
THREE TIMES AND OUT

flot help but think of the irony of war that had brouglit
us toge Lher. For ail I knew, lie may have been the ma-
chine gimer who, had been the means of ripping my
shoulder to pieces - and it may have been a builet
fromn my rifle which had torn its way along lis leg which
now hiung useless. Even so, there was no hard feeling
between us, and he was welcome to the support of rny
good( shouldert

Some tirne through the niglit - my watch was bro-
ken and 1 could n't tell the turne exactly - we camne
t> another village and got off the car. A guard carne
and carrîed off my conipanion, but as I could walk,
1 was left to tinload inyseif. The step was higli, and
as My shoulder was very stiff and sore, 1 hesitated about
jumping down. A big Gerrnan so1dier saw nme, under-
stood what was wrong, and lifted me gently down.

It was then nearly rnorning, for the dawn was begin-
ning to shiow i the sky, and we were taken Wo an old
dhurcli, where we were told to lie down and go te sleep.
It was iniserably cold in the dhurcI, and may shoulder
ached fearfully. 1 tried liard to sleep, but could n't
manage it, and walked up and down Wo keep warmn
1 could n't heIp but think of the strange use the dhurch
- whicî had been, the scene of so many pleasant gath-
erings - was being put to, and as I leaned against the
waland lookedto he idow, seemed Sthe
gay and lIght-hearted Belgian people who so recently
had gathered there. Riglit here, 1 thougît, the basiful
boys lad stood, waîting to walk home with the girls ...

ý'q


