felicitously,
and burrow hke rabbits !

"

And that was how he missed the Iron Cross.
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An Oversight.

In a section of trench near Lens some Canadians
having captured twenty-five half-starved Pomo-
ranians in a night raid sent them back the followingaay with a polite note:

*^

"Dear Fritz.-Hercwith we return prisoners.
to the circumstances they are hardly worth keeping.We would remind you that they usually bring Iheh-
ratwns with them; would you kindly nut right
the oversight ? " J- i "•- r*g"t

A Companion.

All American war correspondent was on a trip
to the front line trench to see how war reallv lookedhKt hand. Just as he got there, the Hun starteda raid but was repulsed by a terrific barrage put

IL/u **?\?J'**^.*1
?"^^rs- The noise was terrificand the sight terrifying to one unused to such things.

Well, guv nor, wot do you fink of it ? " askeda lommy Avith a grin.

^Jj^Snakes!" said the American, -it's just like

V " u^T?"'."
'*''' ^ ''"'*'^ *^*""^^ *»"^' " 'ow these

lankee blokes do travel !
"

Pfinled iy Jarrold 6. Sons. Ijd., Norwich. En^laud.
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