
270 BETWEEN THE LINES

and beyond us. The F.O. looks up, but goes on
talkin'

;
but when another shell, an' then another,

drops ahnost on the exact same spot, he lifted
the 'phone closer in to the wall and stoops weU
down to it. I needn't tell you I was down as close
to the ground as I could get without digging.
" I think we're all right here," sez the RO., when
another shell bust right on the old spot an' the
splinters went singin' over us. " They look like
keepin' on the same spot, and we must be out
of the line the splinters take."

' It looked like he was right, for about three
more fell without touchin' us, and I was feeling
a shade easier in my mind. There was some
infantry comin' up on their way to the support
trenches, an' they filed along by the waU that was
coverm' us. Just as they was passin' another
shell dropped. It was on the same spot as all
the others, but blow me if it didn't get three of
them infantry. They feU squirmin' right on top
o' us an' the instrument, so I concluded that spot
wasn't as safe as the F.O. had reckoned, an'
there was a flaw in 'is argument somewheres that
the Coal-Box 'ad found out. The F.O. saw that
too, an' we shifted out quick-time. After that
things quietened down a bit, an' the short hairs


