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         OVER the aerodrome of the Umpty-fourth, an artillery bus got into some sort of difficulty and fell into a spinning nose-dive, which was pretty enough to watch, if you did not realize that the pilot had lost control and was at that moment mentally arranging his earthly affairs and hoping that somebody would be kind to his dog. Seven thousand feet from a terra which is much too firmafor an undesiring-to-descend airman (this priceless descriptive phrase is borrowed from the enemy), the usual miracle was duly registered.

         The machine pancaked and wabbled to earth more or less injured, for it takes a lot to hurt an artillery spotter. Two young men climbed out, swearing at one another with such great ingenuity and vehemence that they did not recognize the presence of a superior officer nor the necessity for an apology until Major Blackie spoke.

         “When you two gentlemen have decided which is the bigger fool, and who was responsible for getting your control shot away, will you allow me to thank you for making a landing which spares me the pain of shoveling up the several baskets of fragments?’’

         “Awfully sorry, sir,” said the pilot, saluting—he was the elder of the two, being an ancient of twenty-two; “control shot away—Hun got on our tail and those infernal slackers who were supposed to be covering us, the Umpty-fourth—”

         “Heaven bless you for those words of gratitude,” murmured Blackie.

         “Well, sir, they weren’t anywhere around. Of course I don’t want to knock the Umpty-fourth.”

         “Naturally,” agreed Blackie. “Where is your home, my gentle lad?”

         The pilot grinned. “Somewhere round here, sir—in fact, I thought I was pretty near the spot when I started to come down—this is the Thirty-seventh Squadron H. Q., isn’t it?”

         “To be exact,” replied Blackie, “this is the headquarters of the unmentionable Umpty-fourth——”

         “Good Lor’!” gasped the pilot, turning pale. “I hope I haven’t been offensive, sir! I don’t mean——”

         “Nay, nay,” Blackie was almost was fatherly, “a little chiding from one so fresh and young we will not take amiss! Come to tea; you’re just in time.”

         He led the embarrassed young man and his more cheerful observer (who had the good sense not to open his mouth) to the crowded mess- room, introduced them, and in a few well-chosen words conveyed an idea of the visitor’s grievance.

         “Oh, I say, sir!” protested the pilot, speaking with some difficulty, since his mouth was filled with buttered bread. “I really didn’t think you’d let us down—only we saw none of your busses roving about—in fact, we didn’t see anything till the Hun dropped on us——”

         “Except the gnat,” interrupted the observer. “Have any of you fellows seen it? A machine about as big as a fair-sized handkerchief. Couldn’t tell whether it was a Hun or a loose leaf—blowin’ about all over the shop an’ amusin’ himself no end.”

         “That,” explained Blackie with more than ordinary interest, “was your guardian angel—Tam.”
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