
136 THE GLORY OF THE TRENCHES
•; H yqu do go bock tnd don't get hit. you maybum • blood mtel or •omething. if what th«
doctors told you it true."

He halted me beneath an arc-light. I could
J«e

the earneitnew in his face. "
I feel about it

this way, he said. " U Im out there. Im just
one more. A lot of chaps out there are jolly
tired

;
,f I was there. I'd be able to give some chap

a rest.

That was love; for a man. if he told the truth,
would say, " I hate the Front." Yet most of us.
If you ask us. " Do you want to go back ? " would
answer. Yes. as fast as I can." Why? Partly
because It's difficult to go back, and in difficulty
lies a challenge; but mostly because we love the
chaps. Not any particular chap, but all the fel-
lows out there who are laughing and enduring.

Last time I met the most wounded man who
ever came out of France alive, it was mv turn to
be in hospital. He came to visit me there, and
told me that he'd been ail through the Vimy
racket and was again going back.
"But how did you manage to get into the game

again? I asked. "I thought the doctors
wouldn't pass you."

He laughed slily. " i didn't ask the doctors
If you know the right people, these things can
always be worked."


