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s “ping-thud” just beside you, thus learning that

e some German is trying to pot you as you pot-

1 ted an innocent red deer on your last hunting

. trip. Or you may be walking quietly through

5 apparently safe trenches, maybe dreaming of

b your loved ones at home, when a bullet thuds
into the trench wall a few feet from your head,
insolently spattering mud into your face. Then
you know you are alive only by the grace of
God and the poor aim of the German.

But, despite these risks, all take the chance
of going overland to lessen a quarter-mile trip
by one hundred yards, or to miss a particu-
larly muddy bit of trench. Any day you choose
when you are five or six hundred yards from
the front line you may see scattered parties
of men crossing in the open.

The regimental aid post of the —— Canadi-
an Battalion in October, 1916, when they were
doing their tour in the lines, could be reached
in two ways—one by trench, a roundabout
route of over a mile; the other one-half mile by
trench and one-quarter overland. The former
route was never employed, except on regular
relief days, officers and men passing daily the
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