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Mick Goes Wiring. Mac IIelps Out.

Your Night Up the Une.
"Ail right, Jack, iLs your trnp up the line Lo-night.

lâch into a G.S. limber, auJ be at the durnp intwenty minutes. We've got to take a load of piksand ahvl to " B" Company Headquarters. tout
sweet."

"But 8ay, Corporal, what the-where. " But I arn
talking tu the eveniflg breeze; the N.C.O., having
given an order, lias beaten iL.

So I turn to ini the semi-darknes of my bivvy telocate rny saddle blanket, gasperator anÏd tin Iid,murmuring sweet nothings to myseif the while, expres-
ing the w;sh that Lwenty thousand hlue-black 7devîlsrnight lly away with thre entire universe. After havingconvinced myseif that I have everything I need, 1 hurryacrosa te thre horse lines, where I proceed Lu harness up.Why "thre other fellow " puts his harneas on top ofmine; what causes tant guy ropes tu acquire thatunaccoDuntabIe tendency te grow at nigiLt, s0 as to crossthe path; and howeyer tE h eichief our long earedfriends can stretch. their heads ten feet into the air

miner probiems.
"Corne on! geL a wiggle on, iLs Lime we starLed."

Its our friend the Corporal, booted. spurred, and
meunted, prepared Lo lead the way. IgeL on the re-
o uired wiggle, also, the near moke, and off we go.After having arrived aL the dump and spent an hour,
more or less, hunting for thre man in charge <who was
here a mornent ago, but has just gone round the corner,

and will be hack in '-two shakes of a lamb's Lail "), we
ge tOur Ioad of "instruments of torture," and turu our
faces treuchward.

The moont is now winking at us Lhrough rifts in theRlying clouds, helping to light us on our rarnble over
sheilpoxed roads, and through villages that were, hut
are nlot.

Bare, crurnbling walls of chalk blocks and bricks,
atill towering as grave-atones to the age of puce, are
ail that now romnain.

We ses in imagination the things. that were but a few
short years ago, standing ini sucli vivid contrast Lu that
which is. Sureiy LIna is Lthe " Damnation of Desola-
Lion."- Ail about us thre face of the earth Iras altered;
only thre sarne old moon gazing down on change and
decay, What romance is here, what infîte-
BANG!1 ! !-ai our littIe world is fillod with noise and
Iight-blinding light. Our romantic rneditations ahot into
Lthe air, and dur hearts into our mouth. TIre anirnals
plunge and strain at the tugp. MUight as weIl bie killed
as scared te death. But we soon corne te earth, and
realize that one of ur "he-avies " within a few yards
of us has just coughed a nine-point-Lwo across to >ritz.

We continue on dur way, for tho time more interested
rin our immediate surroundings Lhan in the days that
are dead.

nIe nghtly "straif " has started, and guns are
barking ae &Iaong the uine. A few Fritzie sheils corne
over, screeching vindictively "Ohuomo! got you." But
thuL's where they are fooled. They haven'L got you at
ail.
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