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PREFACE

ALL these sketches may claim to be true, for there
ia not an action recorded, hardly a phrase repeated,
in any ome of them which is not taken from life,
Yot all are fiction, for the characters are not
photographe but composeite pictures with traita
from more than one original in each. Old friends
and fellow-workers will recognize familiar scenes
and the echoes of old battles. I hope they will
feel no inclination to charge me with having dealt
hardly with old Mission friends now long dead,
or with having ‘ set down aught in malice.”

My thanks are dune to the Editor of the
Manchester Guardian for permission to republish
the sketches, which appeared in his columns.
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LANCASHIRE LADS

OUR KEID

Ovur kid has just been having breakfast with me,
He takes his turn, one morning a week, as altar-
server at church, going in afterwards to the
Clergy House to breakfast. But to-day the Curate
had to go direct from church to other duties, and
I jumped at his suggestion that I should give
our kid his breakfast.

It must not be supposed that our kid has not
got & proper name of his own. As a matter of
fact he has quite a fine collection, being oalled
Alexander Stanley Redvers McIvor. But nobody
ever addresses him or refers to him by any other
title than that of our kid. It is true that his
mother, on those none too rare ocoasions when his
conduct calls for more than usually strenuous
comment and condemnation, attempts to address
him as Alexander Stanley Redvers. But the
attempt soon breaks down, and long before she
has reached the point in her oration at which
pains and penalties are announced she has fallen
back on the familiar title.” And I go with the
stream. Certainly at first it came a little strange
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8 LANCASHIRE LADS

to say, " More tea, our kid 7" or * Finished, our
kid ? Then say your grace and go.”” But what's
in & name? By any other name our kid would
present an equally interesting subject of study.

The close observer of social phenomens will
bear me out when I say that most of the Redvers
and Bullers now (1917) walking this earth are
just seventeen years old, their age accurately
dating the brief heyday of the late Sir Redvers
Buller’s popularity. Not so our kid. He is just
thirteen, and his father, the late Troop Bergeant-
Major McIvor, gave him the name as a token of
8 lasting and deep-seated affection for his old
leader which had no connection with the brief
hour of popular favour which the General enjoyed.
Indeed, the Sergeant's affection may rightly be
called deep-seated since it seemed to reside chiefly
in his stomach. * Buller, now!"” he would say.
“Buller! Ah! he was & man if you like. Always
saw his men had enough to eat, he did. If they
went short it was never his fanlt. And if rations
was bad he saw that someone jumped for it. I
named our kid after him, I did.”

Our kid is the youngest of six brothers. One,
in his father's old regiment, died at Mons. One,
& Territorial, sleeps his last sleep on the heights
of Gallipoli. Omne, a Kitchener’s Army man, is
wounded and a priscner in Germany. The fourth
ia “ somewhere in France,” and the fifth is in




