
PART OF THE BILL.

THE PATHETIC SIDE OF WAR.

We have all lieen busy cheering

TToinmy off to the war. says a writer

ill the "Daily News.” and now we are

giving attention to those near and

dear to hint whom he has left behind.

Yon see it is so very easy to shout en-

coumgement to the fellows who are

going to light for yon. Behind all

the glamour of the departing trans-

ports lie almost countless little human

tragedies. The tears and soils, and

clinging embraces upon the quays are

sail enough in all conscience. Even

thev. for a moment, make us vividly

conscious of the terrible realities of

war. But then these piteous scenes

of heart-breaking- good-byes are modi-

fied by the bright and stirring strains

of the bands, and the enthusiasm of

the cheering crowds. They, there-

fore. are incapable of bringing home,

to us in all their nakedness the dread

realities of war. as they work them-

selves out. in the daily round of fever-

ish anxieties, silent prayers, and dumb

sorrows of thousands of little homes.

It is in these plac.s where the teal trag-

edies of the war are to lie found; it is

in this direction towards which the

generous hand of the’nation should be

extended.

Many employers have shown the

sincerity of their patriotism by mak-

ing some provision for the dependants

of their workmen who have been re-

called to the colours. Some have done

nothing. In other eases the "Reserve”

men have lieen engaged in casual em-

ployment. w here no provision has lieen

made. During the past week 1 have

called at the homes of several reserv-

ists. la*t me tell you a bit of what 1

have seen and heard, only suppressing
real names.

Mrs Nicholls is a bright-faced old

ladv of somewhere altout seventy, liv-

ing in one of the dingy little streets

of South Bromley, not far from the

gasworks. If she were as lively ti|K>n

her feet and witii her hands as she

is in her smiles and conversation she

would lie reckoned a woman in the

prime of life. Sueh, however, is not

her luck. She has had to lead a hard

life, for up to the time of his death,

eighteen years ago. her husband was

merely a gas-stoker. When he was

alive she took in washing. When he

died she still did laundry work.

Domestic laundry work is usually paid
for in cash and in kind. The cash has

been absorbed in keeping the wolf

from the door. But Mrs Nicholls has

been handsomely paid in kind. In

other words, she has become a |>er-

manent victim to rheumatism. Rheu-

matism is really such a very common

acquisition down in East Ixmdon that

it seems quite needless to mention so

simple a matter. Nor should I men-

tion it but for the further fact that it

prevents .Mrs Nicholls earning a living
for herself while her two sons are

away "at the war.” You see. that Is

just what I was coming to. Mrs Nich-

olls has two sons, (hie is married, and

has two children. Still, he has heljied
the old lady. The other is not mar-

ried. and helped her still more. The

first is a stevedore, and lived in a

neighlxmring street, allow ing the old

laxly what he could afford each week.

It was usually half-a-erown or three

shillings. The other has worked as

a docker, and lived with his mother,

the old lady sleeping in the bedroom,
and Jem utilising the "parlour." the

two rooms being the extent of their

resilience. The old lady has now got

one room, and has fears even of being

compelled to give this up. and to go to

the workhouse, for there is no allow-

ance from the employer of either of

the sons. The patriotism of which we

have heard does not appear to run to

the length of casual labourers. Dock-

ers and stevedores are mostly casual.

Mrs Nicholls talks much and path-
etically of the war.

“You see. sir." she said, "they both

went- off from Southampton. 1 wanted

very much to see 'em off. but money

wouldn’t run to it. and. besides, you

see. sir. it might ’a bin a bit orkit me

a-getting back again, what with my

roomaties and the crowd, and my not

being used much to trains, a.nd neither

o’ the boys able to come along back

with me.”

"And how long had thev been in the

Reserves?"
”<>h. Bill had been out of the reg'-

lars for close on five years, but Jem.

’e’d been at "ome about four years.

Tn fact, Bill's time would a been up by
Christmas. You see. their father and

their I’ncle Tom had both been in the

Army. Their father saw somethin' of

the Crimea, and was always a-talkin*

to the boys about the Rooshans, anil

I exfieet that’s what made ’em both

want to go into the army; but Jem

wouldn't a gone into the army only he

got out of work, and couldn’t get noth-

in' to do. and the next I 'eard was a

letter from him. sayin’ as ’ow *e 'ad

gone into the army.”
”1 suppose you were very much sur-

prised when you heard that your two

sons were recalled to the colours?”

"No. it looked like cornin’ for some

days, but when it corned it nigh
knocked us all of a 'eap. ’()' course.'
I said, ’’aril luck boys, but you must

go for Queen and country, and very

likely your old mother 'll lie deml afore

you get back. But never mind, boys,
she's 'ad 'er time.’ Then, o’ course

they wants to know what'll heroine o'

me. and Bill’s wife ami kiddies, cause

what Bill's wife gets from the army

while 'e's away ain’t nothin’ to speak
of. So I ups and tells 'em not to

bother about us. but to go and do their

dootv.”
" 'Owsomever, atween you and me.

sir, it's a bit ’ard on the likes on us

that there ain't no real pervision made
like what there is for officers’ people,
although Bill said afore 'e went that

the Government would raise some

money to keep the likes on us from

the workus. I ain’t seen it yet. and o'

course I've 'ad to go to Uncle's pretty
much. What 1 says is. if the rich men

wants the poor men to do the fighting
for 'em. let 'em pay 'em well, and look

arter their poor old mothers, and

little tins while they're away gett'n'
killed and wounded.”

I told Mrs Nicholls that I thought
her views very reasonable, and slipp'd
a coin into her hand.
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