
134 THE GLORY OF THE TRENCHES
Of a gun-detachment there are two men who

cannot do their work accurately in gas-helmetf— one of these it the layer and the other is the
fuse-setter. H the infantry were to be saved,
two men out of the detachment of each protect*
ing gun must sacrifice themselves. Instantly,
without waiting for orders, the fuse-setters and
layers flung aside their helmets. Our guns
opened up. The unmasked men lasted about
twenty minutes; when they had been dragged out
of the gun-pits choking or in convulsions, two
more took their places without a second's hesita-
tion. This went on for upwards of two hours.
The reason given by the gunners for their splen-
did, calculated devotion to duty was that they
weren't going to let their pals in the trenches
down. You may call their heroism devotion to
duty or anything you like; the motive that in-

spired it was love.

When men, having done their " bit " get safely
home from the Front and have the chance to live

among the old affections and enjoyments, the
memory of the splendid sharing of the trenches
calls them back. That memory blots out all the
tragedy and squalor ; they think of their willing
comrades in sacrifice and cannot rest.

I was with a young officer who was probably
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