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Suspiria De Prof undis

By F. C. Owlett

At midnight Smithers crawled panting into the dug-out %whiçh

he shared with me, lugging an oil-drum under his arm. SettÎî. g the

drum in a corner, he rem oved bis heihiet and, mopped his brow.

iln the naine of ail that's wonderful -" 1 began.

"I've purloinied it from. the Hindenburg bine. " said he, "and

itsfull!
" Stithers, you're stark mfad, " said 1, " madder than I lîke, a

fellow lodger of ine to be. 1 begin to think of moving to another

trench. Tell me, wxhat's your gare with that drum? "

"'Taint the druru my boy, it's wbat's inside the drum--oil sonny

the best lubricating, ail the way from the Hindenburg Uine, and

what arn I going to do with it ? I'ni going to oit my boots with it,

andl anyýhing else that wants oiling. There's quite a lot of things

that wants oiling hereabouts when Yeu reckon 'ecm up, and neyer a

drop of oit can a f ellow get this ..side of the bine without repeating

the Catechismn, the Aposties Creed, the Arabian Nights, and any-

thig ese ou ay e alled on to recite. So 1 went to Hiindeilburg."

I give Yeu up Smithers and tomorrow morning 1 quit."

After a white we slept.

1 was awakened by a duli buzzing in my ear. I openied miy eyes,

and sat up. The atmosphere was oppressive-t1Ingely, tncanifly

oppressivre. The bassing hungi about My ear ulitil it seerned to

resolve itself into words whisperedl or huimmed. GOOd heaLvens; t

thouight, I mnust be going out of my mind In a sweat 1 arose anil

gaeSiither kick. Smithers sat up.

Who's. tâWng in ear?" he exclaimned, " And wbhat are you do

ing the roiiis for Jonesý?"
1 Ho, lio r talking iu yourý ear is it ? Weil Smitbier,;, it's ghosts or

demons, or we'e a pair of raving luuatics, or-

" Look at yon oil-druin i I

I looked at the oil-drum, and saw a thin spiral of vapeur rising

from, the screwý cap.,
"A boimb! I cried.
"N9n3e'ic saiid SinithoWs, I* t's oil 1 tell you-1 know that by

the way it swished about when I was lugging it hom2. Anyway

wel1i ~Sooni settie the question."
Smithers went to the drumn and unscrewed 1 he cap.

Iistintly,<a filrny colurun of vapeur curied upward from the open-

inig, and at'the saine titue the buzziug in our ears swelled to a flow

of words distinctly whispered,
"ICadaver, 1ICamerado! Kadaver .. Vare iss mcm Gretche,?.

Stairr mie gently Gretchen ... Wiheim nefair waste ainlgs ..

Gott strafe Wîlheil.... Fr Wilheim der pottomless pit is t . .


