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“ Pup-Please Miss ! Sarge will be anzious

(Wot would you do, chums ?)



EDITORIAL
So you will talk .

HIS magasine most people will
think the best of the lot o
far, Of that I bave no doubt,

Why ? Because it is bigger, better,
brighter, breesier—and confaing a
mmioo pieture or two.

The question is why ie it better ¥
And the answer, quick as a flash,
straight out between the teeth, is
because vou have at last begun to
suppoart it

For many weeks now we have
banged and thumped the hard 8.5
gkulls te make you talle, and only
now are we getting the answers in
the shape of nice Juicy suggestions,
and niee fruity eontributions,

Smiles, our stafl artist, of course,
has: been straining at the bit for
quite a while. A South African
by birth, there are not many places
in the big wide world he hasn't
vistted, Now regardless of cost, 1
gay regardless, and once mors
regardless to the gestieulating
Finance Managers, we've let him
have hig fling.  But we want more
contributions from the artists in
the Brigade, Smiles in the course
of his TEM. duties with 68 can’
do everything.

The faet 13 we still need more
eontributions, particularly from 67

and 69, Come, ecome, my little
wails m the wilderness | Don't
be afraid! Drop me a linel
{(You don't even need a blood-
stained etamp, vou know,)

And what of the future 7 Better
still, Commando Notes will be
introduced next issue, and if they
are poor—well, they will be written
by each Commando, se you know
where the blame lies |

What we wonld like to know,
bowever, is what you want to know
in the way of sport. Do you want
anvthing ? My own view is that
yvou would like it in two parts—
one, old memories revived, and two,
the sport of the parish, our own
sporting events in other words,
Write us and let us know., Munro
is patiently waiting, And dom't
mind your language; his own ie
pretty bad at the moment |

The Mastersinger, the Posi
Corporal, the Padres, George, aided
by new stalwarts in the shape of
the Bweeper, Canopus, Eeks, Takke,
and Lecnard Street (TubR JumcLm
Boor’s big attraction for your wives

(Continued on page §)
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UR. storeman was talking (o
n bloke off @ mine-gweeper
ihe other day—XNobby ik
by name (the bloke T mean), He

consored] T Well—we'll have to
shivle o nmerery rhvines, so we've
pid e fow ol e end of this
RN

used to be on a eorvetle, nnd he Py the way, this Nobby is a bit
told me they had areally nifly way ol o L, "The slipper was giving
of eatching Nazi subs. Whin 0 i o Dblust one day and  said
gub wae located, the corvette “Clwk, wsoinetimes T think you
steamed round in g cirele, spraying  don't know the difference between
the wsea with greem i brinette and a  cor-
paint. It worked like | velte" * No gir,”  says
this, .snid Nobby ¢ _ ]. Nobby, “ I've only been
When the sub [ound s - . i a corvette, 1
everything quiet on top, o Prapnd  woulidn't know 17

it aml.:ted to come up
to perizeope depth and

got its periscope fouled %

with- the green paint.
Well, the Jerry thought
he was =till under water
and kept rising—what?
shoot him bhefore he could dive !
Nothing so crude! The boys
just let him keep rising and
shot him down with the ack-ack
guns at 400 feet !

Now here's a little thyme wyou
haven't heard—" There was 0
young lady from Cosham, who took
out her false testh to waeh 'om "

Ingentous Wood peckor

" )i you hear about
the two drunks who were
mucking about with o

. lla=hlight, flashing it on

and off 7 One of the
drinks flashed the light
on the ceiling and eaid
1 bweleln ean't elimb ‘st beam TV
Y Nopwe,” wnidd his chum, ¥ you aint
foilin' me with your bloody silly
Fricke, you'll wait 61l I'm at the
fop sl hen switeh the light off.”

It wns s hot hiere last summer,
we're fold, that even the mangoes
pob prickly hieat and had to be
dustedl with baby powder before

l
|
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picking off the tree, but that's
nothing much. A prespector in
Death Valley, California, saw a dog
chasing a jack rabbit during a
“ ponl " spell {they ean’t move when

peckers got to waork on the hard-
wood cable poles, and after
a hard day's work, found out
their mistake and flew up against
the ecables out of sheer humi-

liation. There was

it's hot) and, said
he, “May all my
children g Talt

handed bus drivers
if I lie—they was
both of ‘em walk-
11'Ig ] 1"

Be that as it may.
It's gqueer about ani-
malz, some animals
ido the darndest
things at times, such

a fellow in New
England, who was a
red-headed wind-
pecker hammering
Lell out of a granite
rock—this was in
bitter eold weather,
mind wvou He
thought the bird was
erazy, until he got up
& bit elo=er, and dog-

us  the woodpeckers
that used to be-
found electroeuted in
a cortain road where there were
high-ten=ion eables. They couldn’t
make it out, until one fellow
fipured it was suieide | The wood-

" Custom House™ Hearry

gone | what do you
think he saw ? Why,
the old man wood-
pecker was knocking out a shower
of sparks with his beak, while his
missus  hopped nimbly spark to
gpark mnd kept her feet warm |

Editorial

(Continted from pages )

and swecthearts), will earry on as
regular features, although space
will gradually be restricted to make
snappier reading,

What we aim at, you see, is to
produce g magagine that all ranks
will enjoy, all ranks AND their
folks at home, Don't forget them |
This magazine sent regularly will
be more eagerly sought after than
any other paper, because it is a
magazine about YOU. Not just a
monotonous record of your doings,
but, we hope, a record of vour own
thoughts and feelings through the
lips of the Brigade Bards. The
magazine, if it hasn't been before,
iz now SECURE, A one-anna

stamp will gend it back to the
old country, Ah, ves, when you are
an old man, & 8. E.A. campaign
ribbon with a Burma bar on your
bosom, and an old matchet cut on
your shin, think with what pride
vou will show your prandehildren
“this slim volume".

But, although T repeat myseli, the
one thing which has encouraged me
in my lonely vigil has been the in-
ereased interest shown by vou, the
third JumMeie Booxs readers.
Even thig present editorial achieves
its present low standard because at
last you said ¥ O.K,, Ed,, I'll talk."

Keep on talking, boys : talk big :
talk loud ; and above all talk fast !
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Now-—there's married harmony for

YOLL
Advice to a soldier in the 8th

wheel may have been captired or
put out of action, The hamdlebars
are in our hands, bub possession

Army :
the morale of the

* Please help to keep up

eivvies by writing home
more often |7

Talking about the Bth
Army—here's an Italian
communigud on the
fighting in Libya last
wear; “A Dbitter en-
counter developed last
night in the Derna
seetor. One of our
fighting patrols attacked
an enemy dispatoh
rider and foreed him to
dismount. After heavy
and prolonged fighting,

both his
tyres were punctured. The front

of the frame i= being bitterly con=

tested.”

An old maid went to
buy & Pekinese, The
Salesman picked up a
couple of good speci-
mens and said “ Now,
here's & pood bitch at
£2-10-0, or this one, a
real bargain at the same
price, or that biteh over
there at 3 quid”
Seeing the Ilady's
shocked expression he

asked “ Haven't you
heard the term  * bitch '
mndam 77 ¥ Yesx,  in-
she snapped, " but I've

wheel waz destroyved and if i2 con-
sidered probable

(L

that the rear Dboelore!

never leard it applied to o dog

1. 'Ahsauﬂh“ﬂ'uy from dahn *Custom

Mat a siviped awimile i the grmss
Nagtl Ukin' s fyce

He took & on twice

But the andmile weren’t in his cloas.

o A barmaid ealled Gembdine Jopp
Wi upholglered foo wmuch af the
Lo,
When she drew off a pint
Bha got all behind!,

Beomuze  #he  had Lo et
centre™ Lo make steed Che  glaan
was full (that was the gist of the
last fing before  censoring —=d.)

* alenid

. A Dutchman called " Potor Retic] ™
Wan sent howe on soven dogy’ Dief,
He slaggeved back pizaf,

With Ficld-Marshal Lizat,

And a botile of Schnoppe wp his alie].

A Dutchman ealled * Pieter Retief ™



NE of the most faseinating

debates that has ever oceurred

in the House of Lords
happened some two monthe ago,
but news of it did mot filter
through our eignal wires until
yesterday, owing to the fact that
a dead Indian had fallen on the
line as it passed the slight depres-
gion outside the Adjutant’s office,

gf;”:.{n’mfs f‘; a Hy heo
éf)’nm bi i

The fun all started when Bishop
Bell of Chichester asked that the
block-busting bombing of Germany
be stopped, presumably because
he considered that the blowing of
the German populace into pieces
oeeurred ag frequently as  the
blowing of military objectives. So
far just a low humming sound from
the back—then the old Seotsman,
Cosmo Lang, Ex-Archbish of
Canterbury, shoved his face in
where only Angel Bell had not
feared to fread, requesting that
the BAF ghould lay off the ancient
monuments  and  objets  d'aris.
“ Rome,” he declared, “ Rome is
an  eternal ity ¥ Infernal™

|
' HOME THOUGHTS

"; '|J from ABRO

AD

f;y l'-lﬁl f,{)w.l': C—qunj

came the echo from the door.
Then the fun started. Like sngry
wolves eclamouring to pull down,
and deveur, two old and eickly
oxen, their Lordships leaped in to
nttack the Bishops Bell and Lang.
(hr Lord Chaneellor friend, ex-
Chamberlainite Bimple Simon, des-
eribed it a= *pestilentinl heresy "'
—what do you know? Lord
Latham, punctuating his speech
with many loud booming thumps
on his portly chest, which put even
the dropping of four-thou=and
poundars in the shade, brought a
flush to poor Chichester's cheeks,
and cauged s white impassive
blanket to drop over the tight-
lipped face of Mathieson Lang's
big brother, Cosmo, “ You skunk "
one might imagine His Lordship

muttering,  “ You  unuiterable
yvellow-bellied  skunk.,”  Lusty
Latham, however, was nothing

daunted. * Your recent speech,
Chich,” he eried, “ has been right
up Goebbel's street. That little
runt has plastered it all over the
German vellow press. It has
mareover upszet the good old Bri-
tith Publie, and the Forces are
quite demoralised” (We lay 50
to 1 bar 0 that 90 per cent. of the
Forres didn’t bother one tit not ong
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tottle about it.) Then very wisely
their Lordships eased off poor
Chichester, who had dissolved inta
a fiood of holy tears, Ah, but
Cosmo, dour Beot that he is, did
not mind the attackers. As they
turned on him with an even more
savage fury, he simply took a
gregter grip on his sceptre, “ My
son," eried Lusty, “is worth a
helluva lot more to me than a
censor-cut-it-put Romnn  build-
me “Do you mean to say,
Cosmo,” trumpeted Lord Tren-
chard, who is enid to have the
loudest and most penetrating voice
in all the world (excepting in
America) ; indeed when the sirens
in. Surrey broke down—but that's
beside the point, Do vou mean
to =ay, you fat old slug,” boomed
Trencheoat, “ that you want a new
set of rules and regs. issued to
the RAF, for Archbishop or ne
Archhishop, you're 8 — optimist.
They have got more than enough
already.” “Food for Goebhel's
guns " piped up Lord Winster, that
rritating  getter-up of  blokes'
backs, “ and bad for the morale.”
But Cesmo only snarled back al
them. Good old Cosmn, even
when he’s wrong he sticks to his
guns, It's the same spirit which
mad® his other brother, Murshall,
rise right to the top of the Preshy-
terian Church | e didn't even
emile sweetly when Jewhoy Lord
Samuel tried to help him out, des-
ite another broadside or two from
usty, No, Cosmo just drew his
mouth  down, and  solemnly
damned the lot of them. What o
great old eountry iz ours | And
what good blokes old Chich and
Cozzy are! After all as Wins-

ton’s own order sove  “ every
practical step should Lo fuken,
consistent with the necessity of
war, to avoid and prevent need-
less destruction ™, it is just ue well
to keep everybody in mind of it
by aceasional happy little srgu-
ments eBuch as the one recorded.
The tragedy of it all lies in Bishop
Bell’s appeal against the killing of

German eivilisns. Of course it s |
wrong, Chich, but then according |

to your Christisn standards, so is
the killing of German soldiers, T
h'a\"nn'i heard you protest against
that !

J.rf)i lex rgf)anumf

And so newly marriad Poter of
Yugozlavin = newly  married,
What 1 mean to say i= that when
4 shorl while ago he visited Cairo
it didn't scem like he'd ever get
muortied, sueh was  the loving
“eare"  his supporters afforded
him. 1 don't koow, mind you.
I'm no grest  brain, And 1
haven't got a red-haired lover in
the Serbian eourt (or is that an-
other eountry 2 ) but this is what
I think. There are two parties in
Yugosluvia, the ducks and the
thrakes, the aristocraey and the
peaple. Colonel Diraja the-fellow-
with-the-funny-pame leads the
ducks, Tito the drakes, The ducks
of course say they are fighting for
their king, the drakes for their
eountry—and Peter being a good
lad lng snid he wants the drakes
to win. No wonder then that he was
4 virtual prisoner while in Egypt,
for all the refugee Government

{Continued on page 25)
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Hon. 17th Day of Auspicious Month of May . . .

H, this so wearyful war ! To-

day I giving thanks to so

honourable and  estimable
ancestors for peaceful evenings,
when up coming Lient, Myasaki
and saying in irritable fones to me
“ Private Matsumoto, lazy pig!
Shameful one | Always you sleep-
ing when Hon. duty calls ! Go unto
the uttermost limits of the cleaving
and looking for signs of enemy.”
So 1 going unto uttermost limits
of clearing and sitting here on
thi= spots to observe soo detest-
able enemy, same -being vile
Commandoes, mmnrdinig to Hon,
intelligence report. Vile Comman-
dos are number of strange-like
criminals, Lieut, Mpyasaki eay,
wearing on piglike heads foolish
little green hats, They crawl about
on the ground like fat slug, say
my Hon. Lieut., or jump aboui. on
ropes like monkey people. My
cousin, however, very fine Hon.
Sergeant, he ﬁghl. Commandos
before, and he say Commandos very
big killing men. Hon. Sergeant
Cousin’s Hon. spectacles shot off
Hon, nose by emall insignificant
Commando. How 1 hate vile

Commandos | They do not even
fight ju-jitsu elean but have very
tnany breakages of the rules. . . .

Well, 1 sitting very quiet like
mouse for considerable times,
meditating en Hon. Thusness of
Things and Rightiulness of Divine
Nippon Mission to civilising bar-
barous world, All the time secing
not any gigns of enemy, only hear-
ing sweetful singing of bird in
branches topside. My fears soon
fiy far off. Presently, rice ball from
previous meal passing through Hon.
Intestines and engendering rum-
blings and inward distressful-
ness. 1 therefore saying to self
“ Takehiko Matsumoto, pretty soon
you committing shameful blunders
in so necessary pants if not care-
fulls,* Therefore 1 eonsidering
gituations from all angles and
arriving at foregone conclusions.
S0 I departing to banks of Hon,
chaung and preparing for necessary
disposal of inward distress causing
wastefulness.

Well, T squatting in propitious
places according to planes, soul
being flowing over topeide with Hon.

{Continued on page 28)
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Padres'

Column

11 DILATE wrote a title, and
put it on the Cross. Do
vou know what it wos?

It waz this : * Jesus of Nazarcth.

King of the Jews" NWow as he

knew wvery well that it was the

Jews who had condemned Jesus (o

die, it seems likely that this wus

written by Pilate in a spirit of
mockery. Yes, it might read,

“Pilate mockingly wrote a title,

and put it on the Cross—Jesus of

Nazareth, King of the Jewboys,"”

At one time or other in a man's
life, he iz honest with reality, and
faces up to the major problems of
life, those sinister elemental prob-
lems it is not nice to brood about.

At sueh a time Christ eomes in for

congiderntion. He considers of

course a lot of other things as well,
does this saoxious man, o his
attempt to find an angwer. He may
imagine Science answers all prob-
lems, He may fancy Nature. He
may simply shrug his shoulders,
and fall back on the exeitement

10

of living, finding there o rvefupge
from all his fears of (wilure and
extinetion, Or he may ng s many
do merely seek comfort in the
shelter of & wife and home. But,
to be fair and ressonable, he must
consider Christ. And if, and when,
he does, he must write a title, and
put 1t on His Cross before he ocan
move on,

What then is the title that you
have written ? Ig it one in moekery
like that of Pilate “Jesus of
Nazareth, King of the Jewboys ? ¥
Or written with indifference * Jesus.
What does it matter anyway ?"
Or in dispust * Jesus the Nazarene,
son of {ood my foot.” Or an angry
"King Jesus indeed. A Tiar and
a Deceiver,”  Or a disappointed
*Jesug the Visionary, The religion
whieh does not work.” Or a philo-
sophie. " .Jesug the Carpenter, A
good man and a troe, but o dead
man of eourse.,” Or in a epirit of
despuir * Jesus the Christ, Would I
eonild believe in Him.”

(it here where the sun is as a
burning fire, and melts down the
line edge of our minds, it is diffieult
to turn o thoughts to these things.
We are lost in an spparently
impenetrable  davkness.  Bepanse
we nay not live tomorrow, we only
live today |

Through the blanket of the dark
cores the voice of Christ, however,
reading the title which God has
placed on the Cross, “I am the
Lighl. of the W{:rlri; whosoever
believeth in Me shall never abide
in darkness.”

‘There iz peape for the soul in that
title, and hope, and comfort, and
courage, and the love of a Father-
God, It 3= the final word.



THEOBOLD
AND HIS
GOLDEN
EGGS

by PIZI
FT) ID 1 ever tell ve aboot
D Angus M'Lean’s parrot,

Theobold 77 asked Jock,
as he laid three large double whis-
kies on the har before the three
thirsty  commercial  travellers.
“Angus M'Lean ve won't mind
fer he left Seotland forty year ago,
but Theobold ye must hiv heard
on. He's waorrld famous in
Cilesea |

Angus ye ken went tae Austra-
lagin fer taue make his fortune
looin’ fer gold. The odd thing wis
he appeared tae hiv fund hit, tae.
But then his mither wis a Meikle
frae Mussleburgh they said, an’
whit they East Coasters eannae
find’s no" warth lookin' fer !

There wis fower ither propee-
tusors near o' Angus' shanty.
Bill Clarke, NOT ealled Nabby,
& guy cried Taffy Williams,
George Thingmybob, an' Ginger
Harrowes, Ginger iz a Glesea
bov, used tae pluy for the Pol-
madie Chasers Fitba' Club, an' he
telt me this tale, fer he pops in
here mear every nicht ; on the
booze permanent he is.

laddies wis

The couniry these
warkin' wis eried the Stonevbroke
Ronge, an’ it wis & puidlike name
tae, fer Bill, an' Tafiv, an' George,
an' Ginger must hiv near broke a'
the stanes in it, lookin' fer gold.
Yet they couldnae get a drop. Not

a bluidy drep. (Same again?
OK.) They used tae sit aroon’
an' grummle, did Bill an’ Taffy
an' George an' Ginger, fer lack o
somethin’ better tae dae, an’ they
used tae grummle quite a bit at ol’
Angus, He'd been there lang sinee
gyne, yve ken. The fower boys
gi'ed him & veesit when they first
arrived, but he'd not been verra
friendly-like. Uncompromising sort
o' bloke, he wis, An' Theobold—
weel, he didnae help matters at
a'. Wonderimg whether ol' Anpus
micht not hiv a bottle up the lum,
Ginger sterted playin® up tae the
parrot, an’ he verra nearly lost the
end -aff his finger as a result. So
efter they got Ginger hurriedly
awa’, they decided tse leave Anpus
alone. He just worshipped that
parrot, ve gee, did the ol’ man,
An' then one day they fooud ol
Angus deid—lyin’ in hiz bed wi’

11
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his white hair eprawled ower lis
face, an' a wee picture posteerd o
Duncon clenchit in  his  haun',
But it wis whit wis written there
that mattered, *There's gold in
Theobold's cage. Treat him well,
an' he'll tell ye whaur the rest
ig! Taffy hid the pan at the'fit
o' Theo's cage oot in mnae time.
Three nuggets lay in there amang
the dirt. Yeller they wis, weller
like polden thoney. ‘An' fae
think,! says Taffy, ‘that that
there bluidy ol parrot kens whaur
the Klondyke iz It took a hit
o' expluinin’ tae George on coorse,
just whit it &’ meant, fer George
is no' yin o' they bright young
perfessors, but in the end even
George ketched on. O Angus
hid vin o' the biggest finds o' the
century it appeared, an’ il only
Theobold cid be made tae speak
it wis a' theirs.

They lookit at His Highness
then wi' new interest. He wis a
scraggy ol fella, wi' a red bealk,
an' bowly legs, an' a motheaten
green waisteoat, But he hid a guid
tongue in his heid, an’ a wverra
knowin' look in his wee black een.
He stared back wi' greal curiosity
at the fower blokes below him, an’
then started stickin® his tongue
pot at Ginger.

Ginger, if whit he savs is cor-
rect, took this verra well, In fact
he went an’ brocht the ol' blighter
a drink of owater. ‘Thirsty
Theobold " he says in a smarmy
silly sort o' voice, ‘drink up wee
wateries,! But instead o’ drinkin'
up the ‘wee wateries’ ol' Theo-
bold hid anither stab at bitin' off
Ginger's finger. ‘The — ol' —'

12

sereamed Ginger. ‘11l — well
wring hig — ald neek ! Don't be
a fool ' roars Bill Clarke, wrestlin'
the hatehet outa Ginper's haun,
‘Drop that axe, Ginger, Whit on
God's  earth are you doing 7
Don't you know that pareot’s
worth a million to us? We've got
to look efter 1t az if it were a
ruddy prineess.' Theobold eling-
ing on at the top 0" his coge sterted
tae laugh.

Weel, he hid i &’ hiz ain way
efter that, hid Theobold, The boys
imstalled him in a new cage an’
fed him up like a turkey cock.
They vsed tae nurse him in shifts,
fae, g if he wis the Prime Mee-
nister  Dhisself.  * Whaur s the
pold, the gold, the gold 7' they
witl ey, but a' that Theobaold ever
sl wis *You — off’ or *Awa’
an” — yourself.” Ah, weel, mony's
the time in the next month that
thisy sighed an' wished ol' Angus
hiiel been a bit mair trustin®. © We'd
hiv lookit eiter Theobold a' rieht’
aaiil Giinger, but the =1lence which
follivwed  seemiod  tae cast some
doot on thal remark. At last
Greoree, who up tae dete hid hung
haek an® #aid he hated the sieht o
Theobold, an' eid hiv chokit him,
begnn  tae try his  luck. He
sterted tace fuss aboot ol” Theobold
as if he wis his invilid mither,
‘ Pretty Polly’ he e=aid  until
Ginger eid stand no mair, an' said
he wis awa' oot tae be sick,
George, hooever, didnae weaken,
but fussed aboot giving Theobold
something tae eat, an' some
mair nice new fresh water. I
must <ay the ol’ bird was a bit put
oot by this, He sat watchin'
George wi' a dazed sorta look, the
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while he ehufiled uneasily aboot on
his perch. It wis obvious tae
everybody, said Ginger jealously
shoving his head in the window,
that the parrot liked George least
o' the lot. George, however, per-
gigted, an’ then when he started
seratehin’ Theobold's heid, the ol
bird suddenly came oot o' his
trance an' took the top joint off
George's finger.

‘ Think whit yer doin’, ye loon’
cried Ginger, delighted at the re-
sult. ‘ Just becos' you goes pokin'
ver big horny finger into the nice
wee parrot’s eage, yous get wild
when he bites you. Why, I'd do
the same masel’. ‘T'd like ve tae
try ' saye George, glarin’ balefully
at Theobold from the chair intae
which Bill an' Taffy hid dragged
him. The ol' bird wis hingin’ up-
side doony this time, wi' his blin-
kin' Lieid serewed rvicht side up
watchin' them a' Wi' his mooth
open, Bill Clarke in a stupid
sorta high-pitchit voice, keepin’
weel outa the way, hooever, sterted
tryin’ fer tae smooth him doon.
| Pretty Polly’ he says, ‘Pretty
Polly, Pretty Polly. Whaur's the
pretty gold 7' For a moment the
old russ hung there a second
longer, an’ then gettin’ fed up 1
suppose, he sterted tae speak.
‘Git t hell’ he =ays, “Git t
hell, Git t hell’ An' then he
whistled shrilly, which tock Bill
mair by surprise than the cussin',

Weel, fellas, things went on frae
bad tae worse. A new complica-
tion arose. Distrust set in. Ginger
canght Tafly Williams at two
o'elock one mornin’ wi' his heid
under Theobold’s cage-cover try-

L TOW

in! tae probe the seeret outa him,
on the ely like, As Ginger hid
got oot o' bed speeially fer this
verra purpose there is one helluva
then, It lasted toe mormin’
g8 & matter o' faet. Efter this
they a' began tae sleep wi' yin eye
upon their neighbour, an’ yin ear
upon Theobold. It affected their
health, tae ; they became so jumpy
that every time Theobold whistled
a shudder passed through their
bodies. At last things bein' des-
perate, they ea’ed a meeting, a
Sunday nicht it were, ‘The
question iss' said Taffy grimly
through the neise, for Theobold
was talkin’ awa’ tae higsel’. ‘The
question is who is going tae do the
work while who is goin’ tae wait
for him to be speakin’' Weel, 1
ask you, gents, human nature being
whit it is, d'ye think ony o' them
wid leave that parrot fer a mo-
ment, fer tae gang tae work ? Not
likely. An' wet if they didnae
work they were like tae stnrve.

It wiz Ginger who settled this
guestion strangely enough, He
volunteered tae gang oot an' work
jugt fer the joy o' gettin' awa’
frae Theobold. A Scotsman micht
hae distrusted Ginger on coorse,
But Bill, an’' George, an' Taffy
took a chance, They left Ginger
tap wateh ower Theobold, an' they
a' went aff tae work theirselves.

They began tas work on
Monday, an' by Tuesday Ginger
wisg in ﬁ}rdna}r. They mnever saw
him nor Theobold sagain, fer he
brocht him back richt here tae
Glesen. He slaved fer that parrot

(Contiued on page 28)
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“An enfomous Headguartery in the Arakan "
Reading from Lefi to Right :—
Slanding—
Capt. K. M, Pammenter, 16/16 EH., Maj. D. B. Drysdale,

RAM. Brig. W. I. Nonirsker, Muaj. R. A. Pigol, BM.
Capt, 8. 8. Richardson, £,

Capt. V. H. Mils, FEsez, Capl. . €. Hearth, BM.
Lieut. P. 5. Bozter, B.M. Liewt. D. E. Clilverd, i.M.
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Cwander; "porvidge and water; "rigamofing: ‘planning of the eampuign; "low-ly

Whit Dennered Loon Wid Cry * Retreat *

Whit donnered loon wid ery *° Retreat "
Tae Scotland's sodjers, herpes a' ?
We'll seatter, maybe, ower the heather,
Bl never al that coward's ea’,

We'll bend oor brogues wpan the hill,
An’ taigle roon™ aboot a bittie,

But wha wid say we did retroat—
That word for Scatsmen isnae pretty !

We'll lrve on drammach, and on spirits?
Clappermaclaws® but sodjers still,

The while oor chieftaing af the busfin®™
Wark awa’ wi' richt guid will,

We'll shulle aboot the netherlows

Herts adirlin’, ca’in’ canny—"

An’ then when the fiery cross comes roon’,
We'll wp an’ gie them a dunch wma mennie !

Wi bagpipes skirlin’, an' drwms forbye,
We'll draw oor claymaores, hug oor targes?
An' then, wi' the time o' waitin' ower,

We'll show them hoo a Scotsman charges.

Whit donnered loon wid ery * Retreat ™
Tae Seotland’s sodjers, heroes bemn ?
Aye, a guid strateegic withdrawal the day
Is a rantin’ viclory the morn !

JOCK.

hille; “thuvmping, gommg carefully; “blow and *shielde—Translalions by Editﬁ
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Litile PPoems—3

Yosterday T was on Ben Dovan
With a gold sun in the shy;
Waist decp in the clowds I sfood,
And @ hawk went swifting by.

Waist deep in the clouds I stood,
And neck deep n my dreams—

) Ben Doraon is a magic mountain,
Far wore than what 1t scems,

Yesterday I was on Ben Doran.

The waerring world had gone.

It was the soft voice of Ben Doran
Encouraged me go om

Come and Join Us

I fell en my back

After word from the quack

That my trouble was teo hot to handle;
Ro to the old O.018,

I wend [feigning distress)—

And now for a small spot of scandal,

Life is just fine,

You lie in till nine,

Then to show that yow're terribly brave,
You get up for khana

Then, with a banana,

You turn in once more, for-a shave.

I sure recommend |
(If you've nothing to spend)

That you stay here as long as yoi. can,
Make friends with the germs

(Whatever their terms)

For the chorpoy's a joy,

The nurses—0k boy !

And one hundred per cent ¢ Lhe zeran!

F. C. B.

1w
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The Swallow

The Swallow s a graceful bird;

Heg visits us from Spain,

And, when the end of Summer comes,

He flies baock home apain.

Now on his way back home one day

He met a (eensored) hawl,

Who pulled all his (censored) feathers out,
And said * Now you (censored)—walk !

B.

S Clmbic™

Now although we're quite humble
We find time to grumbla,

Az we labour out here in the sun;
For its all sweat, sweat, sweat,
Till we're just dripping wet;
What an effort to labowr or run !

From the stroke of Réveillé
Forweard we sally,

Snorting and breathing oul fire;
Around the Char Wallah

Cfallons of ten we swallow,

Then, Oh, How we start to perspive !

Ok, it's all prickly heat, .

Cr a boil on the seat,

For our blood is like woud in a sewer;
We're just like bad meat,

Though still zteod on our feet,

Instead of being wrapped round a shewer.
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How we gnazh our teeth;

It's with =ighs of relief

That we find time to rest in the shade;
And we think about ive,

Oh wouldn't it be mwice—

Just a big glass of cool lemonade,

It's not easy to please

At o hundred degrees

With your temper all ruffled and frayed :

At your chum then you'll grumble,

And away he will stumble—

You'd have knocked off his head if he'd stayed.

Then there’s ting of corned beef
To wreck you to grief,

There's such an abundanf supply;
And we really regret i,

Those at home cannal get i,
And zemnd ug roast pork in veply.

Furthermore there are pests,

Which erawl up your vests,

Causing lumps to appear on your skin,
And you loy in ab mghts

Serateh away at your bites,

And don't grve a damn then who'll win,

They say Hell iz warm.

Ii so Ul reform

And leave all my sins here to tofter;
For one Hell will do,

Without visiting twe,

And the other Hell cannot be hotter !

So stick it then, chum,

And don't ook so glum;

The whole world notes your endeavour;
Crive all youw've pot,

Until the last shot,

('heer wp, pal, it can't last for ever.

R F.R.
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BALLET

AND ITS

MUSIC

by the MASTERSINGER

VERYONE must have heard
Ballet musie at one time or
other, but not everyone has
artually seen Ballet performed.
Ballet is in fact the blending of
musie and dancing on the stage in
such 1 way se to convey an idea
or a story without words. The
whole suecess or failure of a Ballet
depends upon the delicate balance
of those elements composing it :
the musie, the decor, or dressing
and scenery designs, the etory, that
is the literary or dramatic part,
and the choreography, or move-
ments and sctions of the dancers.
When a composer writes &
picce of musie, he usually has
some inspiration or other, The
art of Ballet, then, is the enacting
by the daneers of the COMPOSET's
mental picture. There are two
ways m which this may be done,
particularly as it affects the musie.
First, it may be faken as a mere
rhythmic accompaniment to the
dancers, like bull-room music, or
as partner to the dancing, equal n
importance both in mood and in
movement,

28

The first type, the older idea,
has produced, and continues to
produce, much that iz admirable.
The music of Tehaikovsky and
Debussy is typieal of what 1
mean. Le Lac des Cygnes, Casse
Noisette, L’Apres Midi d'une
Faune, and Le Sacre du Prin-
temps, each s perfect piece of
work, all eome epringing into my
mind, One thinks, too, of Saint-
Saens’ La Cygoe {Tim Hwan)
daneed by the great Pavlova as
the Dying Swan Ballet. Also in
thie school, however, iz much that
is unplayable today. The works
of such composers as Pugno and
Minkus are gquite unworthy of the
tremendous attention that was paid

to them by dancers, choreo-
graphers, and the intelligent
publie.

Fokine, a choreographer of the
twenties, and Isedore Duncan of
the same period, by proving that
it was possible to dance fo the
classics, did much to enbance the
reputation of the second coneep-
tion of Ballet music. Ballets such
as  Chopin’s Les  Sylphides,
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Brahme' Choreatim to his Fourth
Symphony, Les Presages to the
well-loved Tehaikoveky Fifth, to
quote a few, prove how right they
were. Largely as a result of thewr
efforts the great living composers
are co-operating with Ballet to
form dramas of dancing previously
undreamed of in any school of

Ballet. Trom Russia comes the
mugic  of  Rimsky-Korsakov,
Teherepnin, Boredin, Prokofiey,

and Stravinsky of Fantasia fame.
From France, such music as that
of Auric and Milhaud ; while in
Englind we  have  Vaughan
Williams, William Walton, Con-
atance Lambert, Bax and Bliss,
sir Thomas Beecham iz owed a
terrific debt by indueing the king
of the Imperial Russian Ballet,
Diaghileff, to bring his famed team
of choreographers, dancers, and
musicians acrose the channel,

This is an enlightened age, and
one thing which these troubled

vears have brought it a new
interest in Ballet, partly through
the medium of the screen, more
largely, however, through the
efforts of such brilliant eompanies
ag Sadlers Wells with Frederick
Ashton, Robert Helpmann, and
Margot Fontyn ; Ballet Jooss with
Kurt of that name as the lead; °
and others like the International
Ballet, the Anglo-Polish, and
Lydia Kyasht's promising young
company,

Ballet in my opinion is on the
brink of great things. Tts publie,
although still limited, is propor-
tionately ureatly increased, People
are more and more finding it »
new and exciting art, whose value
ag an uplifting form of entertain-
ment and 21 an eseape from the
sordidness of life is  probably
unigue, embracing as it does the
music of great masters, and the
grace of great dancers, with the
plamour of the theatre,

Home Thoeunghts from Abreoad
(Conlinued from page 8)

miniong there are ducks, With
Tito just across “Qur Sea”
they weore bound to watch 'im
like 'swks., 1 must say I like
Peter, and T think he will make a
good king. He has said he wants
to lead the Berbian people, Tt 3=
up to them to return the eompli-
mwent once their country is free,

Sordy | sllacd

So the old Beottish Golf Cham-
pion  has passed on to the

Paradise Club on his 75th
yvear, Bandy hae always been a
bit of a wonder. Even in this year
of his death he could still smite »
lusty ball down the fnirway, He
holed out from the tee on nineteen
oceasions—surely an  unbeatahle
record. The first bloke to win the
Open with a rubber-cored ball, 1
still think of him ss hacking all
gorts of curious objects round the
old course ai 8t. Andrews, Skin
balls, wooden balls, stone balls,
ﬁnﬁ of course on Fridays fish
alls,

bl




REPLIES TO YOUR LIVE LETTERS

Haove you a good eure for priekly
heat T I not: con T bhe sent home

wiih k¥ —BICK. 94

We lnve several enres for prickly
hent. But noene of them work. 10
it iz ony comfort to yvou, howover
all the nubobs bave acote prickly
Lient, But; then, the only exercise
they ever tike is semtching. Apart,
of eourse, from jumping to eonclu-
EiOnE

To scitle a fleree argumient, can
sou tell os whnl cormed Doeefl
roally consists of and whoai fis
proper consisteney shonld be ¥
~FOUM SGTS. G

Corped beef, sommetimes known ne
|_|pr-;:-.'|:-'|} beet, 13 made II:_".' W Yoy
5;||:'|-i_|1| PrOCEss, It & rathor dull wo
gather.  Jusl 6 lot of deeary el
unwilling bulls being gushed through
a gigantic spmy. Consisteney should
be ae for wot spwihet, The eolour
varies aecording to the diet  and
temperament of the bull. The last
consionment we had was milk while
wnd cornflower blue,  The officinl
explanation olfeved  wis  thut

24

Ferdinand hod pot mixed up in the
nssembly line. Bot we thick 36 was
un Achnuenery  imstructor,

NReferenee Bagpipes. WHY T

—SASSENACIE. GG

Bappipes, we gather, were ori-
minally  jummed into the mouths of
hayveeod  Highlanders by their
womenlolk Lo prevent them  maleing
even tuder noises, and hiting their
puile. To the old davs they wermn
much guicter owing to the ampuntb
of porrides that vsed to acoumulate
in the bag omd reeds.

Boe we have (¢ open a Second
Froni with Japan? ©Or jusi eni
open e one he's got ?

—CTRIGUS BOGT. 60

A tiny little Jupancse woman who
wns n Sers pilat back befomw the
wir told us that when she first went
an parnde ot Hitsinahasi Air Train-
ing Centre she wes told to look to
her fromt. Her doughter, now o
personnl spiper to the Emperor, {re-
quently gets told the =ame thing.
We dont know whal  this meonos,
But it may answer vour guestion,
Curious Boet. . . .




THESE

ARE .

- - ®
by LEONARD STREET

VISITED the canteen of 66

one evening recently. Tt was a

long, low, whitewashed, stone
building, somewhat dimly bt VELY
plensantly lit. There were plenty
of tables and comfortable chairs.
and, for not meany pee, you could
get a glass of iresh lemon and a
bun. All the usual things were on
gule of course, but I mention the
fresh lemon and the bun because
I had thege myself. They were
gond too,

The men were seated around the
tables in small groups, talking.
The eanteen wuas, a5 service can-
teens go, quiet—due no doubt to
the strennous exercise 66 had just
completed, Outside the red sun
was sinking behind the palm trees
and the light= of the rickshews
fitted  dimly by like will-o’-the-
wisps as the coolies plied their
usual husy trade, Intrnr[uump, -
self, I got talking to quite u few of
the lads. T had two questions for
them. What was your job before
the war ? And what job do you
liope to get after it iz over ? They

OUR PEOPLE

were all delighted to talk about
heme, and 1 found no signs of pes-
simism, These were men who
would make & show whatever deal
was Wﬂiting for them. P]"ivntﬂ
Gieorge ®mith, for example, o single
man, aged 35, bore in Bunderland,
Bl qum a mt to say for himself,

‘U1 worked in an Und(,rground
Ammo Dump which won't be
necessary after the war, but des-
pite that T am quite confident I
can make a living, 1 did odd
Jobs all over England and Wales
after I left the® mines in Sunder-

land. If a man's got a pair of
hands wou see, he need never
want. I must say, however, I

don't think much of the future of
the miners.” A.couple of Welsh
miners aitting by modded their
heads, * Az for this talk that the
women will keep us chaps out of
jobe when we get l,uu-L thal's an
much bull. A woman’s plaee ig in

-the home when fimes are novmal,

If zhe won't stay there [here will
probably be a revolution, I know
if I ever marry there certainly will

o5
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be in my house” Private Ivor
Smith, 25, single, from Ebbw
Vale, then spoke up. “ My own
job was professional Rugby =0 1
don't think I have much to fear
from ihe women. But whether I
go back to the 1e when I am
demobbed is doubtful. I am get-
ting too old. The men who are
going to be best off are those with
written agreements. My  own
brother, for instance, before he was
ealled up in 1939 was working in
Ebbw Vale Steclworks as a erane
driver, He got & written agree-
ment that when he was demobbed
he would get his job with his pro-
motion carried on. In 1943 he was
discharged on medical grounds,
He got his job back, and, after a
week, his promotion to foreman
into the bargain, That's what 1
eall o square deal.”

“Ah, but wait a minute” said
red-faced, quick-witted Cpl. Bot-
field, a young married man of 24
from West Bromwich.

“What's going o happen if
vou've nothing in writing 7 And
what's going to happen if they've
trained wup & youngster, or a
woman, who ean do the job as well
as you ! Do you think you'll get
the job back then ? Not likely.
I worked in a bottle factory in
Oldbury, Worcestershire. We sup-
plied botiles for .H. P., Worcester,
and the other sauees. Jam bottles,
whisky bottles, milk bottles, every
kind of bottle except beer bottles,
My job was to control the spread
of the glass, you might =ay, and
produee good shaped battles—or
et no ruddy money., Now myv job

& been taken over by somebody
else, and all the sorting of the

b

bottles i= done by women. There's
no law been passed vet as I know
to elear these people out after the
war, and being a non-union job,
there's nothing you can do about
it. If you strike you're finished.
Being a Commando of course
might help for when I showed my
boss the combined Ops. badge he
gave me half a quid, First bonus
I ever had 1"

" Do you think skilled men will
lose their touch after five years of
war?" T oasked. *I1  won't,”
gaid hig L|Cpl. A. Logan, County
Policeman from Largs, *In fact
mine should have improved.” The
general opinion here - was, how-
ever, that a craftzman never
forgets, and can fit himself into
new variations of the same job

uite readily, * There’s milz
thing,” said young 22-year-o
Pt:# Robert Burns  Millar,

Clalashiels, “1 don't want to go
back to my old job at all. I was
a wool sorter in Gala, a puller,
pulling out the different grades of
wool after it had been softened in
the roller machines and the sweat-
ing houses, Bending these bules
all over the world makes me want
to follow. Australia is a big wool
eountry, and Capetown a vVery
big centre ; lovely wool, too. I
feel like pushing off there, al-
though maybe I'll change my
mind again when see Gala
Water,” Time, however, was up
and the fighting men of 66, who
have done such a fine job in other
theatres of war already, swallowed
a last nimbo pani, and rode
off in state in their rickshaws, I
feeling rather sentimentsl pre-
ferred to walk.




HIS is sbout cobras. Not the
gort that arve carried round
in  basketz gnashing their

rums and nattering about the old-
age pension, but the young and
vigorous gner which lie 1n wait [or
the unwary, toothsome traveller,

The ordinary Indian cobra may
be found almost anywhere. And
it mav be of almost any colour—
probably taking on some of the
charaeteristies of ite background.
It scems to be fond of human
beings and will often take up its
dwelling amongst them. 1t usually
choozesz to Live 1n rubble, or crev-
ices in walls—but it may have a
Jondness for bashas,

The cobra, when disturbed,
usually prefers to snake off rather
than stand up and talk back to

vout, I, however, vou are very
close it will erect itself. The
head, with its charncteristic ex-

tended hood, will sway to and fro,
ready to strike. As much as a
third of its body may be off the

ground, the rest coiled like a steel
gpring, There is only one thing to
do thea, And it's diffieult. KEEP
STILL, If you do not move at
all, the head will drop and the
cobra glide away.

At any rate, the adult =nske
will, " If you meet a vyoung or
adolescent eobra you may not be
so lucky. Even the smallest, 8 to

10 inches, are dangerous. And
extremely bad tempered. They .
mellow somewhat with age..

The hood i# the most obvious

identifieation mark of the ecobra.
It 1= dilated when the creature is
disturbed and has s distinctive
spectacle-like mark on the back.
Ask it to keep still while you go
round and have a look. Ii you
are identifying a dead snake you
can spot the cobra by his fwo or
three bands of nearly black belly
seales under, and below, the neck.
Don't ask me how to distinguish
the neck,

n
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Some other useful things to
know about the cobra—in popu-
lated areas it i# happiest ab night;
it moves fast by land and in the
water ; it has 8 very loud, pen-
etrating hiss; and although its
eyesight i= excellent, it is deaf.

You may wonder bow snake
tharmers overcome this deafness.
Do they fit their pets with tiny
carphones, you ask. The answer
is that the =nake is [ascinated not
by the musie but by the move-
ment of the pipe. It is the slow

rhythmic swaving of the charmer's
home-grown flute that produces
the same movement in the reptile.
Only Heotsmen will wonder why
it wouldn't, anyway, reaet to the
rmusie.

Il you doubt these statements
I advise you to paste adhesive
tape over your favourite cobra's
eves, play him a Bing Crosby re-
eord, and watch reactions,

Next month we'll introduce you
to the viper. (No Izzy, NOT
vindsercen viper,)

Private Matsumoto’s Diary
(Conttreued from page &)

Righteousness and Strength that
coming only to Children of Divine
Nippon People such as I—when
something wet pressing Hon, back-
gide and blowing snortfully like
Steam-engines up Hon.  Funda-
mental Orifice | Bushido ! 1 leap-
ing like =0 startled Jack Rabbits
and depositing sell in  painful
thornbush in  foregrounds, Oh !
Spirit of Hon. Ancestors in &0
doing 1 bumping so vicious Bees
Nest in bush | They giving me
Hon. Hell like Billy Oh! Your
tellings me ! Oh Heaven born,
wiy sending this miserable per-
gons to die in so barbarous Burina.

Oh, wile Tojo. I putting Hon.
foot in Taee if 1 sceing you now.

Vile thoughts thusly filling mind,
this person leaping in ehaung and
submerging unto limits of probizeus
for considerable passage of time,
Now what thinking you is insidious
eause of trouble? Pretty soon I
finding out. 1t is nought but =0
lzmeful old water buffalo who up-
setting me, And he heaping insults
on Hon. head by coming in ehaung
for dip besides so crestfallen
Takehiko DMatsumoto.

Thiz ending diary until swellings
subsiding next month.

Taxkn

Theobold and his Golden Eggs
(Continued from page 13)

fer years, did Ginger ; spent pear
a' his money gettin’ hit guid grub,
an’ keepin' hit warm, but wid it
tell whaur ol' Angus’ gold mine
wiz? Not a word | Last winter—
ve'll mind there wis a lot o fin'
aboot—Thesbold caught a cold an'
died. Ciinger's been drinkin’ heavy
ever gince, but he's enjoyin’ life

in & way he hasn't done for yesars.

The funny thing is, T hiv a
cougin in the Stoneybroke country
masel', an' he =ays ol' Angus
MTesn bocht these three gald
nuggets offa him at the bank.
Tneommon fond he was of Theo-
bold, wis ol' Angus. Uncommon
fond an’ devoted. Whit'll ye hiv 7”7




'3 NYWAY,” said the Very
Junior  Subaltern, “T
could find nothing wrong

with his turnout at all” He was

rather shaken, the V.J.8. He had
just inepected the guard and
found the Perfect Soldier.

The Very Seuior Subaltern was
seornful. “I could have found
something wrong with him I bet,”
he declared loudly.

The General, who was sitting
nearby, lifted one eyebrow and eye
until they peered over the top of
his Times of India. * It'= quite
possible the man was perfect,” he
gaid. “Of course, sir,” said the
V.B.5. hastily.

But an ineredible thing hap-
pened. Two there were without
fault or stain. They gleamed
where they should have gleamed,
They shone where they should
have shome. They were creased
where they should have been
creased, They were perfect. It
was unnatural—and the Adjutant,
the Orderly Officer, and the R.3.M,
all felt the challenge. TFor ten
minutes they tried to find some-
thing wrong with those two. They
examined the equipment minute-
ly ; stripped the rifles down to a
collection of nute and bolts—even
lovked behind the men's ears to

e "-.l"-;'r h ¥ I re- see if { they had
member, eon- waghed,
tinued the General YOU MAY GET Without result.
ruminatively, “I With tears in
remember . . . it his eyes the Ad-

was the socks that
did it really...”

"Did what,
gir 2" asked the
VBB and the
V.8, together, politely.

“Well . . ." said the General.
“We'd love to hear, sir” said the
V.L8. and V.88, in chorus. They
heard . . .

It was & very pussers guard
mounting parade. The Adjutant
was liverish, the Orderly Officer
was very keen, and the R.SM. had
i hangover, They were all out for

blosd. A trinily  of  hawklike
angels.  They overlooked nothing,
Extra guarde and drills fell like

MONEOOI THinE,

One man did not have his safoty
cateh applied. Another had o wad
of chewing pum abtuehed Lo one
of his back teeth, Yet nnother
had a copy of “ Frenchy Frolies "
ingide his battledress.

PROMOTION

by BILL ROSS

jutant  eonfersed
himself beaten. As
a lagt resort,
* Bergeant Major,”
he =aid, * feteh
the C.0."

Eventually the C.0. came. He
looked at the perfect pair and his
brow was black. “Take off your
boote ™ he barked,

Two pairs of snowy white gaiter
were reverently laid aside, Neat
recf knots were undone and gleam-
ing boots removed, There was a
deathly silence. “AH!" bellowed
the C.0. and leapt forward. Ome
man had a hole, a tiny hole, but
still o hole, over his left big toe.

But the other . . Hiz socks
were  clean, and delicately  por-
furied.  The heels were beauti-
fully  darned, denoting a salvage
eonseions mind.  He removed his

Comtimned om e 84)




ON THE
ROAD TO
FREEDOM.. ..

His name is + .

This month we again bring you a story
of an escape lg Freedom.
of a man now serving with the Brigade.

Y - -

The escape

T was bitterly cold. Peter and
I had been lying huddled to-
pether for over three hours,
1t was impossible to sleep, thouzh
we were tived bevond measure.

We just tried to get a little
warmth each from the other. We
were =0 wet and cold. We had

f:

not felt hunger for a leng time
now.

There was & heavy drizzle and
the mist was thick, It was very
quiet. Only the drips from the
eaves seemed loud in our ears
The rest was silence | silenece
which had been our cloak for days

. which had brought us so far
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and would take us farther . . .
silenee which was flectingly broken
by urgent hurried whispers direct-
ing us on the road to Freedom.
These whispers, and oceasional
brief messages, were our sign-
posts, anonymous signposte,

Peter lay very atill. I saw him
smile slightly and knew of what
he was thinking. Of what we
were both thinking. I had a sud-
den vivid picture of him running
gwiftly across a green field to
gather up a small red hall which,
with the athlete’s surencss, he had
flung to the wicket-keeper whilst
1 tried, vainly, to reach the erease.
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Afterwards we had langhed about
the funny English game of ericket,
But we had liked England and
had planned to go back again,
some day. Now we were going
back. Not to the England of
ericket and holidays, but a grim;
wartime England, which to us, and
to others, stood for Freedom.

Our little country had been
smothered. Nazis, Schupos, Grune
Polizei, Wehrmacht, Gouleiters,
all the paraphernalia of German-
ism had destroyed our life in
just a day and a night. The roar
of Nazi propaganda was tryving to
drown the dictates of our con-
seienee.

I remembered that dreadful
night when for endless hourg we
had driven our field guns to new
positions, The horses, etinking,
sweating, straining, could fAnally
go no more. * They're finished”
Peter had said. * Perhaps we are
ton. But those cricketers will
weleome another game 1" O
captain had hesrd us, ¥ You must
be out of traiming for ericket ™ he

had said. “Maybe you should
practice it again g0 to-
minrrow,”

Now we were lying in o smelly

otithouse  somewhere South  of
Baint Pricux,

There was a pound of clogs, the
echoes elattering hollowly against
the walle. Lamplight, a  lamp
ewinging a5 a4 hali-seen  figure

erogsed the yard, stooping as men
ito when they resent the weather,
We heard the latel elick as the
house door closed after him, So

this was the man who would
guide us across the Pyrénées.
This was the obseure French pea-
sant who, time after time, made
that perilous erossing, Who was
always ready to go apain because
¢ « . he, toa, wished to be [ree,

There was a sudden romble of
motor eveles. The first streaks
of down seemed to be trying to
as=ert themselves, to push back
the mist. The grumble grew to a
roar ; to a erezeendo, It burst
into the vard, splintering into grev

steel-hélmeted things, A door
gave beneath blows, Glass clin-

tered.  Voiees stabbed at each
other, Then a gun cut the grey
drizzle with its staceato finality.
It was an sutomatic and repeated
itself in short, deliberate bursts,
to the end of the magazine. It did
thiz twice. Then, like a film being
turned backwards, the helmets re-
turned to their machines, roared
out again into the mists from
which they had come.

The man lay on the floor of the
kitchen.” The homely red (tiles
were redder where he lay. He
was etill alive. “DMangez et
partez vite” e coughed. Then
he was dead. Upstaira, hiz wife.
The agony on her face showed
what she had known before she
died. Their daughter sprawled
geross the bedroom floor, just an-
other monument to Nazi war. The
two small children against the
wall, With innocence they had
wondered  what was  happening.
They were aboub thres, or four,
That was not even bestiality ;
that was fear,

(Con binered op paye S0
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| CONTRIBUTIONS are becoming more slentiful,  Paktichlarly
thase wthout name gnd gddress, so that we cownst retarn them.
With thiz in wicws, e pioet thiz column, Here, af the sign of the
Thice-legged Chair (the Adm. Officer won't play for some reazon 1)
are fo Be found the wnsncecsiful candidates. The rest are either
successful, or Deing " ast on® 6 bt lemger,  Turn on vewr Mitlo
pocket 385 then, and listen—

THE INCIDENT—J. M. H.
“The Doc says drop wvour trou-
sere, show me vour tongue, there's
nothing wrong, nnd what'=s  vour
complaint, all in one breath . . .
The Doe, Lhiowever, isn't the only
one in a hurry. A good idea is to
get hold of a plot first, and then
take vour time writing about it.

EGYPT—BARNES, Not just
clever enough, but come again.

COVER DESIGNS—8GT.
FRIEND and MNE. MOULLD,
By thiz time you know the stand-
ard required. The ideaz were
good, but the craftmanship not o,
Thanks a million |

ON BCARD A TROOPSHIP
—ANON, No title, no name, just
a sinister dark figure slipping
quictly through the door at might,
and dropping a little ghostly pac-
ket at opur feet. “In & mmere
flickover the faces and volces
around us have merged phantom-
wige into phantasmagoria ., . . "
Are you by any chance the skele-
ton in my cupboard ¥ Or are you
just wet T Seriously, T think you

eould write a good thriller. Why
don' you try ¥

ODDE AND ENDS—WIMPY.
Below the standard of your other
efforts, some of which I believe
have been published, ‘This is
NOT good. Give us more of your
ghort stories,

EVOLUTION OF CHEMICAL
WARFARE—PICK. A bit too
technical. The table on page 129

wag very interesting. What about
the life story of Dolly Dyes 7
Your “ Potholing” i= more our
level, Pickywicky.

MY ENGLAND -BEAUDIEU.
My heavens! Mon Dieu! I do not
expect to find you herel O la, la,
vou wrote this during a wet land-
ing, no ! Or in a republic house,
{Es ? Listen, fella, the Liffey may
woin your Enpland, but, if we
werg to print that, Een Trevor's
bovs would be all over us.

That's all today. Thanks for
the tin of bullybeef, Unknown
Admirer |

Hasta banana,
FREDDY,




HOME TOWN

gUM

By A. L. M.

HIS is addressed chiefly to

Brummies, for Birmingham,

seeond  biggest  city  in
England, is far from being of uni-
versal interest. It is filled with
so many people, however, that it
cannot but engender an  atmos-
phere all its own ; and the atmos-
phere of Birmingham (I speak
not: of the gaseouz content of the
air) is a happy-go-lucky quick-
firing industrious one. Being my
own city, of course, T love it. 1
love it from Cadbury’s Garden
City, where the roses smell of
choeolate, to the smelting works
and foundries, where your lunch
smelle of roaldust and whitehot
o,

Built on the southern edee of
the Black Clountry, parts of Brum
have risen above worked-oab eoal
mines, Thore i@ po mining now,
but what oller eily o the Tmpire
turme osil Boo mnny  wnonlaetored
metal goods ?  Tin brnve, laeks,
toys, trinkets—and now (anke |

What is the population of Iir-
mingham T 1 don't know, but i
must have been doubiled o [hose

vears of war, so great has been the
influx of Americans. There's a
buzz going around that Corpora-
tion Street has been renamed
Fifth Avenue | Do vou remember
the Odeon, the West End, the
Futurist, and the Scala ? They are
all filled with the =moke of
American Club and Lucky Strike
cigarettes now, I do not begrudge
all this to our alliex of course.
They will probably be precceu-
pied in quite a different way by
this time—in France.

Towering like some giant
medieval eastle over all other
buildings in Broad Street stands
the new Civie Hall. It dwarfs
even that older faveurite, the
Memorial Hall. There are some
fine buildings in Brum, old "and
new, but when the war iz over no
teubt they will find some bad enes
to pull down, and some good ones
lo raise up, Perhaps some of our
favourite haunts will  disappear
hom !

T hindsing on These lines what
would 1 nol give for o piot of boer

&
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in the right kind ef feminine
society at the * Granville ™, or for
an evening at the “ Palais de
Danse”, or the " West End" !
Ahal Or how would you like to
go next Sunday morning to the
Smethurst “Rink”, or to the
Edghasten * Tower " to see Micky
Woods tie Black Butch in knots,
and then throw him for six?
Then of course you could nip
along to the “ Five Ways" for a
quick ome, and tell the barmaid
the most incredible stories about
vour adventures against the Japs.
Ah, there would be no ants in your
pants, nor flies in your eyes, in the
i TDWH h.-

There are Iots of good ways of
gpending SBunday in Brum, You
can climb Lickey Hills, or have an
caﬂg strall through Sutton Park
with a girl on your arm. I sup-
pose when all is said and done
that that is what we are all really
fighting for—the right to do what
we like on & Sunday in our home
town.

Among the unending views of
Birmingham which pass through
my mind’s eye, one picture recurs
more frequently than the rest.
That is—a church, St. Peter's,
standing on the top of a hill, sur-
rounded by fresh fields and green
woods, a monarch on & threne. A
little stream runs quietly through
the grounds of St. Peter's, bringing
with it a gentle benison of sacred
water-musie, Twice a year the
people of Harborne hold & garden
foté there, and the Vicar allows
dancing on the lawn. It is hard
to believe, watching this scene,
that one is only four miles from
England’s  biggest  industrial
cemtre.

I could go on writing about
Brum for ever, I'm afraid : Brum,
the British city furthest from the
sen + Brum, the city whose people
are fichting hard in the factories
jor the day when they can wel-
come back once again their
futhers, husbands, sons, and
lovers to the old happy-go-lucky
busy days of peace.

You May Get Promotion
(Continued from page 29)

sorks that they might be more
closely examined, and it wag seen
that on each scrubbed toe nail was
enamelled a tiny Globe and
Laurel.

# Bless my soul ™ said the C.O.

“ Good gracious me” said the
Adjutant.

“ (oddam ® said the Orderly
Officer, -

9. _wy14-25xx7X " said  the
REAM.

“Well by Jove, sir,” zaid the
V.J5 and the V.88 “Who was
this paragon ?"

“ Modesty,” said the General,
blushing,  forbids me to tell you.”
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SEEING STARS

;# L-:’I-H L".PELJ

ACH month I hope to intro-

duce you to one of the major

constellations, or planets :
but first let us consider just what
these constellations and planets
are, and gain some idea of their
magnitude. The sun is only one
of the many stars in our solar
eystem, and a verv small one at
that. It appears large to us cnly
because in astronomical distances
it is very close to us.

The sun ik sorme 1250000 Limes
the size of the earth and  some 80
million  wiles  away  from s
Mauaviy visible stey are 200 © sk

vegrs " oawny  leom us, o ¥ lehi
verr " Being some 6 19100 it e,
go that it one ol thosp l8lant

stars  disinlegrnbod [anliny qF
absenee would nol be notiosd on
the earth for 200 venrs, Th
planets are, like (he ourth, bodies

revolving avound the dun, belng in

actual faet much closer and
smaller than the stars. They may
be distinguished from the stars by
the fact that they shine with a
eteady light, whilst the stars
“twinkle . Stars are * fixed " and
maintain the same relation to each
other, whilst the planets appear {o
move across  the sky passing
through — wvarious nnnstellntiou&.
The moon 1= not a star, but a
small planet which ecircles round
the carth in the same way the
earth cireles the sun. S0 much
for our own stellar system which
consists of the myriads of stars we
tan see with the naked eye and
many more too distant to see, If
you ean vealize that  this  stellay
uyetenn i5 only one of some 100
million  systems making  up e

pdnedie svstem you will gain some
il ol thie vostness of what we
ol Lhe universe, Next month 1

ilind] lewerile Seorp ",
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RED
WINS...

by BEAUDIEU

66 UT wour eleeves down!”
Now, I am really of o very
doeile nature; being in the
Commandos, but there i8 always one
mpment in a man's life when his back
andidonly arches like that of an e
Ton. 1t wasn't the words weed exactly
— T admit rght away thal 1 was in the
wrong, and should hove bad thom
down, but it was the way he Inid stress
on the word P-U-T, and the way he
hesitated just before producing in the
most digtorted and wvulgnr dewl the
word “ Sow-djer | "

1 wne in the act of purchasing u
mange—Iluscious  fruit | 1 had previ-
pualy decided to pay three annas for
it, take it with me into the pictures
and there consume it st my leisure;
but—ae the unexpected appearance of
the enemy on the horizon to a Com-
munder in the field changes his whaole
pan de eampoigne, 80 now 1 hoestily
reviewed the situation.

I mized him wp out of the ecomer
of my eye. He was 5 leel 8 inches or
B0, atm-k:{{ but wesk in the chest, His
ferl stuck out too far, his eves woro
ilu.et. n little too watery and, anyway,
e was only a Loncejack, Mo, his
chamees  wers drﬁnit&fy small,

plunned. I began to hsgele about the
price of the mango. I judped that this
would be ngpravating, and further I

received  constderable morms] support in
that the mongo beceme personal
property for two sonas, Come to think
of it, I believe the shopkeeper seentad
dunger, and wes glad to be rid of me,

ag

“Put damm ¥'r sleeves—or d'ja wanta
gor'n'a charge 1

1 decided to be diplomatic in the
true sense. Holding the fruit in my
left Lond, T swivelled round elowly on
one heel, mised mysell to my dull
height, and my ei:gmmi to his und
emnitted & digni “Yee lyphen
Corporal 1

He wns obviously nonpléssed, and
rotreatod to a mespectable dizgtnnes 1o
pontemplute his quarry.

[ could have goae into the pictures
thore ond them, but I decided to ecall
his Blwf, und promptly began to peal
apd eat my mongo in the middle of
the street. T saw his eyos narroWwing,
and I closed inine in ecstasy, Here 1
made o blunder, for when 1 opened
them again, my mango half eaten. 1
found myself confropted by three of
them, nnd one of the newcomers nob

oniy most  disturbingly
pugilistic featores but he =ipported
two This was

well-bulaneed  stripes,
more serious snd for o Eﬁﬁi moment 1
congidered that diseretion might, after
all, be the better part ol valour, 1
wisn't riven an option, The two stripes
were ileendy under my nose, and » very
sarcastic voioe wanz enguiring how lon
it wis gpoing to take me to comply wi

proviovsly-made  requests. My mouth
wua full, 1 could mot spswer, 1 doubl
really whether I was expected to, for
he followed it up immediately  with :
SPIT DOWN THOSE BLEEVES
INSTANTLY 1" shouted in rich 2
wiy that it nttracted considerably out-
side wttention. T thought fast. 1 was
temporarily comered, T kept up the
hewing on & now imaginary mouthful
ax if 1 was Lrving to speak, and looked
round overywhere for some form of
support. My hrain scemed to elog. 1
do not say I was ;i:mio-atmnk but the
whole situation looked decidedly sticky
for the moment. Buot, as alwiys, it 18
at the most ovitieal stage of the
enoounter that L'idée powr ln wictotrs
confrontz you, I acted, Thrusting the
hall-eaten. juiey mango into. his hende
1 exelaimed ¢ Frightfully  sorry, Cor-
poral, but do me the favour, hold this
a minute and TN put them down faster
than two puffs abt a V." At the some

id s
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time T etrolld loek to dle shop,
obtained some wador, wishoad my ]|.-L|:|liu
and my  moull, aleied  them on my

handlerehiol  and  thon, with  porfect
compoznre, volled down my sleeves, and
buttaned the euffs,

Bo it hoppened—like the explosion of
u bamgalore ot close moge. He lost his
temper, The mango few. The hlosd
rieghed 1o his fuce.  He thundered

towenrds me, reminding me of a liger
tnnk which once came hurtling out of
control down the zides of a N_A. wadi
—it missed me by about ten fect. Thia
miggile in the form of n human edlo
{red band = HE) missed me by about
ten millimetres, v faotwork was well
timed. It looked ue if a battle royal
were eoming on. I realized thal, fo
win, I must play for time and for
position. The other two had already
cloged in. At all costs T must try again
to get them talking sand srguing, I
would be able to manage the 4 . bt
it would imke time; besides it was
ilmast eight-thirty snd my pals wone
wiiting for me (if only they were
here )—and a8 if W onewer to my
prayer, one of them suddenly appeared
round the coarner.

Y Hev, Dicky |—are ¥ou or aren't you
coming *—what the hell are you up to,
snyway | —"

“Just rolling my eleeves down—I
won't be a minute—eare to belp me?™
Bill was a good soldier. When in
danger you can alwevs rely on him.
He saw the whole thing in a nutshell.

JUNGLE BOOK

I hod been tryins—lmn.es’h]%' I had—to
nyvoid nny form of hrote fores. After
all these bhoys have a job to do—
unpleasant as it is—and T did have my
gleevez up  after M Precautions
Time; but the way it looked to Bill
I might have been in the middle of a
cruel msspult, He ssked no  guestions.
Throe  swift poees foreard, two well-
timed left hooks snd there formed itself
upon the ground & heap of twisted arms
imd  lops and bite of red mep—the
remming of two Laneejacks. The two-
striper  hearing. the unexpected bangs,
looked away—I was uneble to resist
myecell, and =0 he joined his pals!

I tock Bill's arm and swiftly piloted
him by a round-about way back to the
front of the pictures. We said nothing
at all. We picked up Jack and Buteh
and went in, We saw the pictures. We
emjoyed the picturca. We oame out of
the pictures at peses with the world.
Then suddealy shove the plepsant chatter
of the crowd we heard familine voices,

(Jthers of our comrudes were about to
H'LLE‘L"T.

“Put down vour sleeves, soldier, put
down your sleeves there | "—I sighed,
ape rubbing my knuekles thought of
the Chinese yproverb which savs:
# . . . Who strikes the first Blow nd-
mits the wenkness of his argument. . ,
Sl it does come in handy sometimes,

Bill walked into the nmight past the
the red eaps with an mnocent smile
upon his faee | }
climbed a wall |

+ .« but gs for me, I




POTHOLING

by PICK

n{? you know what potholing
1Y No, I thought not
Put briefly it iz climbing

down, instead of the more usual
aport of climbing up, mountains.

Paotholez, like the - *“ Marble
Steps ™ {.H]EE]UIL", are nothing more
than holes in the ground, but asz
they are natural holes, snd not
artificial, they are usually ex-
tremely interesting to explore.

There are many potholes like
the one I have named in the
foothills of the Pennine Chain,
which constitutes the  western
limit of Yorlshire, some of them
descending to great depths,

It was s glorious summer doy
when I descended the “ Marble
Btepa™. We were a  dozen
strong, mcluding our guide, who
incidentally was the only one
amongst the party who had any
previous experience of potholing,
T wouldn’'t recommend that, how-
ever, and that's a point |

We possessed for illumination
one electrie torch and eleven wax
candles, Armed with these we
commenced, rather gingerly per-
haps, our famous venture, With
u stout rope lashed securely round
a pinnacle at the top, we slithered
down what is known as a chim-
ney, & narrow crevice in the rock,
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using leot and backs to steady our
descent. This took us to & nar-
row ledge where we forsook the
rope for a repe ladder slung ob-
liguely across a massive rocky
bowl, Our goide descended first
and fixed the bottom of the ladder
which made the job fairly easy,
In practice, however, to deseend
down that rezilient stairway with
nothing but a Hny gleam of light
coming from our pulde's toreh
somewhere below was az a eake-
walk i to s Beotsman on &
Saturday night,

Disaster very nearly overtook
me when I was about half-way
down, The ladder had somehow
contrived to get itself twisted, and
in & very unsportsmanlike manner
just as I was paining confidence
decided to  right itself, Being
jerked suddenly from in front of
the ladder to behind it while hang-
ing in an inky blaek void i& not
exactly  evervhody's idea of a
W.V.5. party; consequently, opera-
tiong were held up while the
“ Commando " got himself and his
heart back into normal position.

However, we all reached the
bottom safely enough and having
lit my candle with the rest, I
started poking impertantly around
among the small rocks which lit-
tered the whole place. This was
brought to a sudden end by an
alarmed shout from our guide who
came stumbling over to where I
wae, " Hmm, you again” he =aid,
catching sight of me in the beam
of his torch. He did not waste any
more words, however, but picking
up & stone, tossed it into the dark-
ness. After an elemity we heard
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a faint but distine Hilnsh  Tne
bedow. “ Twenly-soven seeonds
he sna P|!l'“t|. swavioe e ilhnminated
ilial H[E his wiilel before iy nose,

Now | am nob preparnl Lo eal-
culute how I|l.‘l‘|1 Lligd hale WHE, but
the guide’s bty exhibition was
guite mgwessive.,  After that, in-
stead of being the tough bov, whe
tagkinl around as i potholing was
us easy as picking  gogzcherries
out of a little girl's basket, I
settled down to be quite a learner,

Still using our ladder we des-
cended on the far side of this
middle floor, Caverns and eaves
abounded, It was like fairvland.
Food for nerve, and limb and
mind,

Eventually reaching g point
where another ten feef or so saw
our descent at an end, we had to
resort to a belly crawl along a low
narrow tunnel lined by the slimiest
glime I have ever seen. Not that
it mattered much now for we were

dUNGLE
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alresedy in o a pretty horrible state,
Awml that's another point.

 But this time it was well worth
it, for we came out into a tre-
mendous cavern, where a shaft of
hallowed light poured through a
narrow erack, which led right back
up to the surface of the earth, We
wire now two hundred feet down,
having completed our descent in
excellent time, only as the guide
said, * IT the Commando had had
his way, we would all have got
down much guicker—ag for me, T
am a married man”

There are many more interesting

potholes in the same district. The
*“ Gaping Ghyll” and the * Alum
pothole and others. The entry to
the former is actually made in a
chair and wineh right through the
centre of a bubbling stream.
. Quite a lot of folks like climb-
mg up mountains.  Personally,
climbing down potholes is right up
my street,

On the Hoad to Freedom
{Continued from pape 31)

Peter left a note on the kitchen
table. " We could not prevent
thiz, but we will avenge it. Our
country  suffers  also.” Under-
nealh we signed two imaginary
names ; amd an address Y Some-
where on the road to Freedom.”
We could ol el who would find
it—but cither way it would serve
a PuUrpone,

The dawn won slruggling into s
gitbing  postllon  nod  robibing its
evea, Bul there wos oill o thick
mist. We pushod on into it as
fast a8 wo coull  Wo woulid have

to do’ it without our guide, But
we would do it . . .
= : 3 L] #

Jan is with us now. Peter re-
cently escaped from s Spanish
internment eamp. There are many
more Jans and Pelers. They have
come, snd are now coming, from
every country of Europe. Each
has a story, and each story is just
another ember in that buming
hatred of the Fascist which has
drawn them from all corners of the
earth to where men are fighting
still for Freedom,

a9




By L/CPL.
" C.A.PRITCHARD J

OF CORPORAL STUBBS

NE evening I am engaged on
that menial task known as
gpud bashing, Seeing as 1
am so engaged, it most likely
seoms  strange  that o passing
Stripey says to me, “ Wot's the
difference with them spuds tonight,
matey 7" Btripeys always eall
ou matey when you're spud
ashing and they haven't detailed
you. Makes it look az if they'd
never list vou for such a job., But
as I am saying, a Stripey saye
“What's the difference with them
apudg tonight, matey, that makes
vou look so happy and all's right
with the world like 77 and I says
back *Sarge—this iz nay bother
at all, this iz one of those things
that makes a soldier's life one big
round of pleasure | " That's what
I says and this is why.

We've got u Corporal. Stubbs
iz his name and a more flannelling,
jgnorant, two timing, double cross-
ing, two hooked monstrosity I've
never seen,

Well, me and Corporal Stubbs
don't hit it off. We do not see eye
to eye over anything. He does not
have his knife into me, oh no—
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knives are too small for him—he
haz all the GI0O8 bavonets and
matchets he can lay his thieving
hands on right m the middle of
my =pinal column.

Anyway, I am out onme mnight

- toing nothing in particular except

forgetting Stubbs and anything to
do with him, when I picks up a
“Waaf" and a very nics bit of
“Waaf" at that. Being a fast
worker where such things are con-
cerned I takes her to the pletures
and makes a date for the following
Friday which is last night and
which is the first time 1 have any
of the old folding money.

Being off eolour a bit and not so
smart ng usual I starts to shool. a
line or two sbout this ** Waaf”
and the date on Friday to some of
the bowye and the buzz must get
around to the great Stubbs him-
self because on Friday, as sure
as eggs is powdered, I finds my-
self on spud bashing, us being
Duty Section, which 15 something
I do not think of in time.

Like a drowning man elutehing

at a straw I decides to appeal to
what little heart old Stubbs might
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have and savy to b, oy best
ﬂ.ﬁ.ﬁding Lo ol e ol ]llL}'inrﬂ;
all due reppecly voieo, * Corporal
S‘i?l]bhH, owinge o (e Tnet that I

have n very pressing oand heavy -

date out<ide Joe's Café at 7 o’clock
with n ol charming little
"Wanl' what I meets last
Maoniday, I would esteem it a great
ond kindly action on wour part
il you could see your way clear to
take me off spud bashing tonight
and Put me.on when we are duty
next."

I might just as well say it to my
blopmin' tin hat because he savs
that not only doesn’t he sea his
way clear to do what T asks but
he'll zee that T am on spuds for
the next week il I'm not over at
the galley immediately, if not
SpOner,

Bhouldering my load eof cares
I wighes Stubbs in flaming hell
and moves off at o stendy stagwer
to the galley and sits mvsell
down, surrounded by bapgs of
stinking spuds and with murder in
my heart.

I am peeling spuds for about
three-guarters of an hour when
who comes along but my Ching
SBerapny  Dawkeg out of "B
Troop, * Hullo,” he savs * thought

F

you hpd o ot with s prize
bit of Wanfominily 2" This isn't
exnetly  n boght  remark  on
Seranny's part a1 boils over

more than somowlid

I will not offend your earm with
the first part of my suswering ora-
tion, it being mostly  coneerd
with the family fros, or Inok ol W,
of the Stubbs tribe, but Horpnny
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hooks on in the end that Stubbs
has detailed me for spud bashing
g0 a8 I miss my date.

" Getting even with that two
timing eruption is dead easy,”
sayg ‘Seranny, “I'm on spuds
tomorrow, so if wou do mine
tomorrow and I finish off vours
tonight we'll be square, and if you
shake 1t up a bit and look shippy
vou'll catch up your date; vou've
got twenty minutes to do it in 1"

These words are hardly out of
his mouth when Seranny is kissed
on both checks, has my knife,
clagp, in his hand and is sitting
among the spuds and 1 am Jeaping
off into ihe middle distance like
an [tie in full retreat,

In two shakes of the old ducks
rudder 1 am washed, shaved,
changed, and on my way to my
idea of heaven. Nearing Joes
Café where 1 am to meet my
newest I slows down, so as to re-
gain my equilibrium for the open-
ing remarks, and who do I see
howling along in front of me buf
the one and enly Corporal Stubbs
himeelf !

Now I figures that it isn't exact-
ly  coincidence that Corporal
Stubbs is approaching Joe's Café
at the same time as my datﬁ andd
him having put me on spuds as
well,  Everything adds up to o
dirty bit of double crossing it
seeins to me. 8o I says to mysel|
Denr My, Stubbs if you think
Vou're going to muscle in on my
later by pretbing me out of the way
apd peeling you've gol another
think eoming ; i facl you've going
el the biggest shoek of your

[ ]

L1
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double crossing life. Which he

elid,

I hangs back n bit watehing
events, awaiting the best time to
strike and watches the dear
Corporal go up to my “ Waaf"
and gpenk to her, when suddenly,
from nowhere, out steps the
biggest RAF. Stripey I've ever
seem in my sweet life and, without
g0 much as by your leave, he ups
and proceeds to fill my beloved
Corporal's lamps in  =omething

eriel and, having flaked him out
very nicely, takes the “ Waaf " by
the arm and walks her off.

Thinking  discretion the better
part of valour 1 makes un orderly
withdrawal to the “Ducks and
Drakes" and celebrates my nar-
row  escape in mo  uneertain
manner, even having a pint for old
Stinker Btubbs himself,

Yes, spud bashing = a very
pleasant * task indeed tonight—
very pleasant,

WIT AND

If the mon whe turnep crice

Ly not when his foiler dies,
T a proof that he hod veather,
Hove o turap than his father,

The wman that hails you Tom or Jack,
And proves by thunips upon gour back
How he esteema gour merit,
i wueh a0 friend, that one hod need
Be very wueh his fricnds ondecd
T'n pardon or to bear &,
(Cowper)
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Tis well to be merry and wize,
Tis well to bo honest and true;
T well to be of with the old Tove

Before wou are on with the mow.

(M adwrin)
Mog! Jriendship @ feigning,
Mozt Im.-l'n; ;;w'{! j:ﬁm; %
Then heigh-ho the holly,
This fife & moet jolly.
{Shakespeare)

They eat, and drink, end scheme, and plod
They go to church on Sunday
And many ave afraid of God—
But more of Mz, Grundy.,
(Fredrisk Locker)

WISDOM

Lﬂ:?u knmwledge vaid of pecce and vest,
And apialth uﬂ.l‘!ii'pim'nﬂ Gire  Pogsest—
These by my {s:.rl e lande are meant,
Phas trle field & called Content,
{Habert Trowbreidge)

Manlike it i to fall fnto sin,
f}ﬂﬂdi’i{r_‘ ' !}1 duwwell theredn,
Thrintlike it da for win Lo gricve,
Goddike +f 15 all #in to leqve,

(Fon Logeu)

Thouph the mills of God grind slowly,
Yol they grind ercoeding small;
Though with paticnee He stands waiting,
With exactness grinds He all,

(Von Logou)

Better through life bare-footel press
han i a pﬁwﬂfn;-flhaa; i
Better no house or Lome possess
Than have a bad wife too.
Be'di}

"Tia hard indeod to make a
That Eve poor Adum everthirew,
For what ke did to please the maother
We doily for the daughlers do.
{Begar)

her




