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A Foolish Young Man; |

‘ Or, the Belle of the Season.
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CHAPTER XXX. 1

It was hot at Wood Green; but it was
hotter still in Mayfair, where the season
was drawing to a vlieee with all the signs
of a long-spun-out and exhausting dis-
golution. Women were waxing pale under
the prolonged s&train of entertainanents
which for the last week or two had been
matters of duty rather than pleasure, and
many a girl who had entered the liste of
gociety a blushing and hopeful debutante
with perhaps a ducal coronet in her
mind'e eve, was beginning to think she
would hiave to be content with, say, the
gimpler one of a vicountess; or evel to
wed with no coronet at all. Many of the
men were down at Cowes or golfing at St
Andrews; and thoee unfortunates who
were detained in attendance at the Hmt:u:
which continued to sit, like a '‘broody
hen,’ as Howard eaid, longed and sighed

for the coming of the magic twelfth of
August, before which date they .-mﬁurl_-tl
themselves the House- must rise and so

bring about their long-delayed holiday.

But one man showed no sign of wearl
neas or a desire for rest; Sir Stephens

gtep was light and buoyant as ever on
the hot pavement of Pall Mall, and on
the still hotter one of the City; his face

wis as cheery, his manner as Eay. and
his voice as bright and free from care
as those of a young man. :

There is no elixir like success; and S8ir
Stephen was drinking deeply of the deli-
cious draught. He had been well known
for years; he was famous mnow. You
could not open a newspaper without com-
ing upon his name in the City article,
and in the fazhionable intelligence. NoOW
it wae a report of the meeting of some
great company, at which Sir Stephen had
presided, at another time it occurred in
a graphic account of a big party at the
house he had rented in Grosvenor square.
It was n huge mansion, and the rent ran

into many figures: but, as Howard re-
marked, it did not matter; sSir hte].ﬂl‘l;’ﬂ
wag rich enough to rent every house In

the square, Sir Stephen had taken over
the army of servants and lived in a state
which was little short of princely: and
lived alone:; for Stafford, who was not
fond of a big house and still less fond of
AR large retinue, begged permission to Te-
main at hie own by no means over-luxur-
ious but rather modest rooms.

It is not improbable that he would have
liked to have abeented himeelf from the
grand and lavish entertainments with
which his father celebrated the succese of
hie latest enterprize; but it was not pos-
gible, and Stafford waes present at the din-
ners and luncheons, receptions and con-
certs which weut on, apparently withous
A break at Clarendon House.

Indeed, it wae necessary that he should
be present and in attendance on hie
fiancee who appeared at EvEI‘F function.
Maude was now almost ae celebrated as
Bir Stephen; for her beauty, her reputed
wealth, and the fact that she was engaged
o th: son of Sir Stephen, had raised her
to an exalted position in the fashionable
world; and her name figured in the news-
papers very nearly as often ae that of the
great financier. B8he had Etepgﬁi from
obscurity into that notoriety, for which
we all of us have such a morbid craving,
almost in a single day; and she queened
it with a languid grace and self-possession
which eatablished her position on a firm
hagig. Wherever she went eshe was the
centre and object of a small crowd of
courtiers; the men admired her, and the
women envied her: for nowadays most wo-
men would rather marry wealth than
rank, unless the latter were accompanied
by a long rent roll—and in these hard
timeg for landlords, too many Englieh
noblemen have no rent roll at all, short
or long.

Excepting his father's, Stafford went to
very few houses, and spent most of his
time, when not in attendance on Maude,
in the eolitude of his own chambers, or
in the smoking-room of one of the quietest
of his ¢lubs. Short as the time had been,
the matter of a few weeks only since he
had parted from Ida, he had greatly
changed; so changed that not esldom the
bright and buoyant and overbright Bir
Btephen seemed to be younger than his
eon. He was too busy. too absorbed in
the pursuit of his ambition, the ekilful
steering of the enterprise he had so suc-
ceszfully launched to notice the change;
but it was noticed by others, and especial-
1 by Howard. Often he wafched Staf-
fordd moving moodily about his father's
crowded rooms, with the impassive face
which men wear when they have some se-
cret trouble or anxiety which they con-
ceal as the Bpartan boy concealed the
iox which was gnawing at his vitals: or
Howard camo upon him in the corner of
a  half-darkened smoking-room, with an
expired cigar in hig lips, and his eyes fix-

on a newspaper which wag never
turned.

By that unwritten code by which we
are all governed nowadayz, Howard could
not obtrude by guestioning his friend,
and Stafford showed no eigns of making
any voluntary statement or explanation,
He gunffered in a silence with which he
kept at arm’s-length even his closest
friend; and Howard pondered and worried
in o futile attempt to guess at the trouble
which had changed Stafford from a light-
hearted man, with an immensge capacity
for enjoying himself, to a moody indi-
vidual to whom the pleasures of life seam-
ed absolutely distastefnl.

One aftempoon Howard saunntered into
Btafford's wom and found him sitting in
his easy-chair with a book turned face
downwards on his knee, and his pipe in
his mouth. Tiny, the black-and-tan ter-
rier, who was lying coiled up on a cushion
at his master's feet, heard Howard step
on the staire and barked sharply for a
moment, then glancing at Stafford, with
a reassuring air, coiled himeelf up again
and subsided into spasmodic growls and
whines of welcome; for the mite was fond
of Howard.

“Aeleep, Staff?” he azked, as he dropped
hie hat on the table and sank on to the
couch. By Jove, you have the best of it
in here—it is out of the sun, at any rate.
How that dog can lie on a etuffy cushion!
I thought you were going down to Lady
Brook's, at Richmond, this afternoon?’

“Was it this afternoon?” said Stafford.
“I'd forgotten. I'm sorry; but my father |
will be there and will look after Maude.” |

Howard glanced at the weary-looking
face as he helped himsell to a cigarette,

“Youre well out of it! A ladvy who
would give a  garden-pariy on such an |
afternoon a& this, is, indeed, 1a belle
dame sans merci! Good heavens! when
I think of the suffering votaries of
fashion undergo in one season, I've no
pity left for the benighted Hindoo women
who sacrifice themselves to Juggernaut.
Which reminds me that there is a tre-
mendous swagger function on at Claren-

=

don House to-night, ien't there?”
Stafford nodded, and refilled and relit |
his pipe. | i
“Yos,"" he #ajd. I had forpotten it: |
but Maude sent ma round a note to re |

mind me of it, and, of course, I must go. |
1 envy you, Howard: you can stay away.” |

“That’'s what I can’t do.,'”” said Howard |
with a whimsical smile. “I am drawn 'n. |
to the vortex; I am dragged at the char- |
jot wheels of that wonderful father of |
vours. I am the victim of a peculiar kind
of [ascination which i3 as irresistible as
the mesmeric influence or hyvpnotism. 1
fea] towarde Sir Stephen as 1 should feel |
towards Napoleon the Great, {f he were
alive. I follow and gaze at him, so to |
sneak., with my mouth agape and a fatu-
ous smile over a countenauce which 1 at!

' with

| Tives.

intelligent, 1
I8

once flattered myeelf wae
am dazed., bewildered by his genius,
audacity, his marvellous courage and re-
gource. Do von know, Stafford, I think
it would be an excellent idea to nlm}tnh
the House of Lords, the House of Com-
mons. the monarchial government, and
place the whole business in the h1'1l_l’i{|5-'~1 ol
a board to be presided over by BSir sté
phen.”

Stafford drew at his pipe grimly
gaid nothing, and Howard went on
gentle monotone characterieiic of

and
in the
him:

and

“Bv the way. the mysaterioun : pro-
verbial little bird K has whispored to T
that Sir Stephen will not be Hir Siepiaen
much longer. In fact, that they are kb-
ing to make a peer of him very shortly
And npon my word they couldnt m_:] A
better man for the place; for, unlike some
noble lorde woun and 1 could mentiod,
Staff, he will wear his robes and Irrli‘n.':lvE
—do they ever wear them now:s—TiZill
nobly: and for conce the House of Lords |

will get a man who knows his own mind,
knowe what he wants and the way to gel
it. Amd if you won't take offenfe, Stadl
and throw thinge at me, I should like to
remark that his son will prove a wortny
auccessor. Can you fapnecy yourself in a
peer's robe with a velvet-lined coronet,
Staff 7’

Stafford grunted for reply, and there
wae eilence for a minute, during which
Howard turned over the pages of one of
the illustrated weeklies which lay on the
table, and suddenly he looked up and ex-
claimed:

“Have you seen thigf”

Stafford ehook his head. ] ]

1 mnean this portrait of Misg Falconer,
cgaid Howard, in a low voice. °'It ig won-
derfully good.,” he went on, as he contem-
plated the full-length picture; “wonder-
fully like her.” oA

He handed the paper aé¢rose and Stafford

looked at it. It was an admirable repro-
duction of a photograph of Maude 1n
evening-dress, and made a truly gplendid
picture; and looking at it, one felt 1n-
stantly how well a coronet, even a ducal
one, would fit those level brows, beneath
which the eves looked out upon the world
with a scarcely masked hauteur and dis-
dain. A man might well be proud of such
4 woman for his future wife; but there
wae no pride in Stafford’'s face ae his eyes
dwelt moodily on the almost perfect face,
the tall, svelte figure in ite long-trained
robe. The splendor of her beauty oppres-
csed him with a sense of shame; and with
an involuntary exclamation, which gound-
ed something like a groan, he let the pa-
per slip from his hand, and drooped still
lower in his chair, The sight of him was
more than Howard could bear in silence,
and he rose and laid a hand upon Staf-
ford’'s ehonlder. ,
_ “What's wrong, old man?” he enquired
in a very low voice. “You are out of
e0rts; you've been off color for €ome time
paet. Of course, I've noticed it. I've seen
the look you wear on your face now come
over it at moments when you ought to
have been at your best and brightest.
I've seen a look in your eyes when your
line have been smiling that has made me
—uncomfortable. In ehort, Staff, you are
getting on my nerves, and although 1
Enow it's like my cheek 1o mention the
matter, and that you'll probably curee my
impudence, I really should be grateful if
you'd tell me what aile you, still more
grateful if you'd let me help you to get
rid of it. I know I'm an interfering idiot,
but I'm fool enough to be fond of you—it's
about the only weakness I've got, and I
am ashamed of it; but there it is."

He laughed with a touch of self-con-
tempt, with an attempt at his old cyni-
ciem; but Stafford wunderstood the ficti-
tious character of the laugh, and as he
leant hig chin in his hand, he gave a
ehort nod of acknowledgment.

“Howard, do you remember that time
when you and I were at Palermo?"’ he
gaid, in a low voice, and as if he were
communing with himself rather than an-
ewering his friend. "Do wou remember
that Italian we met there; the man who
seemed o gay and carelesg, the man who
appeared to have everything a fellow
could desire, and to be the embodiment of
prosperity and success? Do you Tremem-
ber how once or twice you and I saw a
strange look on his face, perhaps while
he was at dinner or fooling with the wo-
men in the salon—a look ae if he had sud-
denly remembered something, as if some-
thing had flashed upon his mind in the
midst of the laughter and music and
brought him face to face with hell? You
pointed him out to me one night; and
we wondered what wae the matter with
him—until he fell off hie horse that day
vou and I were riding with him? Do yon
remember how, when we had unbuttoned
his riding-shirt, we found the ‘D’ that had
been branded on his chesti? We knew
then what was the matter with him. He
had been a deserter. The pain of hot
iron had died out long ago, but the scar
remained. He was no longer a common
soldier, but rich and prosperous, a social
snccess with, perhaps, hie ambition grati-
fied; but the 'D' wae there all the time,
and every now and then, even while he
was ‘enjoying’ himself, he could feel the
hot iron burning into his flesh, and he
knew within the miserible little sonl of
him that he waas &2 cur and a coward;
that driven by fate, perhapse by some dev-
ilieh accident of circumetance, he had
loat his honor and sold himself to the
devil.”

Howard's face went pale and grave,

“I don't see where the application comesg
in, Staff,”" he said. "I don't see that any-
thing in vyour case—position, resembles
that poor wretch's.”

Stafford rose, his

'

face grim and stern.

“No: and T can't show you, Howard.,”
he said “Do you think that poor devil
wonld have bared his breast and shown
that ‘D’ to even his deareet friend? Good
gracious, man, why do you badger me!
Am I to wear the cap and bells always,
do vou expect me to be dancing like &
clown, every moment of the day? Do 1
not play my part as well ae I can? Who
gave yon the right to peer and pry—"

He recovered suddenly from the fit
fury and gripped Howard's arm as he al-
moat ehrank back [rom the burst of des-
pairing rage.

“Forgive me, old man! I didn't mean
to turn and rend you like thie. I know
you see there is eomething wrong. There

ie. But I can't tell you or any other man.
There are some thinge that have to be
borne in silence, eome marke of the brand.
ing-iron which one dare not gshow to even
one'g deareat friend.”

Howard turned aside and began to put
on his gloves with great care. His hand
shook and his voice also, slightly, as
without raising his head, he said:

““Sure there's no help for it, Staff?”’

“Sura and certain,” responded Btafford.
“Nat even your wit and wizdom can be
of any avail. I won't ask ¥ou not to
epeak of this agaln; it ien't neceesary;
but I will ask yvou never, by look or sign,

ol |

to Temind me of what I have just said to |

but

vou. It escaped me unawares; I'l1
keep a better watch on myself for the |
future, and not even the knowledge of

vour evmpathy s&hall lure another moan
out of me.” He made a gesture with his
hand and threw his head back as if he
were sweeping something away; and in
something like his usual voice he eald,
orfect calmness: “By the way.
Maude asked me to tell yvou not to be late
to-night; to come before the crosh ar-
I think she is relving on you to
help her in some way or other.”’

| a ladys

o i - =3 e J—_— _—
British Cyele Corps, with its Colt Gun, Fording a Stream En Reute to Join the Main Corps. 3

—_— == i — — e I ————— - — —r - . - ————— = - I
Howard nodded. and speaking with his| till this afternoon and the formalities penning on our left flank. The

n=ual drawl, said: _
 “Wake and ¢all me early. mother." 1
will be there in gocd time. Miss Falconer
doec me the great honor of permitting me
to flatter myself that I am sometimes of
come slight =ervice to her. 1 imagine: it
ie something about the cotillon, concern-
ing which I am abeolntely 1gnerant, and
am therefore capable of offering any
amount of advice. I am a whale at giy-
ing advice, and my only consolation 13
that no one is cver foolish enough to fol-
low it: so that [ c¢an humor my little
foihle without euffering the T.{"I‘I'{H"f:! of re-
apongihility. Aun revoir, my dear Stafford,
antil thie evening. Good-bye, Tiny! What
a eelfish little beaet it ie; he won't even
aiee. his head!”
' Stafford laughed and picked up the dog
by the scruff of its meck, and it nestled
against him lovingly, and licked his
cheek. Howard went downstairs, still put.
ting on hig gloves, and as he opened the
door, he ewore under his breath fervently.

CHAPTER XXXL

In obedience to Miss Falconer's com-
mand, Howard presented himself at Clar-
endon House at a comparatively early
honr that evening. There were some
guests s&taying in the house, among
them Lady Claneford, who was still ob.
liging enough to play the part of presid-
ing genius; but they were all resting, or
dressing for the ball, and the drawing-
room, into which a couple of superbly
liveried footmen showed Howard. was
empty. But presently he heard the frou-
fron of satin. and Maude Falconer swept
in: her beaunty, the splendor of her dress,
the flaghing of the diamonds in her hair
and on her neck and arms, her gqueenly
presence, almost made Howard catch his
breath. .

She came in with a languid grace, the
air of hauteur which suited her so well,
but as she saw that Howard was alone,
the languor and the hanteur almost dis-
appeared, and she came forward and zave
him her hand, and he eaw a look on her
face which reminded him of that upon the
ill-fated Italian, though it did not re-
gemhle it. For the firét time he noticed a
ghade of anxiety o the level brow, eome-
thing like a pathei c curve in the perfect-
ly moulded lips; and he fancied that the
gloved hand, which he held for & moment

' d.
m'l'lfﬁertgmﬁ‘urd not with vou?” she aisked.
“I thought halwaﬁ coming early. Hie [a-
: ted him. .
th?&ﬂ?x?itame alone,” rgrplm-d Howard.
“RBut no doubt Stafford will be here pre-

ntly.”

EEEhEF stood. calm and statuesque, but
with her eyes downcast for a moment,
then ehe raised them and looked at him.

‘“Ahout this cotillon,” ehe gaid; then
ghe broke off: “Do yonu know what 18 EO-
ing to happen to-night? It is a secrel,
but—but I feel as if I must tell you,
though I am betraying Sir Stephen’s con-
fidence. He tells me everything—more
t+han he tells even Stafford. Strange as it

H::m' (1
m'l‘l%hfn does not eeem strange to Ime,
said Howard, with a little bow. ;

She made a slight gesture of impatience.

“It seems extraordinary to me, she
gaid, with a touch of bitterness, S0 few
PETEONE Jl.it.rl: [q_lln:]i of me.

;ard smiled. _

:E'i}_g";‘r once I must be guilty of contradict-
ing o lady,” he said. “When I reflect that
to-night 1 shall form one of a band of de-
voted courtiers who will throng round you
in the hopeless pangs of despair—

fhe repeated the gesture of 1:11]1;1:(‘1'-::1-%1&

“Have wvou seen stafford to-day: ah®

5 poking down. f
lln:}[fqézti'j{hi‘mﬁ few hours ago.” he replied,
“at his rooms.”

““At his roome,”’ she q?pculmi_ wilhhH:L
glight frown and a quick glance. d:i
promised to come 10 Richmond. Why di

so? Is he—ill?" :
h?‘lrll{}.“t"dgaid Howard, raieing his _I}rnw?
and emiling, for he knew the mc:tmuri o
loyalty to a friend. *I1 never saw nhlm
in better spirite in my life, he was

hilarious.” _ :
Her eves flashed upon him keenly, but

he met them them with his slow, cynical

guite

emile. :
“He must have been very _d1ffe?!*{-n'ghr t_t;
what he usually is,” she said. “I AVE

not eeen him laugh eince—since Wwe left
Bryndermere.”” Her lips came tlig']'.'l[-].'j:]t-ﬂ-
gether, and she looked at him and then
away [rom him. “Mr. Howard, you 4afe
hiﬂ fl'il.'ﬂd*
to tell me——=
speak if you were on the
No one sees, no one speaks;
who, always watching him,

But, no:; you would not
rack, would you?
it is onl |

i@ eomething wrong. And I—1 am €0
helpless!” = . ©
The outburet was 80 unnlike er, @

ronping of the mask of pride and eelf-
?}{ﬁgﬁmign wWas BO sud_den that Howard
was startled: but no sign of his emotion
revealed itself upon the placid face, upon
which his eerene smile did not waver for
an instant. :_ X :
“1 think you are availing yourself o
privilege and indulgipg in 4&
fancy. Miss Falconer,” he said. Rtafford
ig perfectly well, and, of couree, 1a per-
fectly happy—how could he be otherwige!

He bent his head ﬁlighttﬁ‘ﬁg‘"PerhapE he |

= x| 1 % ~ r.E_ D‘.}:-
may be a little tired. wWe 4
all endowed with the splendid energy
which the gods have bestowed on you and
Bir Stephen; and the heat ls o
take the backbone out of anyone Jeses
ifted.” : ;
: She checked a eigh, as if she understood
that it was uselese to appeal to him, and
after & pause Howard eaid:
“You haven't told me the great secret
vetb. )
Bhe seemed Lo
gaid, listlegsly:
1t will not be a gecret for many hours.
Rir Stephen is expecting the peerage 10-

wake from a reverie, and

nicht. The official intimation should
h:-.Ev-:: reached him by midday; but the

he—he ig fond of me.” ]

et

hig cloeest friend, 1 wani you

see that there |

minister did not return to Lundun]

prime

were not completed. 1 thing it will be

announced to-night. ™ 1
(To be continued.)
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“GAY GORDONS™ IN BATTLE

WERE IN FOUR ENGAGEMENTS
IN FIVE DAYS.

| ————

After That Only 170 of Regiment
Answered to Their
Names.

From a letter penned by one of
England’s wounded heroes in Alex-
andra Hospital, Cosham, Hants,
England, a lucid idea is obtained of
the spirit of intense patriotism
which actuates every officer and
man of Great Britain’s forces in the
field. The letter was written by
Samuel Smiley, one of the pitifully
meagre remnant of what was one
of the nation’s crack regiments of
the line, the Gordon Highlanders,
known throughout the service as
‘“‘the gay and gallant Gordons.”” It
appears that more than seventy-five
per cent. of the command either
perished or were wounded in the
first fierce fighting on Belgiun soil.
Some extracts follows :—

Hurricane of Shell.

““At Mons I got a crack on the
knee with a shrapnel splinter. I
knew nothing of it until my officer
pointed it out to me. I dug it out
with a pen knife and mow 1 assure
you I feel no ill effects. Of course
there is a wound, but I'll be sur-
prised if it is not healed within a
week.

“T'll tell you about the fighting
at Mons, but I have absolutely no
coherent recollection of Cambral.
The hurrican of shell there has left
me benumbed, and I do not yet re-
alize that I am home. We marched
out of our billets at four o’clock 1n
the morning and took up a posl-
tion on the main Paris road. Mons
itself was somewhat half left on
our rear.

‘“We then dug our trenches, and
much labor and love we put into the
work. The ball opened at half-past
eleven with a terrible artillery duel,
the German shells bursting over our
trenches. OQOur company, D, with
company B on our left, held the
right side of the road. Campany U
was in advance and the Middlesex
regiment and the Royal Irish held
the cross roads to our left flank 1n
the direction of Mons. The artillery
fire was continued for several hours,
until a movement of infantry was
observed which was evidently in-
tended for the Gordons.

Samply Blasted Away.

‘‘They occupied the wood to our
left front. We opened on them with
a terrific Maxim fire. Poor dm-l_EsT
they advanced in companies of quite
150 men in files five deep. As our
rifille has a flat trajectory up to 600
vards; you can guess the result.
We could steady our riflles on the
trenches and take deliberate aim.

' The first company of them was sim-

ply blasted away by a volley ot 700
vards, and in their insane forma-
tion every bullet was sure to find

epough to| {wo billets.

“‘The other companies kept ad-
vancing very slowly, with their
dead comrades as cover, but they
had absolutely no chance, and at
about five o’clock their infantry re-
tired. We were still being subject-
ed to a terrible artillery fire—God !
how their artillery do fire !'—but we

had time to observe what was hap-

Roval Irish regiment had been sur-
prised and fearfully cut up, and =o,
too, had the Middlesex.

Beggars Deseription.

““Then followed a scene which}
beggars description by me. We
crept from our trenches and crossed
to the other side of the road, whﬁre:
we had the benefit of a ditch for
cover. We made excellent prﬂgrassr
antil one hundred and fifty ya,rds}
from the cross roads. There was a
small white house flush with the,
road, standing in a clearing. Our,
young subaltern was leading a.nd]
safely crossed the front of the house.
Immediately the Germans ﬂpEﬂed
a hellish storm of shrapnel at th
house. They could not see us, bub I
guess they knew why troops should
pass there. However, our ordera
were to relieve the Royal Irish, an-d,1
astounding as it may seem, we pass-
ed that house, and I was the only
one to be hit. Even yet I am amaa
ed at our luck. ;

“By this time the dusk had set in.
Four villages were on fire and the
Germans were still shelling the
plucky Royal Irish. The dead and!
wounded were all around us. We|

repulsed a very faint-hearted II}}-i
lan attack, and about 9 p.m. came
our orders to retire. What a pitiful
handful we were against the Ger-
man host, and yet we held the flow-!
er of their army at bay all day.

““As you know, we created Cain
among the Germans at Mons on
that Sunday and beat them, too.]
They were in far too strong force
for us and we just had to retire.

Their *“Busy Days.™

“At four o’clock on Monday
morning they attacked us again, so
we left the milk (.303) on the door-
step and retired again. Two fights
and fifteen miles in thirty-six hours.
On Tuesday at two-thirty p.m. the
Gordons were sent to oust some,
(Gterman infantry from a position on
our left front. We had to cross a
large turnip field and I twisted my|
bad ankle. It wasa fine state of af-
fairs, and my company officer got
me a seat on the limber of the 128th
battery, Royal Field Artillery. I
had not been up ten minutes before
they galloped into action with me.}
I was beginning to feel the reverse
of cheerful when, after they firedi
a few rounds, we got our orders to
make our getaway.

“We got. By this time the Gor-
dons had disappeared, =0 went on
to Cambrai. It was late when we
got 1n, and I was told my regiment
was some four miles off. I then de-|
cided to join some other lot and try
te get to the ‘Jocks’ in the moining.

Made the Best of It

““Accordingly I attached myself to
the Royal Scots Fusiliers, B Com-
pany. At six-thirty on Wednesday,
morning, as they were golng into
action, I thought I might as well
make the best of it, =0 1 went into
action with them. 1 fought all that
day and marched all night, and
when eight o'clock Thursday morn-
ing came I saw all that was left of
the gallant and gay Gordons—170
men answered their names. God
knows how many more were alive.
I joined up there and carricd on re-
tiring until we arrived at Noyon.
Four engagements and ff:v miles in
five days.

““T was compelled to go sick there.
The pain in my leg was unbearable
and the doctor banged me on a Red
Cross train and sent me to Rouen.
I was there an hour when came the
command, ‘Hurry up, hurry up!
we've got to quit,” 50 we were chiv-
vied up to Havre, and, well, ther
you E.I‘E.H




