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THE WOUNDED IN PRINCE OF WALES
HOSPITAL, TOTTENMAM.
By Nursy FrsE HMime,
Prince of Wales Hospulal, Hollenhunm.

HE wounded soldiers in this hospital occupy the three wards on the lower
corridor ; we ususlly have about fifty ab » time. In one ward they are
neatly ail Belglane, and if they are not Belgians, they are either broad Seofch
or Yrish, and it is vory difficult to the uninitiated to undersinnd any of Phetn.
One of our English soldiers, when asked what he thought of the Belgians,
said, = They ave fine | alizosh as good as the Bnglish.” They 2ll seem to endoy
“ the good time ”’ as they call it, in hospital, and mosé evenings they have
music, and sometimes a concert, Visitors to the hospital think they cannot
do enongh for the * Comumies,” and send them an abundant supply of good
things, besides fending thelr molor vars o take Hiem for didves,  ¥ob undor
all thers is an element of seriousness nob unmixed with  sadness.
Some arc eager to get back to the front, bub others say bhat their past
experience of fighting is too terrible for words, Though they say that they
do not think of themselves while in the thick of it, yet they do sometimes
wonder how the wife and children are getbing on, and hope that they are all
right.
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Most of the soldiers bere are nob very badly wounded ; wsually souic
injury to the limbs ; and sometimes minor operations are necessary, bub, as 4
tule, they scorn the idea of an anmsthetic, As weli as having wounderd
soldiers, we geb s continual stream of Red Uross nurses, who gome here 0 bry
and learn to he of some help.  This brings e little of the outside world into
our midst, as most of the have irlends ot the front. The time iz not long
enough to teach them tuch practical knowledge, but some of them do realize
that & nurse’s life is not all * honey,” but calls for a great deal of hard
discipline and selt-sacrifice, o lesdon which all have to learn during this
- teirible war-time,

N SEARCH OF KNOWLEDGE.
By Dn A. K. Moorxz.

1] must take an elcka to get there. What is an ebke ? Roughly speak-

. ing it is o box on bwo wheels with fowr corner poles supporting a curtained
coof,- We st on the ld of the box as a lady sits on her side-saddle
with legs dangling over the wheels. JTu the shafts a bony, underfed, over-
worked animal, whose ancient harness is supplemented here and there by
string and rags. The Bkka walle whips up his steed and away we go buraping,
jolting, ehalking over the rutty road. Wf"’,&m anly going four miles or so.
Before the introduction of 2 roilway, o journey, of two or three days in an
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ekka was nothing out of the common. A ride on an Trish Jaunting Car s the
nearest approach to the sensation of riding in an efka.

The journey is uninteresting ; Cactus hedges bound the dusty road, the
sun beats fiercely on the fields of growing cotton, and here and thers
patchs of yellow, reveal the mustard plant. Dreary stretches of jungle are
broken by the glaring white, and sun baked earth, impregnated with
saltpetre. An occasional peacock moves slowly and majestically across
the road in front of wus, and red faced monkeys chatter - and gibe
as wepass. We are going to inspect a village school in one of our out-gtations,
and here we are.

The seene is typically an Tndian one, Standing back from the road are
grouped irregularly the grey mud houses with their dark thatches, In front,
a rough piece of land covered with coarse brown grass. Oxen, parriah dogs
and goats, are lying around or lazily searching for a blade of grass, less ghrivel-
led than the rest. Running up between the houses and bounded by a muddy
ditch inte which the water splashed over from the well drains, is the high
streeb. The head man of the village and others come down to the road
to meet us. He offers us a gold ring to indicate that all he has is ours; a formal
Tndian courtesy.

The school is a little way up : a low thatched building with & mud yeran-
dah, Seated on the floor are some dozen or so scholars, bright faced urching
who furtively grin at each other as they rise to salam.

The teacher, an oldish man, is sitting on the mud verandah. Heis one
of our evangelists who has done much useful work in this particular village.
The examination begins, All the boys are provided with long white-
washed boards—the Indian slate—and a wooden pen with some Indian Ink.
A piece of dictation is slowly read out to them. Then follows an oral examin-
ation. One boy is asked to read out a list of words from his primer. It is quite
correct. Then he is asked separate words from the same list, but. fails to
recognise them. Suspicion arcused, he is asked to read the list from the
bottom upwards. He stutters and stammers and fails. Thus it is discovered
that he knows the sounds of the words by heart from the beginning of the list,
but otherwise the characters convey nothing to him. During this particular
examination the teacher crosses over to the corner and resignedly pulls at the
hookak. One or two of the youths read the Gospels fluently and well. Now
comes & repetition of the tables, one boy stands in front and repeats the tables,
the whole class repeating it after him. Whenever the other lad is stopped
any boy may be called out to follow on.

During this performance the teacher is completing a purchase
of some oranges from a passing vendor. OQOutside a group of interested
spectators are standing or squatling, some of them exhibiting justifiable
pride at the prowess of their sons. The examination over, evening is
falling, and all gather round for the ‘Sing Song’ such as the Indian
loves. Tom-toms, little finger drums and a small harmonium are produced,
and one of the elder scholars begins in a minor key one of those haunting
strains familiar to every. missionary, now loud, now so:.! the tom-toms keep
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up » weld accompaniment, and new and again the whole asses
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an answering chorns,  They may eontinue an hour, or they may conbinue
il mid-night, but we must go.

There is a taint glow in the western sky, the stars like [amps are twink-
ling above us, and the golden bow!of the rising moon is appearing above the
distant trees,

POEM.,
HOTILOQURY OoF A CHICKEN.

Most, sbrange | Most queer | Although most excellent a change
Shades of the prison house, yo disappoar |
My fettered thoughts have won & wider range
And, like my logs ars free;
No longer huddled up so pitiably
Freo new, W pry oGl prone aud peer
And make these mysteries oub,
Shall a free thinking chicken hive in doubs 7
TFor now in doubt undoubtediy T am :
This problem’s very heavy on my mind
Aud T uob oue to sither shiiek or sham,

Tt b
A CEGLRILL UG

ad and T won's be blind l!‘
Now, let me ges !
Tirst, I would know, how did I get in there ?
Then, where was I of yore ? .
Residaz, why didn’t 1 get oub before ?
Bless me | here are three puzzles oub of many more
Enough t6 make me think again........
Tow de T know T ever was insido *
Now, I reflect, it iz, T do maintain
Less than my reason, and beneath my pride
To think that I conld dwell
In sush & peliry miserable celi—as that old shell

OF course ¥ souldn’t

How could I have lain

Body, heak and feathers ; legs and wings.

And my deep heart’s sublime imoaginings.

I there :

T meet the notion with prefound disdain
Since, I declave, (and I'm n chicken that)

(You can’t deceive)—
What T can’t understand I never will believe |



