
LIFE IN THE TRENCHES

Fourteen years later the other boy went out to 
Ontario. When the war broke out, they both 
enlisted, but in different regiments, and they 
meet after seventeen years’ separation in the 
dark entrance to my dugout.

On the front of our division, an order came 
through telling us that information was reach­
ing the enemy that should not reach him. For 
this reason all units were ordered to keep a 
sharp lookout for spies since we feared that 
some English-speaking Germans were visiting 
our lines.

In our battalion at that time was a very 
good and careful officer, Lieutenant Weston. 
Rather strangely, one of the men of his pla­
toon was a Corporal Easton. Shortly after 
the above order had come forth, Lieutenant 
Weston was sent out on a reconnoitering ex­
pedition by night into No Man’s Land. He 
took as his companion, Corporal Easton. Over 
the parapet they crept between flares, and pro­
ceeded to crawl cautiously about among the 
barbed wire entanglements, shellholes, and 
ghosts of bygone sins and German enemies. 
At each flare sent up by us or the enemy, split- 
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