6 THREE TIMES AND OUT

down at us, and dropped down white pencils of smoke to
show the gunners where we were. That big gray beetle
sailing serenely over us, boring us with his sharp eyes,
and spying out our pitiful attempts at protection, is
one of the most unpleasant feelings I have ever had.
It gives me the shivers yet! And to think we had
orders not to fire!

Being a sniper, I had a rifle fixed up with a tele-
scopic sight, which gave me a fine view of what was
going on, and in order not to lose the benefit of it, I
cleaned out a place in a hedge, which was just in front
of the part of the trench I was in, and in this way I
could see what was happening, at least in my immediate
vicinity.

We knew that the Algerians who were holding a
trench to our left had given way and stampeded, as
a result of a German gas attack on the night of April
2ad. Not only had the front line broken, but, the panic
spreading, all of them ran, in many cases leaving their
rifles behind them. Three companies of our battalion
had been hastily sent in to the gap caused by the flight
of the Algerians. Afterwards I heard that our artillery
had been hurriedly withdrawn so that it might not fall
into the hands of the enemy; but we did not know that
at the time, though we wondered, as the day went on,
why we got no artillery support.

Before us, and about fifty yards away, were deserted
farm buildings, through whose windows I had instruc-
tions to send shots at intervals, to discourage the enemy




