
«o WITH MY REGIMENT
off to fetch it. One never knew when th(

next chance of leaving the trench might come
I was bending down, gathering a good armfu
of hay, when there was a report, a sensatior

like red-hot iron running through one, followed
by acute pain, and I pitched head-forward
into the hay. I had been hit. Very frightened
and hurt, I crawled as fast as I could round to

the side farthest from the enemy and sat

down. I examined my wounds—a bullet

through each leg. The shots were low down
and did not look very serious. They hurt
infernally, and I made a mental note to call

the next man who said he never noticed he
had been hit in the heat of an acrion a liar.

I examined the wounds. Were they serious

enough to warrant a visit to the field-dressing

station and a possible return to England ?

I hoped devoutly they were. An attempt to

stand soon satisfied me, and I fell down again,

much relieved. All these thoughts were a

matter of seconds ; in the meanwhile there
was a good deal going on round the stack. An
enemy battery was playing round it with high-
explosive shrapnel. The shells burst first one
side, then the other, in front, behind, in all


