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At Random.

HE present number will appear, it is
to be feared, a little late. That,
however, is no fault of the Editorial

staff. The strenuous times in which we
live must be our excuse. The regularity
of the appearance of a journal compiled
in the Trenches must inevitably be gov-
erned by the attitude of “‘Brother Bosch.”

I.ondon is a curious place just at pre-
sent. An Englishman’s hotel used to be
his castle, and the streets were, at least,
safe to walk in. But that is all changed
with the introduction of ‘‘Flag-days’’
into the domestic life ‘of Londoners. The
unwary soldier on leave from the Front
finds himself suddenly attacked and sur-
rounded by a throng of wild-eyed young
females, cach selling flags of many hues,
in‘aid of a wide variety of charities. Es-
cape istimpossible, and he remains a
prisoner —in their hands until each one
has sold him a flag, and herself pinned
it into his buttonhole, nearly taking his
eyes out on the point of protruding hat-
pins, and tickling his nosc with the enor-
mous feathers that-adorn her truly re-
markable hat. After this, if he is born
lucky, he maymanage to slip away,
almost invariably followed by cries of
“Good-bye, old man—good luck !”’ and
sometimes by that most idiotic. of all
“War remarks’’ : “Kill anséxtra_Ger-
man or two for me.” I§ very trving,
and the temptation to make a.remark
which would lead his tormentors to mis-
take him for a Russian is very strong !

Readers who were with the Regiment
during the early days of the War, may
remember the following incident which

occurred during a march to the Trenches
one stormy mnight. There was ‘‘some”
rain and water about. ‘D" Company
were splashing doggedly alone, when the
gentle voice of the Company Commander
was heard: “What’s that, Sergeant-
Major ?”’ ‘‘Pte. —— fallen into a ditch,
sir I’ ““‘Dear, dear; poor fellow. What
shall we do for him?”’ “‘Let him off the
next bathing parade, sir!”’

Wasn’t it the same officer who found
one of his men sitting on the fire-step
with his shirt off. “Good morning,
Private - ; picking ’em out?’”’ ‘“‘No,
sir; taking them as they come.”

More recently, a very senior officer of
this Battalion was touring the Trenches
about the region of midnight. An ad-
vanced post ran down close to the edge
of a much-wooded marsh. Through the
trees, in the direction of the Bosch lines,
a ruddy glow could be scen, resembling
somewhat a representation of a forest fire
at \a suburban music-hall. Seizing a
rifle, this officer swore he “would teach
those —— Germans to light fires.””  He
took aim, and was just about to fire, when
a sergeant remarked, thoughtfully, that
“I'he moon rosc about that time and in
that dircction I’ T'wo shots were fired,
nevertheless, and there is proof that good
work was done, for the man in the moon
was heard to groan and call for a
stretcher bearer !

What they are all asking: “Who
was the lady, and what was it she said
when sceing the Major off on his return
from leave?” Ask the padre!
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FOR SALE OR EXCHANGE.

OUNG SUB. has first-rate position
for sale. Fifty vards from Hun
Front Linec. All modern incon-

veniences, including  “‘Sniping, Duck-
ing.”” Frequent Patrols.  Splendid op-
portunity to develop nerves. Amuse-
ments : Raids and Wiring by moonlight.
Must be disposed of, owing to pressing
engagement with M.O. No reasonable
offer refused, or would exchange for com-
fortable Staff job.—Address, Lieut. F.
L. Dupp, c/o Editor, Mudlark, First
Line, S.-in-F. No Aliens.

LD ESTABLISHED Unit of B.E.F.
has openings for smart energetic
young men. Those straight from

Collége not objected to. Good opening
for smart men todearn business of soldier-
ing, previous cxperience unmnecessary.
Good heart<and feet essential.—Apply,
in person, any day before Stand Down,
to Capt. L.Wlver, 72¢Trench, I, .-of-A.
Place, S.-in-F: No Conscientious Ob-
jectors need apply.

DVERTISER having completed 2
vears in ‘T'renches is desirous of
making an exchange with Sub. on

Staff. England preferred. FEvery pros-
pect of Winter Campaign.  Address in
first place. Lieut. W. Indup, c/o O.C.
123 Dug-out, Front Iine, B.E.F.

GENERAL.

HE Officers of the Battalion.are de-
sirous of corresponding with young
ladies, who are able to write breezy

letters. No application will be refused.

[These should be addressed’ to 11‘1,(’3

Adjutant.—Ed. |

(Not much——Censor !)

OST.—““A Match’’ (only one). ' In-
formation to Secretary, Football
Club, c¢/o The Editor.

The First Chronicles

III.— “ROUND

of the Litfordshires.

)

THE PARISH.’

By Windup.

“I'I“S a long way round the Parish, but
it’s got to be done, I suppose.”

The C.O. lifts his feet out of a pool
of muddy water accumulated under the
table of the Headquarter Mess.  The said
“H.Q. Mess” consists merely of a portion
of trench, indifferently  drained and
nominally roofed in by a piece of cor-
rugated iron, two old baulks of timber,
and several discarded ground sheets.
Down the centre runs a table, cunningly
constructed out of a long plank, sup-
ported upon a number of full boxes of
S.ALA. One side of the table is against
the wall, the other side makes a small
passage with the opposite wall, just ad-
mitting of one person entering the apart-
ment (sideways) and moving sufficiently
far along to leave rcom for a second, or,
at a pinch, a third occupant.  When
No. 2 has seated himself at the table, No.
1 is a prisoner in the place until such time
as No. 2 cares to move.

At the far end a large coke fire is
burning, exuding fumes so nauscous that
they would certainly prove fatal to any-
one not rendered immune by long inhal-
ing thercof. From the ceiling large drops
of water fall at the rate of about five a
minute, on to the table and into the food.
From the foregoing it will be gathered
that the War is still young, and com-
paratively few have tasted the joys of
active service. “Dug-outs” are almost
unknown, and the modern conveniences
introduced into trench life of later days
are practically undreamt of. ‘The Lit-
fordshires arc constantly being required
to make bricks without straw (the equiv-
alent of which is to revet without ma-
terial), and the prevailing influence is
water.  Coleridge (or somebody else)
wrote : “Water —water everywhere, nor
any drop to drink’’; he little knew how
prophetically.  After rain of unprece-
dented duration and violence, most of the
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country being flat, is now one huge sheet
of water, and the Trenches serve as vast
sewers, which collect and contain a lion’s
share, converting them into an unglorified
reproduction of Venice, as portrayed by
the organisers of Italio-British KExhibi-
tions.  The net result is that nobody,
from the C.O. to the sentries, is ever
dry, and everybody eats food rendered
flabby and wunpalatable by exposure to
the elements. Added to all this, drinking
water is at a discount, candles practically
impossible to obtain, and, for susten-
ance, reliance must of necessity be placed
on Government rations.

For all this, things are not so bad as
they seem, and there are compensations.
That vulgar form of brawling, known as
bombing, is seldom encountered, and
mining, the lowest form of sewer warfare
to which soldiering can descend, is
practically unknown.  Besides  the
Boche is no better off, if not positively
worse. There is the rub! Rumour
says he is underfed, ill-treated, and dis-
contented. Certainly he is worse off; and
so all’s well. ““Cheero ! is the password
of the day.

The C.O. and Adjutant shake out
their pipes just as the clock strikes one
a.m., encase themselves from head to
foot in waders and mackintoshes, and pre-
paresto splash round the “‘Parish.”” It
must be explained that the ‘‘Parish’ in
these palmy days consists of one long
ditehy for the most part containing
standing wafter. Communication
Trenches being non est, it is only neces-
sary toreross the onee beautiful garden of
a once stately convent, before suddenly
and unexpectedly falling up to the waist
in ice cold water. This fact in itself sig-
nifies to the expérienced that the Fire
Trench has been' reached. From this
point the Parish visiting of the €.0. and
his Adjutant degenerates into what some
of his disrespectful junior officers eall a
‘““Pub-crawl.”” 'That is to say, they pro-
ceed to jump from one island to another,
often finding themselves thigh deep in
water and occasionally stuck fast in the
mud, exchanging cheery observations
with every sentry, and irrelevant person-

alities with everv officer encountered,
until Company Headquarters is reached.
Arrived there, liquid refreshment is pro-
duced and consumed, a little (very little)
shop is talked, and much merriment is
made over each one’s personal misfor-
tunes on the particular night in question.
Thus fortified, the Headquarter Staff
pursue their hazardous way to the Head-
quarters of the next Company. It must
not be supposed by any means that the
gentle “‘Fritz” does not contribute to
the evening’s entertainment. In many
places recourse has to be made to the
open, crossing which is at least as excit-
ing as, say, ‘‘spillikins,” the incessant
use of flares by the nervous Bosch render-
ing the passage ‘‘sporting,” if not actu-
ally perilous.

“Hullo! what the —— this?”’ en-
quires the Adjutant. Having crossed
the road that forms the boundary between
“C” and “‘D” Companies (a bullet-
swept thoroughfare littered with carcases
of dead cows), they have arrived at the
Trench of the last Company, where
Licut. Babble, amidst shricks of applause
from his platoon, is striving to scramble
from the bottom of a deep pool, in which
he 1s struggling nearly waist deep, a
friendly piece of barbed wire at the bot-
tom adding a touch of interest to what
would otherwise be a usual exercise.
They join in the applause, cven giving
advice, the Adjutant kindly offering to
indent for a crane through the ordnance,
and pass on to the Company H.Q. Were
they not so conversant with the Trench
as they are, Company H.Q. would not be
difficult to find; the uproar issuing from
the 3ft. high aperture serving as a door
and window combined, being strongly re-
miniscent of a bar parlour in the Old
Kent Road.

The C.O. and the Adjutant effect an
cntrance, the raucous voice of an ex-
ccrable gramaphone record informing the
C.O. that ““last night in the pale moon-
light,”” somebody, apparently a lady,
saw him, and inviting him by way of
punishment ‘to hold his hand out and
dubbing him “‘naughty boy.”” Comply-
ing with the last request, he receives a

[
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tin mug containing alcoholic refresh-
ment, and the gramaphone strikes up :
“Sing me a song of Bonny Scotland.”

“Well, how are things " enquires the
Colonel. ““Oh, not too bad, sir,”” is the
reply. “No rum, no coke, and a trifle
damp; but not so bad that it mightn’t
be worse. I'm going on leave to-mor-
row, sir I’ “And so am I,” says the
Adjutant, and as far as space
permits, an impromptu war dance
is executed, the partners being Captain
and Adjt. Cross, D.S.0O., the strictest
disciplinarian of modern times, and the
Captain of the Company, a chevalier of
the ILegion of Honour, a somewhat
ribald and frivolous young man withal.
After which, the C.O., being busy talk-
ing “‘shop’’ with Lieut. Bunell, the Ad-
jutant proceeds to tell the Captain a low
story, picked up, one fears, in the pre-
cincts of the Brigade Office, from the en-
jovment of which they are rudely
awakened by the Colonel announcing that
it was time to trek back ‘‘home.”

They crawl out and splash away.
They climb out of the Trench and cross

the open. Flares go up, necessitating
the adoption of a prone position in the
middle ofa pool. The Convent garden
is reached and crossed, ‘‘and so to bed,”’
butmotsto bed. At the door of the
“Mess,”’ the orderly informs the Adjut-
ant that O.C. £D”’ Company would like
to speak toshim on the ’phone.  The
0.C. “D”’«Company wishes to inform the
Adjutant that the “‘enemyhave sent up a
red rocket.” ThesAdjutant points out
that he can’t feteh it down again; “‘and is
there anything else?”” " “Yesy part of the
Trench has fallen in.” ‘The Adjutant
remarks that O0.C. “D” Aﬂonl‘@auy;?eing
on the spot, has greater facility: for mend-
ing the Trench than he has, at the same
time signifying that his day’s JJabours
have caused him fatigue, and if the O.C.
“D? Company has quite done with him,
he will go to bed. Before he goes, iow-
cver, the Brigade-Major rings up.
“What’s that? Oh! yes, we're getting
on pretty well! What? All leave
stopped? What’s that? Brigade H.Q.
not exactly a bed of roses. No, I suppose
not. We’re not exactly killing ourselves
with laughter here.”

To the Editor of “The Mudlark.”

In tesponse to an appeal made in your
Dug-out, when your morale was superfici-
ally high (ncedless to remark, it was
late at night), I now write the following
article to a magazine which is well named
The Mudlark, not on account of mud
that 1s in the Trenches, but on account
of the scurrilous contents of the paper.

Up-to-date, insufficient work has en-
abled you to study too closely the char-
acteristics of your superiors, and you
have made a series of libellous attacks on
honourable people.  You have employed
a gentleman of Polish origin to reproduce
on paper what you term a caricature.
This outburst of wit on vour part doubt-
less evoked much amusement among
vour brainless rcaders—I refer to the
officers, not the men.

Acknowledging the fact that it would
be useless to write anything your officer-

readers could take in, I now indict a
letter on the subject of the Private
Soldier.—Yours gratefully, B.M.

Tomm_y_Atkins.

‘ 7 OU fought at Mons, you were harried

to Le Cateau. There you turned

and fought, and did it so well that
Joffre, the great French General, said you
had saved Paris. You continued, for
strategical reasons, the retrograde move-
ment to Tournan, and aptly there you
reversed the movement, knocking Fritz
silly at the Marne and bringing him to
anchor on the Aisne.

You were then switched off to La
Bassee, thence to Ypres. You stayed in
the salient for several months, making
Fritz’s life a burden to him. You know
what the Germans say about Ypres:
“From Ypres you never return.”’

Tk
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““AD PALMAM VICTORIAE.”
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After the salient you sought the more
peaceful region of the Somme, thence
from a brief rest you returned to—we
must not mention the name on account
of the Censor; and here we find you dig-
ging like a mole, stolidly watching all
sorts of low methods the Bosch opposite
employs to kill you. You still, despite
little leave and stercotyped existence, re-
main merry and bright. It is marvellous,
and you are splendid.

You love a real good grouse, and vou
grouse well when you have nothing to
grouse about. When you have some-
thing to grousc about, 7.e., when there
is dirty work at the cross roads, yvou don’t
grouse but simply pull yourself together,
and, invigorated with a few and hack-
neyed strong expletives, expressing what

In fact, Thomas Atkins, you have the
respect and confidence of your officers,
and somie arc young enough to be your
sons.< You do what you are told, you are
very helpful, and > when there is dirty
work to do, volunteers are never asked
for 1mpvain.

[t is very nearly two years since this
started. Tt.is a bad stunt, you have put
vour back imto it, but when it is over,
what a time yow'wilh have, talking yards
about ““VYpers” and otherd delectable
places, when you walk out.

Keep well down todit ton the end.
Flattery, when lumped on too mtich,.ds
fulsome, so I end this dissertation by
wishing you every good wish‘andea quick
and safe return to “‘Blighty.”

vou really feel, you go and do it. B.AL
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‘o Work.”

WAS born lazy. The spirit of Tired
Tim permeates my being; it is in
my bones, even in my hair, which is

always falling out. [ am always too
tired to get up in the morning, and very
often too tired to go to bed at night. As
far as the latter is concerned, many of
the ordinary difficulties are absent in the
Trenches; the exhausting custom of re-
moving the clothes at night has been for-
bidden on humanitarian grounds (sece
G.R.O., No. oos7, and ‘‘Proceedings of
the Society for the Protection of Poor
Little Parasites’’). But do not go away
with the idea that Trenches are all bliss
for one of my temperament; to sit up all
night may entail less trouble than turning
in, but there are things which happen by
day which have a double terror for one
who, like myself, combines inherent
laziness with a reserved and retiring
nature. Perhaps the worst of these is the
daily visit of a genial presence whom we
will call “O.C.-.work.” . “Work’’—the
very word sends a cold shiver down my
spine, and it is not as if T had to do the
work with my own hands. I have to
make other people do it, a far worse trial
to my sensitive spirit. Here he comes
rounid the traverse, and I shall not get rid
of him wnder an hour. In five minutes
his quick eve and ready brain can per-
ceivegenough work to keep the whole
population of*China out of mischief for
another thousand vears, but that is not
cnough. Of course, I shall have all that
done before the blessed relief comes, and
I must have' something, to pass on to
those that ‘eome after, lest they should
find time hang fheavilydon their hands.
I can see them ‘smiling as ghicy read it;
no doubt they have a ‘‘genial@presence’”’
of their very own. ¢TI have tried many
varied ways of escaping ghe daily visit.
I have played an exciting gameé of hide
and seek in and out of the communication
Trenches, but the game is not fair with
two to one. His familiar spirit (an or-
derly of reckless bravery and inveterate
cunning) always manages to round me up,

and I run straight into the arms of O.C.
Work, who by this time has so primed
himself with suggestions that he is nigh
bursting. I have taken refuge in a mine-
shaft, but they told me that they were
going to blow in two minutes, and I de-
cided to face the music outside. Finally,
one day, in a mood of desperation, I
crawled out and lay in a shell-hole in the
middle of No Man’s Land. T'he Orderly
got a D.C.M. for that, and I did not even
get a Blighty one.

One night I dreamed a dream. In
my dream I had deccased, and had the
misfortune to be sent down (instead of
up), in charge of a draft. ‘T'here must be
a mistake somewhere, I felt; I would cer-
tainly put in for a transfer, or write to
The Times about it. An unpleasant-
looking official, armed with a pitchfork,
met me at the entrance, glanced at my
posting certificate, and referred to his
note-book. ““You will be in charge of
the X215 Sector. The usual spell, relief
done in three thousand years, but there’s
very little work there as a rule.” ‘T'hat
was music to my ears, but as I led my
party to their appointed place in the line
of brimstone Trenches, I heard a familiar
voice say : ‘“Hullo, old boy, what about
work.”” ““T'hat fellow at the gate didn’t
know much,” I thought. “‘One fellow
is going to enjoy himself, but it won’t
be 8. ke | ik TSGR
awakened by a punch in the ribs, and the
voice of a brother-officer: ““Come on,
turn out, yvou're wanted in the trench—
about the work, I think.”

(4¢5 )

['ovcusToNE” (Junior).

Congratulations to the following on
being “‘mentioned in dispatches” :—
Major F. H. EDWARDS.

[icut. G. SHERRY.
C.-S.M. F. SPICER.
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Cook-house Chatter.

IT scems an extraordinary thing, but
people at home seem heaps more

miserable than they really should be.
Fellows come back from leave with har-
rowing stories of the dismal time they’ve
spent.  Personally, it’s such a time since
I had the pleasure of pleasures myself
(Adjutant, please note!) that I cannot
actually vouch for this, but it appears
to be extremely gloomy over the water
at present. If people are ‘“down’”’ now
—well, after another three years of this
wild and woolly state of things, they
won’t actually be cheery !

I hear from a reliable source that at a
School, on this side of the water, for
Deportment of Young Officers, a form of
punishment has been instituted, known as
C.C.G.—interpreted, meaning confined
to Chateau Grounds. Several students
have misconducted themselves to such an
extent that the severe and drastic measure
of stopping the Divisional Band from play-
ing at Mess has been threatened. It is
also rumoured that for the more severe
offences, such as getting their hair cut
with the wire clippers, birching is to be
instituted.

Phe musical tastes of various in-
dividuals »one lives—or exists—with,
ofttimes causes discord amongst what
might. be a happy home, particularly
when there is-a portable gramaphone at-
tached. IF’rinstance, we have the head
of the«Mess with a varied taste. He anp-
parently enjoys Wagner’s heavy howitzer
music with the relish” heentertains for
Miss Gertie Millagfin ‘“‘Chalk Farm to
Camberwell Green.”’ Then again, we have
one, Ptarpy, whose taste would suggest
the whole of his leave spent with musical
comedy chorus girls. Thirdly, there ‘s
the bombing officer with né taste at all;
and, lastly, the Doctor, who has two
tastes : (1) sickly sentimental, ive., “Your
eyes have told me all,” etec.; (2) the SONgs
of Low Comedians. I have known him
to sit for hours listening to a raucous-
voiced vendor of humour who is anxious

to know ‘“Who paid the rent for Mrs. Rip
Van Winkle, when Rip Van Winkle
went away.”” In this particular melody,
as a clue to finding the benevolent per-
son who paid the rent, we are informed
that “‘She had no friends in the place,”’
and that “‘the landlord always met her
with a smile on his face,”’

“Looking backward into the dim and
distant future,” as an M.P. for N. Done-
gal once said in the piping times of peace,
with an effort one might remember the
petrol engine maniac who buttonholed
you at every turning, and dinned into
your unwilling ecars the latest thing in
3% h.p., with magnets, and dwelt lov-
ingly on the automatic-valved four-
cylinder. Times, of course, have altered,
and much metal has fallen into the Ypres
Moat since, but the maniac is still with
us, under another guise—the machine-
gunner. He is, of course, to be also
found in his old role, in the Mechanical
Transport, or the Signal Service, but we
ourselves meet it as a Machine-Gunner.

He has changed his lay somewhat
however. In place of sparking plugs and
carburettors, he baffles, blows, and be-
wilders one with volleys of “Interrupted
screws,”’  “‘Buffer  springs,’’ “Feed
blocks,”” and the like. In dug-out, fire-
trench, listening posts, he will find you,
no matter where you hide, eventually
leaving you in a state of collapse with a
brain resembling a Futurist painting of
Shefficld—a whirling mass of blocks,
nuts, and bolts.

One of the most awful things that can
befall a man is to become a third party in
a ‘‘conversation’” between a Lewis Gun
merchant and a Machine-Gun expert on
the merits of their respective weapons.
As the M.G.E. has only a pitying con-
tempt for the L.G.M., and the L.G.M.
has ‘“‘no time”’ for the M.G.E., the con-
versation invariably terminates in a
brawl. A ‘“‘passage’’ between Mr. Tim
Healy and Mr. Dillon would be a very
quict affair in comparison.
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I am afraid there is at least one Hun
who—if he still exists—will have a very
poor opinion of our sporting qualities. A
regimental sniper, owing to a lack of
“live”” targets, was engaged in the pleas-
ant occupation of potting at a periscope,
perched invitingly on the Hun parapet.
The Bosch underneath, with a sense of
humour that is not usual with this species,
signalled hits and misses by means of
a trench scoop.  Unfortunately—for him
—the attention of a I'rench Mortar officer
was called to this stick being waved
about, and without further ado, he loosed
over one of his best and heaviest. Within
a very few scconds the topography of the
country in and about the vicinity of the
periscope was completely changed, and
the signalling ceased rather abruptly.

“TELEscorIc.””
- PR S

Soldier and Sportsman Too.
(WINTER 1914-1015).
As I was goin’ round the lines, in the
Trench of the N Brigade,
I saw a bloke with ’is tunic off, atoilin’
wilth pick and spade.
"I was sweatin’ and diggin’ for all 'e was

worth~—that I ses to *im ““’Oo are *

you?”’

‘e, “I'm a navvy—is Majesty’s

Navvy—soldier and navvy, too.”’

Now 'is work begins by Gawd knows
when, and 'is work is never th rough.

'E’s got 'is watch'in the Trench to keep,
besides the fatigues to do.

'E ain’t a particular skiffler "im—soldier

and navvy, too !

Ses

And after I met *im all over o France,
adoin’ most cverything,

Like "urlin’ ’imself on the wire fence to
talle to the Kayser King;

'E lives in a ditch wol was christened a
Trench—1"m tellin’ you what is true,

'I's a kind o' amphibious animal, soldier
and sailor, loo !

There's water enough to float a platoon—
the like as I never knew,

You could go for a float in a deep sea
boat, or paddle your own canoe—

And that’s the life ’e’s a leadin’ G
soldier and sailor, too!

'E takes ’is chance in the Fire Trench—
with the shells a buzzin’ about,

'E’s quiet as mice in a night attack, and
‘e shouts when it’s needful to shout.

And e sticks 'is job with ‘ardly a grouse
—a damn Lough bullet to chew,

It's mowy as abas always, ’is Majesty’s
Pommy—soldier and sportsman,
too !

When ’e took on 'im, the Kayser Bill, 'e
bit off mere than "¢ knew,

lror whether it’s diggin’, or whether il's
fightin’—King George's' work is to
Qo-—

You leave il to Toimy=—"is Majesty’s
Tommy—soldier and sportsman,
too !

STAND-TO.
(With apologies to Rudyard Kipling).

Seats of the M 1ighty.

IIT.—THE Abpjurant BIRD.

OT a rara avis this; there is one to he
found, after search, in most mu-
scums and units.  ‘This particular

one greeted me, when I eventually
tracked him to his lair, with his familiar
cry of ““Cheery, oh!” As he had ap-
parently forgotten the respect due to my
age and position, I responded, in as flip-
pant a tone as I could, and a fair imita-
tion of the sound. “T'his scemed to please
him, his rosy rotund face beamed, while
he blew a cloud of smoke through his
lips. I must remind my readers that I
had found him lolling in a chair, behind
a table littered with papers of all sizes and
colours.  Though this bird POSSESSes
wings, they are only fancy ones, or
“‘wings of fancy,’”’ and he cannot fly. He
has been secn on horseback, sometimes in
the saddle, but he informs me he has no
use for this form of progression, as he
finds he seldom gets where he wants, or
clse the time is unduly accellerated.
“Your favourite pastime ?*’ I enquired in
a friendly tone. ‘“‘Salesman,’ replied
he, laconically. ““Oh I”” T said, unsus-
pectingly, “T thought you were othérwise
cmployed in military matters.”’ “Bought
it,” he rejoined. After due reflection he
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informed me he commanded Ptarpy’s
Light Horse, so-called, I presume, be-
cause they never rode horses. Also Artist
writer, and drawing-room entertainer;-

which of these pursuits caused the short,
quick steps with which this bird propels
itself, does not seem apparent. As we
spoke the telephone at his elbow buzzed.
e ” said he, “they arc always at it.
Hullo, . . . . Hullo,”” said he. ““ @h;
it’s you, is it? How’s vour father?
You're fatigued? . Oh, vour
Company fatigue—you mean working
party; of course, you find it, and look
sharp about it, Only one man and
party of 30 required? Never mind,
cheery oh !”’ This appears to be the
bird’s never-ending song, accompanied by
a twinkle in the half-closed eyes, and an
expansion of the eating-house orifice.
Turning to me with a beatific smile, he
enquired : ‘T rely on you for some copy
for The Mudlark—what about it?”
replied : ‘‘It seems to be doing moder-
ately well.”’

[ didn’t want to buy anything, and
this seemed a good ending to the inter-
view, so I bade him farewell, to which he
replied, as I expected, with the merry cry
of ““Cheery, oh !’

As I went I couldn’t help reviewing
his peculiarities, or perhaps I should say
‘‘points’?—

Why does he always wear his great
coat with lapels flapping round his chin ?

Why does he'never pull his brecches
up at the knees? Why do his gaiters look
like that?

Why does he take such short steps ?

Why is he always cheery ?

And the only adequate answer was :
Because those are the habits of our Ad-
jutant Bird. THE MaAJor

(Nog?Alf 1)

TuE Apjurant Birp.

Regimental News.

HE following are to be congratulated
on having attained Commissioned
Rank :

SERGTS. GODFREY and CUTLER.
Sergt.  Godfrey enlisted in 1904, and

joined the 1st Battalion at Jhansi in 1gos.
He served with the battalion from that
time on until wounded in the knee at
Givenchy.  When sufficiently recovered
from his wounds he served on the East
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Coast with the Signal Section, but tiring
of this he volunteered for the Front, and
joined his old battalion in the latter end
of 1915. He was for a time employed
with the Quarter-Master, and afterwards
at the 3rd Army School. His new regi-
ment is the roth R.W. Fusiliers.

Sergt. Cutler enlisted shortly after the
outbreak of hostilities, and was sent to the
Front early in 191r5. His abilities were
quickly recognised, and he soon reached
the rank of Sergeant. He served with
the battalion in ‘B’ Company from that
time oi1, and won the good wishes of both
officers, N.C.0.’s, and men. His new
regiment is the st Shropshire Light In-
fantry.

By the death in action of Sergt. Free-
man and Pte. Hawley, the battalion has
lost two more of the original Fxpedition-
ary Force. Sergt. Freeman was a strict
disciplinarian, and was well liked by the
men of his platoon, by whom he will be
greatly missed,

Our best congratulations to the —th
Battalion on their successful operations
near Carnoy.,

Condolences to the —th Battalion and
their newly-joined C.O. on their misfor-
tune in having their new ‘I'renches hom-
barded and raided within a few hours of
taking over.

The “Whizz Bangs Divisional Enter-
tainers” gave us of their hest during the
last rest period. A visit to their hut is a
treat, which should not be missed by any-
one. All thoughts of War vanish when
listening to their songs and jokes, and one
is only sorry when the time comes to go
“home.”’

B

About 400 of the battalion were lucky
cnough to listen, on the 24th May, to a
most entertaining and interesting disser-
tation by Major Campbell, of the Gordon
Highlanders, on the “Spirit of the
Bayonet.” It was indeed a pity that
there was not room for more in the
“Whizz Bang>® hut. All who heard

Major Campbell must have been very
much impressed by what he said, and it
is hoped that they have imparted the
various points mentioned to those who
were not as fortunate as they had been.
The main point, ‘“I'raining,’’ is necessary
in all the various walks of life, but per-
haps in nome so much as in preparing for
War—a soldier’s life.
£ 4
REGIMENTAL, SPORTS:
27th May &7 9164

A short but capital'programume was got
through in fine weather, before a large
crowd, and proved very successful, some
capital fun being witnessed in the differ-
ent events.

As wusual, the Tug-of-war provided
plenty of excitement, and ended in “A*
Company retaining their title of Regimen-
tal Champions, a title they won in Alder-
shot nearly five years ago.

The Obstacle Course was not a really
difficult one, but caused the competitors
to blow pretty freely by the time they
reached home.

The Cockfighting, Wheelbarrow Race,
Sack Racing, and Three-legged Race pro-
vided plenty of amusement, both to spec-
tators and competitors.

The Wrestling on horseback was ex-
cellent.  The horses (steady old files)
seemed to enter into the fun, and backed
just as they should. Result : Plenty of
torn shirts and scratched backs.

Tilting the Bucket, always a popular
event among the troops, proved as at-
tractive as ever, loud shouts being given
when ““Charlie Chaplin®® was neatly
ducked.

Much amusement was caused by Pri-
vates Mould and Wise, the speech from
horseback by Mould (“‘Charlie Chaplin”’)
being greatly enjoyed. “I’m proud of
you men,”’ he said, “but you must wait
torts”

A collection made on the ground by
Sergt. Jukes, in aid of the Bedfordshire
Prisoner of War Fund, realised the sum
of 50 francs. ‘I'he amount has been for-
warded, and receipt will be acknowledged
in the next number of The Mudlark.

b

————— -
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Light Weights, L /c. Daggar, “A” Coy.;
Middle Weights, Cpl. Neale, “D”’ Coy.;
IHeavy Weights, Pte. Pigg, “D” Coy.
The prizes, which were subseribed for by
the officers of the Battalion, were distri-
buted by the Commanding Officer: A
special prize was awarded to Pte. Day for
the excellent fight he put up with Pte.
Fyficld in the carlier stages.

The above interesting group was taken
“Somewhere in France,”” in a town which
is shelled by theé enemy on Mondays,
Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Thursdavs, Fri-
days, Saturdays, @and Sundays, and
bombed on other days.

No. 8765, Sgt. Quinceg®*A”’ Coy.Jand
No. 13045; Pte. Winclf; “A” Coy. Mare
very heartily congratulated by all ranks of
the Battalion on having the distinetion of
being the first of the Battalion to win the
new decoration i.e., The Military Medal,
which were “Immediate Awards’’ made
by the C. in C. The very kind wishes

conveyed to them both from G.H.Q.,
H.Q., Div., the Brigade Commander,
and O.C. Battalion, must have made them
feel how very much their conduct was ap-
preciated. The medal was granted to
them for endeavouring to bring back
Licut. Whittemore, who was mortally
wounded on patrol. May they live long
to wear it.

On Friday, 24th March, a fancy dress
dinner was held at Battalion Headquar-
ters, which proved a great success. Space
does not permit of our enumerating all
the costumes, but among the best may be

mentioned “‘Napoleon® (Col. Onslow),
“An Ancient Briton’’ (Lieut. Rex), “‘A
Roman Gladiator”” (Lieut. Sherry;, “‘P.C.
49" (Capt. Courtenay), “‘Charlic Chap-
lin”'  (Lieut. Beale), and, especially,
“Gladys” (Lieut. Sanders).  The pro-
ceedings began quietly, went on well, and
ended as all such shows do end !

The Brigade inter-platoon football
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tournament has proved a great succeess.
After sonmie very exciting matches, the fol-
lowing teams are left to play off the final -

D. Coy. 18t Bedfordshires ¢, D. Coyv. 1st
Cheshirgs, A thadbetsitg is in favour
R A oy,

in the Divisional Cempetition,  the

Battaljon team has reached the semi-finz i,

;“in

which will shortly he }l]l\ul off. If the
side maintains its previous form. i ought
to make a big bid for the championshin,
Private Brown, of “A?* Coy., has proved
himsclf one of the great suceesses of the
\s a centre-hall 128 not his
equals in the Division, ;

SCOSOTY h¢

A R R, S R S B

»(emortam

LINT. H

Killed 1n Agtiong

Killed in Action,

8198 CORPORAL,
Died of Wounds,

Killed in Action,

R

WHITTEMORE,

(1st_DBedfordshire
15577 PI""\’I‘F Wa

Jothd March,

20130 I’I\)I\':\TI‘:

31st March,

Regiment)

20tk March, 1916

GAMBLE,

1016,

A. WHEATTEY,

31st March sxeubs

F. WILSON,

IQ10,

__

WOUNDED.

See,. Lieut. O. A. R. BeaLg, toth March, 13174 Pte. W, H. CLIFION, roth March.
1916. 4 "70:5 v A BUMERFIELD, 14th March.
ec. Lieut, P. VyvyaN, 31st March, 1916. 13216 L/cpl. A. H. Woob, 20th Marck:
Lieut. . A. Rex, sth April, 1916. 19022 Pte. W. STAMFORD, 318t March.
7387 ,, E. Coog, sth April.
8755 Sergt. W. MURRELL, SEApril.  qo4r S M: BARNES, s5th April
14573 Corpl. F. W, DgxNIS, 30th .\Izm‘h: 13461 . ,, W. Jukgs, Sth April.
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