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officers. What a position to be discovered in I 
True, only the very young or the mentally deficient 
scorn cover when shelling is in progress. But of 
course, just at the moment when you’d welcome a 
shell to account for your propinquity with the rat- 
hole, the blighters have stopped. No sound breaks 
the stillness, save the steps ringing towards you— 
and it looks silly to be found in a ditch for no apparent 
reason.

Then, as suddenly as before comes salvation. Just 
as with infinite stealth you endeavour to step out 
nonchalantly from behind a tree, as if you were part 
of the scenery—bang ! crash ! from in front. Cheer- 
oh ! the village again, the church this time. A shower 
of bricks and mortar comes down like a landslip, and 
if you are quick you may just see two black streaks 
go to ground. From the vantage-point of your tree 
you watch a salvo of shells explode in, on, or about 
the temporary abode of those two officers. You 
realise from what you know of the Hun that this 
salvo probably concludes the evening hate ; and the 
opportunity is too good to miss. Edging rapidly 
along the road—keeping close to the ditch—you 
approach the houses. Your position, you feel, is 
now strategically sound, with regard to the wretched 
pair cowering behind rubble heaps. You even desire 
revenge for your mental anguish when discovery in


