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two little white shod feet and arched silk on every possible occasion. And I am not 
stockinged ankles peeping out from a be
wildering array of skirts and lace. Varion, 
having bribed the ship’s steward on the 
first day to seat him next her at table,had 
been with her through breakfast, but we 
had spoiled his monopoly by gulping down 
our food and joining them on deck before 
he had lighted his cigarette.

Varion had dragged two chairs forward, 
and they occupied them, while the rest of 
us sat around in a circle at their feet. The 
sky was turquoise blended with melting 
gold, and the breeze had the smell of 
spring and hollyhocks in it, and it was a 
constant joy to look at Anstey Robinson.
The only disagreeable element was to 
watch Varion lean over until his lips al
most touched her shell-like ear. It was 
not strange therefore that when the ques
tion of gathering news under fire came up 
tiourke O'Brien turned upon him.

•‘A man's no good in his first battle,”
Bourke said. “You’ve got to get used to 
it, Varion. I remember my first battle.
There wasn't any way I could get away 
from the firing line quick enough. When 
it came to writing the story I had to get 
the facts from some other fellows. I 
didn't remember a thing that had hap
pened.”

Whether Varion had been preparing hie 
story or whether he evolved it in a bril
liant flash of resentment is problematic. I 
feel quite sure ‘ that he was wearied of 
the continual “Well, I’ve been through it 
and I know. You haven’t and don’t.” So 
he broke in, trying to speak nonchalantly, 
aware of the fact that he must lose no 
ground with Miss Anstey Robineon.

“You see,” he smiled and waved his 
cigarette, “that’s all true enough for most 
fellows. It’s evident that you fellows 
have a sense of fear. Now, I haven’t.
I lack that sense. I have the faculty of 
being cool at critical moments. My father 
had it. It’s a family trait. So you haven’t 
any advantage over me by having been 
in wars after all, have you?”

Being somewhat dazed by this 
aginative flight, both O’Brien and I were 
quite silent.

“Ï remember,” he went on, reflectively,
"once when I was a youngster, I woke up 
one night. There was a burglar in the 
room. He had on a mask and was peering 
around wijh a dark lantern. He pointed 
his gun at me and told me to keep quiet.
Now, it was the most natural thing in 
the world for me to run to the door and 
call out to my father. The notion of dan
ger didn't enter my head at all. Well, 
the burglar made a dive for the window 
before my father got in. He didn’t shoot.
It’s funny that I didn’t even think of the 
possibility of his shooting until the thing 
was all over. Strange, wasn’t it?”

Well, it's true he shut us up for the 
time being because we couldn't straight
way controvert his statements without 
having sufficient proof of their mendacity; 
but just the same Varion let himself in 
for a lot of trouble when he eliminated 
fear from his makeup. When stories hav
ing in them the element of danger were 
told some reference such as “Of course, 
if I had Varion’s faculty for being cool at 
critical moments it woulc) have been all 
right, but being normal, I must confess 
I was scared,” was slipped in. After 
awhile Varion got on to the fact that we 
doubted his splendid lack of fear, and he 
dropped the subje.ct altogether, even show
ing a certain distaste for it. Perhaps the 
idea occurred to him that where he was 
going he would have great opportunity for 
displaying his bravery, and the thought 
might have disagreed with him.

But, having delivered himself into our 
hands, we were loath to discontinue the 
lack of fear business, and brought it up be able

had it not been for that I might have liked 
him better. He improved on close ac
quaintance. When the personal note was 
eliminated he could talk brilliantly about 
things he had seen, people he had ob
served, and he had original ideas in plenty 
and theories galore about everything un
der the sun. In the bigger things I be
lieve that he was' perfectly honorable.

He did not make a bad companion, and 
a sort of friendliness developed between 
us after we had undergone much mutual 
disquiet in the same cause. We took the 
customary route to reach Russian head
quarters—by boat from Shanghai to Tien
tsin, by railroad to Shan-kai-kuan and 
by imitation railroad to Yinkow, where 
we crossed the Liao-bo River and landed 
in Neuchwang. Here we were detained 
for some time with honeyed promises, 
and after fretting and fuming through the 
months of June and July allowed to go to 
general headquarters, which meant Muk
den. We joined a party consisting of an 
English lord, a French count, two Ameri
cans and an Italian, all correspondents. 
We had a large stone temple all to our
selves, and every morning the censor hand
ed us an official bulletin containing what 
he called news; but we respected the feel
ings of our managing editors and did‘not 
eat up much cable allowances with the 
bulletin stuff. Meanwhile we knew fight
ing was going on around Feng-Wang- 
Cheng and along the old Pekin road.

So we fretted through—yes, August, 
mind you—and we were in Mukden when 
the battle of Liao-Yrang began. It wasn’t 
until the 31st of that month that we got 
permission to go into the field, and on the 
31st the battle had been on for three days. 
With final permission we got aboard a 
train, along with Mistchoff’s cavalry rein
forcements, something like 10 o'clock that 
night.

Not that Varion wanted to go with me. 
He had made several single attempts to 
get to the front alone, but I outmanoeuv
red him. Ever since we had been in Muk
den I had noted that a sudden distaste 
for my society had set in. Time after 
time I had seen him looking at me dis-1 
trustfully, almost with a certain timidity; | 
but I had a mission to perform, and to ' 
perform it it was necessary that we should 
be companions.

We fretted through the night somehow, 
the rumble of distant firing in our ears all 
the while. It was as much as a man could 
do to lie still. I wanted to mount my 
pony, jump from the old rattletrap train 
and ride at breakneck speed to the scene 
of action. But although the train moved 
slowly, it was going faster than I could 
have ridden. That perhaps occurred to 
me, but the need of personal action was 
very strong.

Varion made no pretence to sleep. He 
smoked cigarettes continually and hummed 
songs about sweethearts and roses and 
Cupid’s gardens and others with melan
choly little strains in them until I was 
half mad with irritation. He was posing 
to himself and getting a certain amount 
of sad satisfaction out of it.

They sidetracked the train somewhere 
about five or six miles from the town, and 
the cavalry detrained. They were in 
straggly formation and off in less than 
no time, the early morning sun glinting 
on their saddlery and swords, their white 
blouses indistinct against the gray of the 
West. The sullen Ijipom, boom of the big 
guns came to us much as continuous thun
der, so that after awhile it became a part 
of things just as ttie Waves swish-swashing 
about the Sultana had been. When we 
drew.nearer an<l there was a pause in the 
firing it was only to emphasize the silence 
with the rapid, staccato fire of the care 
bines as distinct as so many exclamation 
points on a printed page.

On a tittle promontory some two miles

T is quite a necessity for some actors 
to occupy the centre of the stage. In 

. minor parts they consider themselves 
unappreciated, sulk, gloom, are very- 

bad companions and do not do justice even 
to the small roles they play. It is not par
ticularly difficult to find their prototypes 
on the greater stage of life. There is 
Roland Varion, for instance. Some of you 
know his work; I know the man. Per
haps you are more fortunate than I.

It may be that it was not Varion’s fault 
that he was such a liar. Two things con
tributed to the superlative in his case—iiis 
desire to be in the full glare of the cal
cium and his natural bent for craftsman
ship, which put the construction of a yarn 
before all else. Some of Varion’s stories 
may have been told for the pure art of 
them, and the personal note added as 
much for the reason that it was easier to 
tell a story in the first person as for the 
effect he intended it to produce. Other 
people who know Varion are not so kind 
.to him as I appear to be, but then they 
jdo not know him so well.

Not that I ever liked the man. At first 
acquaintance I think my feelings ap- 
Iproached detestation. He immediately 
ahonc out among, the passengers, if I re- 

: member rightly, captivating most of the 
women on the ship before we were out of 
Ban Francisco a day. He had the art of 
dressing in perfect good form, and then 
adding some small detail which made him 
quite conspicuous.

i The war had been on for some time now, 
land every Pacific steamer carried some of 
the fourth estate, and by the time we had 
been out of San Francisco for a few days 
we newspaper men got to know one an
other, and we found out who the gold 
safety pin man was. There were three of 
•us, and we had all heard of Varion. He 
ihad never done much, but he was that 
■ sort which gets the maximum of adver
tising out of accomplishments. So far as 

]We knew he was the youngest of the lot 
of us and the least experienced. He had 
written some vivid magazine stuff of the 
Poe school and had got into a libel suit 
over some of it, after which the most 

jeaffron of all New Y'ork newspapers ac
quired him as a special Sunday feature. 
This newspaper was now sending him to 
war, and he also represented a very well 
'known magazine.

But with the women of the ship he cre
ated a profound impression. Even the 
wife ot one brother correspondent joined 
In the crowd of worshippers. Varion was 
slender, well groomed and, more than all 
else, romantic in appearance. He had thin, 
well formed features and large brown 
eyes, but he was as soft and as lacking in 
strength as a woman. However, they did 
riot know this, and they gave him the sort 
of qualities with which they endowed a 
matinee hero.

Not that Varion cared particularly, ex- 
peept that he liked admiration in general 
said was wilting to be pleasant and agree
able to toe most homely or unintellectual 
woman who gave it to him. But there was 
one girl on the ship for whose good opin
ion he strove earnestly, and she was at
tracted to him from the first because she 
had read his magazine stuff and believed 
that he was a coming genius. For it must 
be remembered that, for all his faults, 
Varion could write marvellously well.

The girl's name was Anstey Robinson, 
and her aunt explained, for the justifica
tion of the family, that a grandmother 
With several hundred thousands had to be 
placated when the girl was bom, and the 
helpless baby sacrificed to the name of Su
sannah. With the grandmother dead it 
was but natural that a discriminating girl 
should prefer her middle name, and thus 
the “Anstey.”

Now, it was most irritating for the rest 
of us to see Varion step in where higher 
beings skim and appear to carry off the 
prize,for it was Varion who was permitted 
to be most often in the presence of Miss 
Robinson. Not only that, but he showed a 
bloated monopolist's trick of shutting the 
door on the other fellow, for he had a 
fashion of getting her seated with people 
en both sides of their steamer chairs and 
their backs to the ocean, thus precluding 
any conversation from the re.st. of us. In 

wounded pride, therefore, three or 
four of her admirers and myself formed 
Bn offensive and defensive alliance against 
(Varion and often proceeded to take falls 
<mt of him when Miss Robinson was by.

The fact that Varion-had never been 
under fire was, in itself, a beautiful thing 
to work upon, and let Varion so much as 
mention anything relative to the way of a 
war correspondent and we were upon him 
■with the fact that he knew not whereof 
be spoke. It apparently 
werable proposition, but Varion worked 
around it somehow, and it was thus that 
be .evolved his splendid lack of fear.

It was one morning a long time out of 
Honolulu, and but four days from the Jap
anese coast, that Varion got the centre 

the stage again with this very striking 
characteristic which he provided for him
eelf. Miss Robinson was looking very de
lightful and tantalizing with her wavy 
black hair blowing into little curls from 
.under her white Tam o’ Shanter a straw- 
iberrylike stain to her white cheeks and

I Z"forgetting the time I put my foot mag
nificently “in it” by an ironical reference 
to this subject in the presence of Miss 
Anstey Robinson.

“You eeem to doubt Mr. Varion’s 
word,” she said, “which is very horrid of 
you, I think. I know he’s telling the 
truth, and I know you’ll find it out. Both 
of you are going with the Russians, and 
you’ll be under fire together, and after 
the first battle I shall expect you to write 
me, telling me that you have apologized 
to Mr. Varion for doubting him—that is, 
if you care anything for my friendship.”

She seemed to be very angry. Varion, 
on his part, simply turned red.

“I don’t care for him to do that,” he 
said. “Besides, we probably shan’t be to
gether anyhow.”

“Oh, but you must be, I want you to be 
nds. You must be—what is it?—bunk 
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mates. Now, you must promise 
will, won’t you, Roland?”

He hesitated.
“If you don’t, I shall be angry!” And 

she looked as though she meant it.
“Oh, all right,” said Varion, sulkily. 

She made me
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ji hk,promise, too.
“And you won’t forget to write. I shall 

expect it. Promise.”
I promised again—not that I wanted to.
This was just before we had reached 

Shanghai. The other correspondents drop
ped off at Yokohama to go with the Jap
anese. I chose the Russians as the leaser 
of two evils. The little brown men are 
no friends of mine. I know their trick
ery too wefl. Varion was going because 
his paper had men on the other side.

It may be well to mention here that I 
understood perfectly Mies Anstey Robin
son’s attitude toward me. It had taken 
time, but had gradually dawned on me. 
She regarded me as too good a friend for 
me to ever have any hopes of making a 
sweetheart out of her. Well, I wasn’t in 
a financial way compatible with matri
mony anyway, and so—

Anyhow I didn’t want to see her marry 
Varion. I didn’t think him the right sort 
of man for her. Not, mind you, because 
I was jealous, but for the reason that she 
deserved a better fate. Perhaps I looked 
on truthfulness as one of the most essen
tial qualities in a man’s makeup, 
truthfulness Varion had not at all.

The Robinsons (uncle, aunt and Anstey) 
were continuing to Hong Kong and Ma-

Y
/

f\m r

7^ •/ I%

,

c J;

t * A// -,
%

Hnew im-
AXz

aanertncà coatleso infantry ^

/
<1

and
*

r *
*nila, and the five of ua had dinner to

gether at the Astor Houee in Shanghai 
on' the evening that the Sultana was to 
sail. After dinner Varion got the girl off 
somewhere for the better part of a half 
hour, and when they rejoined ua he looked 
radiant. Varion and I accompanied them 
down to the dock, where they got aboard 
the launch which was to carry them to 
Wusung, where the Sultana lay. And the 
last thing Anstey Robinson said was:

“Don’t forget your promise to write 
after the first battle.” That was it. Af
terward, thinking it over, I wondered if 
she believed in the splendid lack of fear 
herself.

Anyhow, our promises bound us togeth
er, whether Varion liked it or not. Cer
tainly I did not. He had the faculty of 
making himself comfortable under all cir
cumstances, and it was not long before he 
was telling me about the girl:

“She says I’m to come for my answer 
when I get back from the war. Now, 
what do you think that means, old man?”

Not being a barbarian, I recommended 
hope. Not that he "didn’t firmly believe 
the girl was in love with him. He would 
have been shocked and surprised at her 
bad taste otherwise.

It was my hope meanwhile that I shoüld 
to save the girl from him, and

«

Both Varion and I expected the fight to 
be waged with the town of Liao-Yang as a 
centre, for there the main division off the 
army lay.

Breakfast finished, we crept forward 
between the spurs of two flanking hills, 
with the object of gaining the Yen-tai Hill. 
The firing was all away to the eoutii and 
we seemed to be out of the range, but ws 
knew the hill was occupied and judged it 
a good place from which to view the flghb

Whether or not I should have ridden 
into the very mouth of hell had I known 
it to be such I do not know. As it

long every one there would be things of 
the past. Still I was not going to let Vare 
ion say I suggested a retreat.

“This is the place to eee the fight,” I 
returned shortly, "but we’re liable to get 
blown to pieces any minute.”

He seemed shaken by a convulsion. 
“D-do you want to go?” He tried to snap 
hie teeth together and failed. "Do you?” 
he asked again.

“No,” I said obstinately.
Something happened then—just what I 

don’t remember. Two or three shells fell 
in the same place probably, and that place 
the maeked battery near which we lay. 
The very entrails of the earth seemed to 
shoot upward, and my face was spattered 
and tom by bite of iron, dust and—maybe 
something else, but I don’t like to think 
of it. The stuff w#s in my eyes and I was 
half blinded. The ehock had thrown me 
bead foremost on the ground. When I had 
wiped my eye»' and gotten so I could see 
things there was Roland Varion standing 
bolt upright, with shells bursting on every 
side of him. His mouth was working gib- 
bouely, and his fingers twitched up and 
down as though he were performing upon 
an invisible piano.

“Lay down, you fool!” I yelled, and 
grabbed his legs. He fell and gave a con
vulsive shudder and a sob. And there we 
lay side by side flat on the slope of the 
hill. There was sand in front of me. Un
consciously I got to counting the grains. 
In the hours that passed I must have 
counted every grain of it. All around us 
were discarded weapons, caps, tin drinking 

abandoned blanket rolls and what

distinct against the dun colored back
ground. Varion tried to lift his hat to his 
head, but his hands seemed to have lost 
their strength and it dropped to the 
ground. A bullet whizzed very near his 
ear. He put up his hand and waggled it 
fanwise, as though brushing away a mos
quito.

The rush of the retreating Siberians car
ried us off our feet. We found ourselves 
in the midst of the sweating, steaming 
horde of batless, weaponless, sometimes 
coatless infantry. The rush carried us 
along with it, stumbling headlong into 
the coal holes, scrambling out of them, 
with men falling on every side of us, and 
the constant whirr, whirr of the bullets 
from behind to keep us aware of our peril.

Varion caught my arm. “Wait—wait!” 
he mouthed. “We've g-got to see the
reat of it—the fight”—

“Fight—hell!” I replied. “Come on!”
“I’m going to stay,” he said, and tum

bled into an abandoned rifle pit, where he 
scrambled up and then squatted down, 
his pale eyes searching the vista before

we were nearing the base of Hayentai 
when a great gun from some little spur 
near the river rumbled out a challenge, 
and a shell went on its shrieking, tearing 
way direct for Hayentai Hill. A battery 
on another hill to the south of Hayentai, 
a Russian battery evidently, answered the 
challenge and a great shrapnel jacket 
into space, bursting over the kowliang, 
crimson and yello-w after the first bluish 
smoke trail. Another shell, a Japanese 
this fellow, burst between the two hills, 
and not more than forty feet from us. I 
looked at Varion. Hia knees were wob
bling against his pony’s sides and hie toes 
were slipping through the etirrups.

"Shall we ride back?” I asked.
He shook his head.
“Are you game to make that hill?”
He had to moisten his lips before he 

could answer. “Certainly,” he managed 
to get out. And so we put spurs to our 
ponies and galloped toward the base of 
Yentai and into the thick of the fight.

We stumbled into some squat Siberians 
who lay in a rifle pit cunningly contrived 
and looked at us stolidly, some of them 
saluting, in all ignorance of our position. 
A sous officer, recognizing the red bras
sards on our arms, shook his head.

“You have come to see. This day shall 
bring much forth. This is no place to see, 
this hill. It is here they fight”

We passed a masked battery, where the 
officer in command was squinting toward 
the silvery Tai-tse through his field glase. 
His eyes caught a moving something in 
the kowliang, and his orders came swiftly. 
There was the puff of bluish smoke, then 
the steady, sullen roar and the air stained 
with yellow and red. A Japanese battery 
answered desultorily.

Perhaps we waited some ten minutes by 
the masked battery and in almost perfect 
silence. Then the fact that we had stum
bled into the very thick of the tight was 
brought speedily to our attention. It was 
evident the Japanese batteries on the little 
spurs by the river had been biding their 
time for a concentrated fire on the hill 
when each gunner had his true sight. All 
hell broke loose at once. Shrapnel ex
ploded over our heads and the flying frag
ments descended into the patient infantry 
in reserve—shrapnel, shrapnel and shrap
nel again great lurid patches, until the 
sky seemed a continuous streak of it. A 
shell, cunningly aimed, blew fifty men 
from a redoubt, a redoubt from which we 
were separated by a matter of feet, and 
another shell, not so well timed, whizzed 
along its way not twenty inches from ua 
with the nasty whirr of a subway express 
train, finding its billet among the Siberian 
riflemen. Half a regiment of them threw 
down their arms and scattered pell-mell, 
seeking shelter behind earthworks, even 
in ditches and coal holes, bayonetted some
times by their more courageous compan
ions.

Our horses were picketed to a yew tree, 
and they tugged and strained at their hal
ters. Varion stood dazedly, his back to 
the tree, a pencil and a pad of paper in his 
hand. His face was colder, paler than 
any corpse’s; his eyes bulged out of his 
head as though his gullet were being 
squeezed by a giant hand, the skin of his 
face was drawn as tightly as a drum head 
and blood trickled down from his mouth 
where his teeth had bitten into his lips. 
Several times he thrust the pad into his 
pocket and tried to roll a cigarette with 
fingers that trembled like those of an 
asthmatic old man. Twice he had poured 
the tobacco from his pouch and spilled 
every grain of it on the ground, the white 
paper flickering after it.

“We’d better get out of this maybe,” 
I suggested.

He was trying to lick the cigarette now. 
Somehow he had managed to roll it. His 
lips crackled and his tongue looked 
parched. With a hopeless gesture he tossed 
away paper and tobacco.

“Do you—want to go?” he stuttered.
The firing was so continuous again that 

it seemed like a temporary lull. The shells 
were falling on the northern elope of the 
hill now, and none had come our way for 
some little while. But I knew that we 
were too near, that the Japanese were 
concentrating on this hill and that before
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us.
I don’t know why I stayed. But I did, 

and there, every moment a lifetime, we 
saw the shameful rout, the fearful con
clusion of the greatest battle of modern 
times. There, surrounded by the dead 
and dying, the scarred and the mangled, 
to the tune of the thunderous field pieces ^ 
and death spitting Maxims, the whirring 
bullets and the bursting shrapnel, Varion 
wrote his story.

He lay forward, his pad of paper resting 
on a blanket roll, his cheeks red, crimson * 
red, hie fingers Shaking nervously as the 
pencil glided over the paper, filling pages 
of it with hie loose handwriting. He 
wrote as I have never seen man write 
before, feverishly, stopping sometimes to 
take breath, and his body shaking mean
while with long, convulsive shudders. I 
watched him without words, as though 
viewing a curious phenomenon. He tossed 
each sheet carelessly from him once it 
was finished, and I saw him pause at last, 
scratch a great double X and stand bolt 
upright with a sudden nervous movement.
One hand went to his side and he doubled 
up and rolled to the ground.

There was no wound on him, but his 
heart was beating feebly. I gathered up 
the loose sheets off paper and thrust them 
in my blouse Soon afterward we #ere 
found by a Japanese lieutenant, who made 
us prisoners and carried Varion into Liao- 
Yang. In a temporary hospital, formerly 
a Chinese sweetmeat seller’s store, a sur
geon cared for Varion.

“It ees a ver-ee bad case af the hearrt,” 
the little surgeon told me when he had ex
amined him. “The man, he may recover 
possiblee, but the heart, he be always 
veree weak. He have no place in a war 
like thees one. He have a g-r-ea-at shoak.” , 

That night I read Varion’s story, that 
story written so shakily as to be almost 
illegible, but as I read it I knew that I 
was reading the literature of posterity.
For with the reading came the shrieking 
of the shells, the cries of the dying, the 
fire, the flight, the terrible retreat, and I 
lived again the day—the horrible, blood 
stained day—and knew that the man who 
wrote it must have been through a verita
ble hadte of agony and soul torture.

That I, too, had been afraid I do not 
deny, but I was a strong, healthy man, 
not a pale, anaemic youngster like this 
Varion. In my shame I cursed myself a 

“Do you want to go?” he asked dully. hundred times .for having led him into 
There was no time to answer. We knew this, for haring insisted on being hia 

what the cessation of firing meant, companion, and afterward for holding him 
The Japanese were storming the hill. First there because my sinful pride forbore that 
came the hollow detonations of the big I should take the implication of cowardice, 
field pieces and quickly on the heels of Probably had there been no witness who 
them the nasty bark of the spitting ma- had heard his previous boasts he might 
chine guns, and, seen through the smoke have slipped away, seen the battle from 
and the haze, the flying cohorts of the a further point and missed the torture. 
Japanese, the infantry advancing in lines My 6tory had been finished, and the 
of skirmishers, deploying to the left and censor had it now to do with as he would, 
tugging away at the hill slope, stumbling But no censor should mar this great work 
into rifle pits and ditches, impaling them- of Varion’s, no complacent yellow man 
selves on barbed wire obstructions and should cut the heart from the greatest 
grappling with the white bloused savages bit of war history of the century—•& 
of the North, over all the noises the spit- veritable Verestchagin battle picture in 
spat of the bullets and their tàck hammer words, but painted with all the suggestion 
explosions.e Qf Meissonier. I wrote another despatch

Then the cavalry brought a new note . and signed to it Varion’s name—this story 
along with the frightened neigh of ttie- war j of his should be something more than 
horses and their shrill cries of pain as the newspaper sensation of a day. 
some of the splendid animals tottered and j And then I wrote a letter to Miss An- 
rolled down the hill; the thud, thud, ofjetey Robinson and apologized, 
their hoofs, the savage swish of sabres in 1 They let me see Varion about ten o’clock 
air, the more distinct banging of the cav- that- flight. They said he had asked for 
airy pistols and the occasional blare of a mo and insisted upon my coming. I went 
bugle, the notes cut short, quick, tense, into the temporary hospital and found him 
The slope of the hill was one mass of the on a cot, very pale and white and ex
scrambling khaki clothed Japanese, with hausted.
here and there a white horse stajftlfeBgly (Continued on page 7, fourth column.)
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cups,
not, helpless, forlorn in their separation. 
A man lay on hia face near me, smiling 
horribly. A bullet had gone through hia 
upper lip, killing him and leaving him 
with that queer twisted smile. I shan’t 
forget that smile.

Craning my head I could eee that the 
hills on both sides of us had been taken. 
On the crest of the hill gunners were 
sweating at the heavy field pieces. A gal
loper from general headquarters was spur
ring his horse up the hill, stumbling in 
the trenches and over the obstructmente. 
He reported to some officer on the western 
slope, saluted and started down the hill 
again. A shrapnel shell burst over him, 
and horse and man disappeared in a 
trench. I watched with a certain horrified 
curiosity to see whether he would reappear 
again. He did not.

Suddenly the fire of the big guns ceased. 
Quiet, absolute, intangible, fell upon us. I 
looked at Varion again. His eyes were 
staring away toward the southern hill, and 
his fingers were working about his pencil. 
He made queer scrawls on his pad of 
paper.
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' I Look here,” I said. “We’ve got a 
chance to get out. Do you want to take 
it?”vk.

Something whizzed by again, following 
several quick, successive booms. The shell 
burst in a rifle pit some fifty yards away. 
Its course blew off Varion’s hat, that de
spised hat with the gold eaiftey pin. He 
crammed his pad into his pocket and 
picked up his hat in his nervous fingers, 
twisting it into unrecognizable shape.

“And just to think,” he whispered 
hoarsely, “that was a man ”

I saw now where he had been looking— 
the ghastly, decapitated, almost disem
bowelled thing that a shell had
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our away. Varion looked away from it 
with the eyes of the dead as a tuft of 
hair flickered in the wind.

“Do you want to get out of this?’’ I 
asked.
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i from the toiwn of Liao-Yang we cooked our 
breakfast and had a splendid view of the 
arena. We did not know at the time that 
we were near the most dangerous spot in 
the whole Russian position, for hardly a 
mile from us the hill of Hayentai reared 
itself, one of the four hills to the left of 
the town; nor were we aware of the fact 
that the night before the Japanese first 
army had crossed the Tai-tse and was ly
ing in the kowliang before those hills.

?

I,

■t
f

had SPOILED tilS MONOPOLY BY GULPING 
SOWN OZJR FOOD AND JOINING THEM ON DECK
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