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There was trivenph in Sir Oshert Winspeazs's step az he
marched through the stabion one dreary Friday evening in
Movember, 1943, It wasmn't just that another week of staring
acrass the House at the Attles Govermnment was over, nor that
Winston had given bis POETS" DAY nod, lenmg just a handfil
of Tory stalwars fo keep an eye an the blighters i caze they
iried to pall 2 fast one while His hMajesnys Opposition benches
were emphy. This was like no other Friday that 5ir Oshert, 12th
baromet Winspeare, could remember, for on the last-bat-one Lap
of his joumey home he's seen a light no les: dazzlng than the
ome seen by Pauol an the road to Damazcos. He, who'd done 2
fair nitation of a cat tip-tosing out of the Chamber, now strode
throuzh the booking-hall, hiz steel-tipped hasl: darking in
exuitation.

Did he care if be'd mis:ed the bloody branch-lme to
Winspeare? If there masn't a t2xi or a bus, ka'd jolly well walk
the four miles home!

Then, az he lzft the station an enommous grm spread across
his face, for thers was his own car waiting for him and at the
wheel, pot Fielding, but Loveday, hiz wife of thirty two years,

'‘Diarling zirl,” He crowed 25 he bounced into the paszenzer-
seat and aimed a kise atber 1eft cheek, whils hiz hemd songht the
warm coefiort of her knee heneath itz protective mavel-ng, T've
aracked i”

'O, Bertie!” she winced, “Your hamd's cold.”

"Won't be for loag,' he promized, phving her kmee another
sgoeezs and patting the other by way of compensation.

Mo, but poy kees will be. What exacthy have vou cracked?



