A Lot of Old
Codswallop

P he dog was whining at the kitchen
T door. “Let Jack out for me, will

you?” said the old lady. “There’s a dear.
[l tell you what, 1l fetch down the kite
Bertie made for me, shall I? You’d like to

see it, wouldn't you?” And she went out.

I'was only tog happy to let the dog out
and shut the door op him,

She was back sooner than I expected.
“There,” she said, setting the kite down

on the taple in front of me. “What do
you think of j; then?”

stretched over a wooden frame. All
the kites I had seen had been more
colourful, more flamboyant. I think the
disappointment must have shown in my
face.

“She still flies, you know,” she said,
blowing the dust off. “You should see
how she goes. You should see her.” She
sat down in her chair and I waited for»
her to begin again. “Now then, where
was I?” she asked. “I’'m so forgetful these
days.”

“Bertie’s last letter,” I said. “He was
just going off to the war. But what about
the white lion, “The White Prince’? What
happened to him?” | could hear the dog
barking wildly outside. She smiled at me.
“Everything comes to he who waits,” she
said. “Why don’t you have a look out of
the window?”

I'looked. The lion on the hillside was
blue no more. It was white now, and the
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until they tumbled together down ingy

the trench. The stretcher-bearers tried ¢
take Bertie away. He’d bleed to death,
they said. But he would not listen. One
of his own men was still lying wounded
out there in No Man’s Land, and he
was going to bring him in, no matter what.

Waving his hands above his head, Bertje

climbed out of the trench and walked :

forward. The firing stopped almost at
once. He was so weak himself by now that
he could scarcely walk, but he managed to
reach the woundeq man and drag him

1o was still there some weeks later when
he was told that he was to be awarded .the
ictoria Cross for his bravery unde.r fire.
He was the hero of the hour, the pride of

his regiment.

Afterwards Bertie always called ita
- “lot of old codswallop”. To be really
;  brave, he said, you have to overcome fear.
' You have to be frightened in the first
: place, and he hadn’t been. There wasn’t
time to be frightened. He did what he did
without thinking, just as he had saved the
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white lion cub all those years before
he was a boy in Africa. Of course,
made a great fuss of him in the hosp
1nd he loved all that, but his leg did
heal as well as it should have. He was
there in the hospital when I found him.
It was not entirely by accident
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