
iyfi HOW THEY FOUGHT
painful, but the bullet had gone clean through
without smashing the bone, and it was only a
question of care and nursing.

In the corner of the room allotted to them, they
staunched Palma's wound again and bound him up
as well as they were able, and Hope bathed
Pavlofs shoulder and renewed his own hasty
bandages

; and then, under his instructions, did
what little could be done for the others. They
suffered her ministrations in silence and gave her
no thanks, but still th- occupation was a relief to
her. Even minutes saved from the contemplation
of one's own troubles are minutes gained.

In time, some black bread and tea, with "cutlets"
of chopped meat, were brought to them, and after
their long fast, and ail they had gone through, they
felt the need of them. Paul succeeded in getting
a few drops of vodka down Palma's throat, and the
onlookers considered it good liquor wasted and did
not scruple to say so.

Then the soldiers lighted their pipes and the
atmosphere became thick and pungent. Their
stolidity relaxed somewhat, and they roughly
fought the battle over again, and illuminated it

with oaths and jokes and jibes. And to Hope—
with the dead men lying outside in a ghastly heap
in the telega, and Serge lying like death alongside
her on the floor, and Paul dozing fi<:fully against


